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O,  ncyer  vtun  lliere  <|iieeti  ao  mightily  betmj'il ! 

I  dn  desire  ilice.  ivt-ii  from  a  heart 
As  full  of  sorrows  n*  the  tea  of  annda, 
Tu  1ie»r  me  cotn|>niiy,  act!  go  with  me. 


On  a  heap  of  ferns  and  leaves,  wrapped  in  u 
horseman's  cloak,  lay  a  fair  young  girt.  f>\\e 
slept,  but  not  in  peace.  That  face,  nmde  only 
for  smiles  and  joy,  now  was  pale,  and  showed 
that  the  anxiety  of  her  waking  hours  was  not  for- 
gotten in  her  dreams.  There,  where  God  had 
written  happiness,  Man,  with  impious  hand,  had 
dashed  it  out,  and  deeply  engraven  sorrow.  Her 
fujl  lips  were  pressed    firmly  together,  and  her 

TOL.    >-  A 


hands  clenched  fast  against  her  cheeks,  giving  the 
idea  that  the  soul  within,  although  it  struggled, 
was  yet  made  up  for  some  stern  purpose.  Her 
long  brown  tresses  were  tangled  over  a  brow  on 
which  a  crown  had  rested.  There  was  nothing 
bet  appearance  royal — except,  indeed,  her 
roubled  sleep ! 

Forlorn  as  was  her  situation  now — night  and 
larkness  around  her — the  dripping  rock  her 
nty  shelter — the  wild  winds  moaning  aloud — yet 
e  lay  one  on  whom  a  nation  had  been  content 
■j  rest  its  hopes  of  future  happiness.  Where  were 
r  courtiers  now  1  Where  the  heads  that  should 
have  counselled  ;  the  hands  that  should  have 
shielded  her?  Did  the  subtle  politician  lay  deep 
schemes  for  her  deliverance,  or  the  headlong  war- 
rior throw  himself  between  her  and  danger  1  No '. 
they  had  proved  false  to  their  honour  and  their 
oaths,  their  sovereign  and  their  God-  but  flu  tu> 
fault  of  hers. 

It  is  not  my  intention  to  give  an  account  of  the 
(evolution  which  had  thrown  her  of  whom  I  write 


into  her  present  situation,  fur  it  is  not  in  our  day, 
when  revolutions  have  become  so  common  as  to 
be  getting  quite  vulgar,  that  such  is  necessary 
to  make  what  t  relate  appear  probable.  And 
if  not  necessary  for  this  purpose,  what  other 
motive  could  I  have  for  dwelling  on  sucli  a 
theme  ?  Oh  !  I  am  so  sick  of  man  in  the  mass, 
that  I  love  to  fly  off  to  individual  excellence,  and 
dwell  upon  it,  to  prevent  my  hating  ray  fellow- 
creatures,  instead  of  only  laughing  at  them.  I 
rly  off  to  individual  excellence,  as  to  a  high  place 
top  reaches  above  the  malaria,  the  "  reek  of 
:  11  feu"  of  the  world,  and  where  alone 
safety  from  the  infection,  and  health,  can  be 
found.  It  is  a  punishment  to  me  to  be  obliged 
to  state,  that  the  Emperor  her  father,  as  much 
against  bis  own  inclination  as  against  hers,   had 

|  erauaded  to  place  tbe  young  queen  at  the 
head  of  the  government  of  H — — ,  a  kingdom 
"  united    in    division "    to  the    empire  ;    for  the 

ing  of  which  phrase,  if  it  be  not  understood, 
1  must  bee  the  reader  to  think  of  out  own 
"  Imerald  Isle." 


This  kingdom  had  for  its  Bins  been  smitten  ty 
worse  than  sword,  or  famine,  or  pestilence — by 
loss  of  reason.  Discord  cannot  be  said  to  have 
thrown  into  it  any  thing  so  clear  as  her  torch; 
she  had  rather  enveloped  it  in  the  most  smooi- 
dering  smoke  that  her  fires  could  occasion.  ThiB 
had  made  those  of  "  the  movement "  party  blind 
to  all  the  blessings  they  had  enjoyed,  and  their 
opponents  incapable  of  seeing  those  that  were 
safely  within  their  reach.  Like  wild  horses  yoked 
together,  some  plunged  madly  forward,  and  some 
hung  obstinately  back*;  and  thus  the  car  of  state, 
which  should  have  been  borne  onward  in  their 


before     high      Heaven     ;is     make     the     angels 
wee])."  * 

.Should  it  be  said.  "  Wliatever  passions  might 
hate  opposed  her,  still  it  cannot  be  believed  that 
men  would  aim  at  the  life  of  a  female  who  had 
Be*er  shown  any  but  good  intentions," — I  would 
fan.  bow  to  the  correction,  and  own  myself  a 
libeller  of  my  race,  if  I  could  do  so  ;  but,  for  my 
•oul,  I  cannot.  No1,  there  is  a  name  written  in 
blood,  and  the  scroll  is  placed  on  high,  which 
Troth  in  her  sternest  attitude  points  to — a  name 
which  proves  that  nothing  can  enter  the  imagina- 
tion too  bad  to  find  a  prototype  in  history  when 
once  the  villain  passions  have  broken  the  restraint 

*  And  ii  il  Oku  alone  that  the  altar  of  Liberty  ia  ap- 
proached—  only  by  unbelieveri  or  by  drunken  votaries  ? 
Tin!  ihcr-  arc  (till  many,  in  une  land  at  It-nst,  who 
>ir>r*bip  her  in  reason  anil  in  truth;  still  many  who 
neither  deny  her  being,  nor  give  her  up  fur  the  painted 
harlot  that  ia  lite  her,  but  wboaa  very  existence  ii  in 
<  ..iiU-.il. 'i  and  in  blood-  And  in  tlint  land  their  name, 
whatever  the  "  greasy  roguei "  may  »ay,  ia  Tory  :  whilst 
the  name  of  the  "eWef  benit"  that  figiiteth  against 
llitni  it  Radical. 
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of  laws — one  of  the  very  deepest  dyed  of  many 
"damned  spots*  that  will  not  "out"  from  the 
record  of  human  actions — it  is  "Elizabeth  of 
France."  Innocence  and  Virtue  are  wreathed 
around  it,  Pity  weepeth  beneath  it,  Heaven 
smileth  upon  it, — and  shall  it  not  be  avenged  ? 

And  thus  was  one,  beautiful  as  young,  good 
as  high-born,  another  "  Elizabeth,"  driven  forth 
to  wander  with  the  "  things  of  night."  Can  we 
wonder  when  she  was  forced  to  meet  the  rough 
blasts  of  Heaven,  houseless,  flying,  and  ill-pro- 
tected, or  abide  a  still  sterner  fate,  that  even 
from  her  young  soul  should  be  wrung  that  bitter 
Baying,  "  Oh,  I  would  trust  their  mercies  rather 
than  those  of  men  1 "  But  herein  her  sense  of 
injury  had  made  her  murmur  too  loudly  against 
her   fate,  for  she  still  had  some  on  whom  she 

mill  rcm.se.     Even  here  fcelow,  her  heart  had 


tub  yovsg  queen.  7 

but  uiily  one  such  was  near  her  now,  and  that 
one  but  newly  found  and  valued. 

Leaning  his  back  against  the  rock  at  whose 
loot  lay  the  once  "  Bright  young  Queen,"  with 
one  hand  tightening  down  the  bottom  of  the 
cloak  to  keep  her  feet  warm,  and  with  the  other 
holding  up  the  cape  to  shelter  her  face  from  the 
wind,  there  sat  a  youth  whom  no  prudent  young 
lady  would  choose  for  her  sole  protector — except 
only  as  far  as  Gretna  Green  ;  that  is,  if  prudent 
young  ladies  ever  go  there:  but  this  young  lady, 
although  the  most  prudent  in  the  world,  1  have 
already  said,  could  not  help  doing  so. 

The  youth,  whom  we  must  call  Montfort,  being 
a  soldier,  this  was  not  the  first  time  this  "  brave 
over-hanging  canopy  "  (a  marvellous  uncomfort- 
able one  to  sleep  under)  bad  been  his  only  bed- 
curtains.  He  therefore  knew,  that  if  you  cannot 
have  both,  it  is  better  to  do  without  a  good  bed 
than  without  a  good  pillow.  For  which  reason 
he  had  taken  off  bis  coat,  and  so  cautiously 
placed  it  under  the  sleeper's  head,  that  she  only 
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silly  idea,  that  misfortune  should  only  draw  him 
closer  to  those  to  whom  he  had  once  pledged 
his  faith  — a  sentiment  which  we  of  the  nine- 
teenth century  can  hardly  hear  with  common 
patience.  And,  moreover,  he  had  not  sense 
enough  to  distinguish,  that  although  keeping 
faith  with  a  fellow-subject  may  be  overlooked, 
yet  doing  so  to  a  sovereign,  especially  if  in 
distress,  is  quite  inexcusable.* 

*  Willi  inch  confined  ideas,  how  it  my  unfurtiiri.ni- 
bera  e'er  to  emulate  the  fume  of  a  Ney  f—  fur  it  is  im- 
•I u cfti enable  llial  llie  "  bravest  n(  the  brave"  owe*  not  his 
fame  to  being  audi,  hut  to  that  one  brilliant  act  of  in. 
lift  just  bufore  the  closing  ot  it,  which,  like  the  bursting: 
of  •  meteor  ai  it  finiahes  ill  courae,  wai  in  resplendent 
ai  to  efface  even  the  glories  of  bis  former  track. 

Jly  hero  threw  awny  a  Still  nohler  Opportunity,  for 
he  might  not  only  have  betrayed  a  royal  person  who 
trualed  him,  but  alio  a  woman,  which  surely  would  have 
nsloumled  more  to  bin  credit;  that  ia,  if  I  don't  forget 
the  argument*  of  the  liberal*  of  that  period,  for  I  am 
prally  aure  ll.oy  went  to  the  length,  "that  the  grenler 
Ibe  trml  betrayed,  the  greater  ia  the  glory,"  Ami  if. 
in  the  chnncea  and  change*  of  (his  mortal  worM,  he 
ahoold  afterwards  have  happened  to  be  hanged  or  shot 
fill  tin  conduct,  then,  indeed,  would  the  seal  have  been 
art  to    hia     fame! — tbtii,     indeed,   would    his  glory    hltve 


The  only  defence  I  can  make  for  my  hero  is, 
that  liberal  principles  were  nut  so  well  undei 
stood  in  his  day ;  and  even  if  they  had  been,  be 
might  not  have  profited  by  it,  for  his  education 
hud  been  sadly  neglected  by  an  eccentric  old 
lather,  who,  instead  of  putting  his  own  narrow 
notions  in  his  head,  should  have  taught  him  lii 
ways  of  the  world,  and  a  little  political 
economy. 

been  yelled  forth  in  such  a  cloud  of  pestiferous  breath 
that  it  would  have  gone  down  *' phmbi"  lo  Hie  lutes 
posterity. 

i'  an  intention  of  writing  a  short  essay  on   self- 
ishness, (a   very  short  one,  it  ii  supposed.   will   do.) 
which   I   shall   point  out    its   nasi  fold    advantages    over 
generosity,   and    prove     how    ninth    more    proper 
statesman  like  it  is,  to  make  tlie  former,  rnlher  than  the 
latter,   the  gowning    principle;   anil   shall  endeavour, 
far  ns  lies  in  my  power,  tu  eradicate  this  foolish  fancy 
which,  I  grieve  to  say.  docs  yet  exist  to  some  extent,  ei 
in  this   enlightened   l|*.      1    have  actually  met  with  it,— 
more  than  once  too. 

My  isiiiv  "ill  !>e  nccompnnied  by  n  glossary,  or, 

proawlj    kpMlki>fi  *  radically   reformed    dictionary,    it 

Inch  will  be  explained  llie  true  meaning  of  many 

'urds  that  have  been  qaita   ns  much  corrupted  and  mja- 

nudeislood  for  nges  as  "  Loyally." 


Having  now  made  "  a  clean  breast  of  it,"  and 
acknowledged  (hat  my  hero  is  not  the  least  bit 
of  a  modern  hero,  I  may  proceed  to  say  that  he 
had  not  exactly  settled  in  his  own  mind  whether 
he  was  a  hero  at  all,  or  no.  He  had  never  had 
an  opportunity  of  proving  it,  even  to  his  own 
-.in.  But,  nevertheless,  as  he  gazed  at 
the  helpless  object  before  him,  so  calling  for  man's 
protection,  he  felt  very  heroic  indeed.  Nor  is  it 
wonderful  that  in  such  a  situation  high  thoughts 
should  have  come  into  his  mind.  He  gazed  upon 
Stated  lace  as  if  he  would  have  read  her 
soul :  but  such  was  not  his  thought,  for  he  knew 
it  all.  He  knew,  that  she  who  was  lying  before 
him,  looking  a  lily  ready  to  bend  to  every  blast, 
was  resolved  to  yield  up  life  rather  than  keep  it 
and  give  up  principle.  And  such,  alas!  would 
her  hard  choice  be,  if  she  fell  into  the  power  ot 
their  enemies.  Then  death !  But,  oh !  who 
could  bear  to  look  upon  that  cheek,  and  think  of 
death  ? 

But  although  his  situation  was  enough  to  excite 
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the  most  cold-blooded  animal,  (and  hit  Wood  > 
always  somewhat  the  reverse,)  he  did  not  feel 
least  inclination  to  rant  and  rave,  and  lay  h* 
sword  at  her  feet,  and  talk  about  the  last  drop  of  hi 
blood  :  yet,  though  no  one  saw  him  but  the  I 
to  whom  the  tow  was  made,  there  was  a  glon 
upon  his  cheek,  a  fire  in  his  eyes,  and  a  lofrJncM 
in  his  bearing  as  he  muttered  through  hia  com- 
pressed lips,  "  If  1  forsake  thee,  in  life  or  in 
death,  may  God  forsake  me  !  1  have  done  evil 
deeds,  which  make  ine  unworthy  that  this  trust 
should  be  placed  in  my  hands,  but,  now  1  am 
leagued  with  Heaven  tlfielf  in  protecting  inno- 
cence, way  1  be  an  outcast  from  Heaven  if  I  do 
not  strive  to  deserve  it !     If  1  cannot  save  thee,  1 
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the  most  cold-Wooded  animal,  (and  his  blood  r 
always  somewhat  the  reverse,)  he  did  not  feel  I 
least  inclination  to  rant  and   rave,    and  liy  1 
sword  at  her  feet,  and  talk  about  the  last  drop  of  hi 
hlood  :  yet,  though  no  one  saw  him  but  the  I 
to  whom  the  vow  was  made,  there  was  ft  ] 
upon  his  cheek,  a  fire  in  his  eyes,  and  a  lol 
in  his   hearing  as   he  muttered  through  his  « 
pressed   lips,     "  If  1    forsake  thee,    in   life 
death,   may   God  forsake  me !     I  have  dom 
deeds,    which    make   ine  unworthy  that  this  t 
should    be  placed    in    my  bands,    but,    now   I  | 
leagued    with    Heaven    itself  in    protecting  i 
cence,   may  I  be  an  outcast  from  Heaven  if  I  d 
not  strive  to  deserve  it!     If  1  cannot  save  thee,  I 
tan  at  least  show  thee  how  to  die." 

The  fading  morning   star  now  looked  in  u 
them    through    the    h.izcl    hushes  :    but  the   | 
heeded  it   not.     No!    the    slar   which    hung 
lovely  in  the  heavens  was   given  up  tor  t1 
lovelier  star  which  now  had    only  liim  to   hung  t- 
for  support.     At  this  moment  the  troubled  i 
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MPDk*  *ita  t  Mart  and  a  shudder  ;  and,  tWow- 
hbb  amaaa  t  homed  glance,  sa»d,  half  akwd, 
M  Thank  Gud,  we  wr  -1*-  •" 

NutvidtuaaJiiiir  t  tg  lady  had  been  «e- 

rurUsud  u>  ue  tb«  i  "  *  I  do  not  Uwa* 

that  in  the  promt  a  nttnl  -'  Weonnclf." 

So !  I  rwily  beissre      i  |  «-»t y  n»e*ul  to  iadvdr 

»  d>u  little  word  all  be  *nhj«u  over  wbom  she 
«  that  moment  held  sway  ;  ■  very  absolute  sway, 
•  ■KkanteMM,  in  sptte  of  all  her  very  cor- 
rect notions  about  liberty.  At  least,  i his  is  the 
oo  1 J  ■it  in  which  I  can  account  for  her  blushing 
■onnch  when  their  eyes  met,  and,  from  a  certain 
weething  m  his,  she  became  aware  »iie  bad  been 
OTenSeard. 

W'here  is  the  woman  without  art  ?  I  never  met 
°oe,  and  I  nerer  wish  to  meet  one  !  that  is,  such 
art  as  I  allude  to.  How  often  does  it  not  get  man 
oat  of  an  awkwardness  which  bis  own  blundering 
efforts  would  nerer  accomplish  '  The  circum- 
stance of  Moot/art's  coat  being  off  was  instantly 
seen,  and  as  instantly  seized  upon  to  create  the  di- 
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version  which  both  required ;  for  now  his  cheeks 
were  glowing,  and  he  was  beginning  to  look  very 
silly  too. 

"  This  is  unkind  kindness  and  cruel  pity,"  said 
the  lady,  in  a  tone  almost  severe.  "  Ob,  do  not, 
1  intreat  you,  ever  again  spare  my  bodily  suffer- 
ings at  the  expense  of  my  feelings.  What  1 
ought  to  owe  you,  I  am  proud  to  owe  you ;  but 
think  better  of  me  than  to  suppose  I  would  wisb 
to  escape  my  own  share  of  sufferings  by  heaping 
tenfold  on  you." 

The  fair  speaker  fait  quite  provoked  at  ilu- 
impertinenceof  her  own  eyes,  for,  by  their  grateful 
looks,  they  contradicted  all  she  was  saying  in  the 
most  barefaced  manner.  "  Faster  than  her  tongue 
did  make  offence,  her  eye  did  heal  it  up,"  so  that 
at  the  end  of  her  lecture,  although  Moiitt'ort  stood 
before  her  as  a  culprit,  it  seemed  to  be  for  acrime 
he  was  neither  ashamed  of  nor  sorry  for;  in 
fact,  a  lees  penitent  sinner  could  not  well  be 
conceived. 

And,  for  my  own  part,   1  must  observe   that, 
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although  it  might  be  all  very  well  for  the  lady  to 
think  of  what  he  mast  have  suffered,  I  cannot 
■ay  I  pity  him  one  bit.  Such  lips  murmuring 
near,  and  such  a  heart  beating  within  a  few  yards 
of  one's  own,  must  surely  produce  a  very  com- 
fortable degree  of  warmth. 

However,  notwithstanding  that  he  had  no  ob- 
jection tu  such  a  scolding,  he  prevented  any  thing 
more  being  said  on  the  subject,  by  asking  her 
Majesty  "  If  she  lelt  refreshed  ?  " 

The  answer  showed  that  story-telling  is  not 
naturally  confined  to  the  lower  orders,  as  i 
thought  it  was,  fur  the  lady  answered,  "  Yes,  I 
have  slept  a  great  deal,  and  feel  much  re- 
freshed ;"  whereas  the  truth  was,  she  mt  so 
very  cold  and  wretched,  in  spite  of  all  his  care, 
that  anybody  else  would  have  looked  downright 

In  asking  the  question,  Montfort  had,  as  in 
doty  bound,  called  her  "  Her  Majesty." 

"  Oh,  do  not,  do  not  use  that  idle  word  again 
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'  ]    will   not,  if  you  do  not  wish  it, 
Hoatfort  ;  "  and  it  would  be  better  for  mo 
myself  of  the  habit  of  it,  to  prevent  the 
of  my  doing  so  when  it  would  betray  yi 

'  Then  never  use  it  again ;  for,"  coiitim 
with  a  sorrowful   kind  of  vehemence, 
bear  to  hear  it !" 

1  I  will  not!"  rejoined  he;  "  that  is,  not 
I  see  you  in  perfect  safety." 

"Perfect   safety!"    repeated    the   deapoi 
girl,  and  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears. 

Montfort  tried  to  comfort  and  re-assure  b< 
There  was  no  need  ;  for  the  feeling,  although  OM 
powering,  was  but  for  a  moment ;  and  when  it 
passed  away  she  said,    "  Forgive  me  this  \»i 

It  is  an  offence  agaiust  God,  who  bus  (MM 
us  so  wonderfully  ;  and  a  cruelty 
ive  hazarded  so  much  for  me.     Bee 


B  \ou 


the  idea  that   I  shall  bear  o 


i  takci 


■adly  if  < 
resumption  in  saying, 


which  1  hoi 


:  there  it  no 
ured  will  not  be 


e  case.     But  do  not  le  t  me  hear  that  woid  a 
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from  you.  Call  me  by  my  plain  name — call  me 
Maria.  It  is  only  kindness,  and  tuck  kindness  as 
I  receive  from  you,  that  can  support  me  under  my 
trials — Dot  form  !" 

Montfort  looked  anxious  to  speak,  but  appeared 
as  if  he  hardly  dared  to  keep  his  promise— as  if 
he  thought  it  would  be  almost  high  treason  against 
lac  Majesty  to  oliey  her  Majesty's  command*  j 
and  hie  perplexity  brought  a  smile  on  the  lace 
where  tears  had  so  lately  been.  When,  however, 
in  addition  to  the  encouraging  smile,  an  irresistibly 
softaiid  feminine  voice  said, "  Well,  what  am  1  call- 
ed 1 "  he  no  longer  hesitated — "  Maria,  then !  dear 
Maria  !  I  will  address  you  as  the  kindest  brother ; 
and,  need  I  say,  with  all  a  brother's  respect  as  well 
as  kindness  ?— But  I  must  intreat  you  not  to  in- 
crease the  misery  of  your  situation  by  blaming 
yourself,  when,  on  the  contrary,  you  deserve  every 
praise.  Think  how  little  prepared  you  were  by 
your  previous  life  to  meet  what  you  have 
undergone.  Think  how  you  have  met  it.  I  was 
always    a    believer  in    the    strength    of   woman's 
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mind,   but    what  you    have   shown 
astonished  me  in  one  so  young." 

"  It   is  very  kind  of  you   lo  try   to 
me  to  myself;  and,  to  tell  you   Lhe   truth,   1 
pleased    with   some   parts  of  my  conduct,  bat 
cannot  admit  that  I  was  not  wrong  just  now.' 

"  Well !  "  said  Monitor!,  smiling,  "  if  youi 
particularly  anxious  about  it,  you  shall  have 
as  wrong  as  you  please  in  this  one  instance  ;  but 
1  think  the  weakness  may  be  forgiven,  in  con- 
sideration of  the  strength  you  have  shown  on 
all  other  occasions," 

*  Ob,  believe  me  lo  be  sincere  when  I  say 
I  feel  that  that  strength  was  not  my  strength, 
ml  given  to  me  because  my  intentions  wet* 
Courage,  where  we  know  we  are  doing 
evil  deeds,  I  cannot  understand.  Where  wa  an 
:onscious    we   may  humbly  look  to   our  Maker 

■  support,    I    think    the    weakest  may  hope  to 
ind  it." 

Whilst  this  dialogue  passed,   Maria(wbicaFfiN 

e  future,  we  shall  call  her,  as  we  have  hci 
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gracious  permission  for  so  doing)  sat  up  upon  what 
had  served  as  her  bed,  and  Montfort  stood  beside 
her :  but  the  day  now  coming  on  fast,  he,  after 
carefully  looking  at  his  carbine  and  pistols,  ad- 
vised his  charge  to  move  abuut  a  little  to  "jet  rid 
of"  the  stiffness  she  must  feel  from  having  been 
so  long  in  one  position.  When  she  got  up,  she 
could  hardly  stand,  and  he  was  obliged  almost 
to  carry  her  for  a  few  turns.  This  would 
have  been  a  bad  beginning  of  a  race  for  life  or 
death,  which  they  were  liable  at  any  moment  to 
be  put  to. 

When  Maria  had  somewhat  recovered,  they 
washed  their  faces  and  hands  in  a  pool  of  water, 
and  sat  down  to  breakfast.  Their  table-cloth 
was  fair  to  view,  and  their  table  sufficiently  JBfg*. 
The  former  being  fresh  green  grass  and  wild 
Mowers,  and  the  latter  of  no  less  extent  than  the 
surface  of  this  terrestrial  globe; — but,  I  grieve  to 
say,  the  part  of  the  table  at  which  they  were 
d  MM  but  badly  provided;  and  poor  Maria 
found,  what  Tiuiun    was   threatened    with,  that 


caudle  her  n 


*  the  cold  brook  "  would  not  ' 
iug  taste." 

But  their  hard  fare  would  have  been  only 
subject  of  merriment  if  unconnected  with  u 
thing  more  distressing,  for  neither  of  them,  ha 
yet  reached  a  "care-about-eating  age,"  bain 
at  any  time  would  have  been  a  bad  part  of  I 
joke  ;  it  was  not  enough  for  them.  It  consist 
ofa  bitof  hard  bread  and  a  lurge  turnip.  Monti. irt 
had  eaten  a  little  portion  of  each  when  Marift 

as  asleep,  just  to  save  his  conscience  and  chi 
Jie  devil,  and  now  protested  that  he  had  t 
s  shnre  already  :  but  this  shallow  artifice  was  ( 
use;  for  Maria,  although  too  well  bred  I 
ell  him  he  had  told  a  story,  very  mh  il  kne< 
iat  he  had  done  so— touching  the  quantity,  a 
rast,  and  therefore  would  only  eat  on  < 
that  he  ate  with  her. 

"What!"  said  she,  "have  you  not  brnti^lii 
yuureeir  into  this  danger  for  me?  and  shall  we 
not  share  otu  hist  crust  together  r "  She  ats 
her  hard    meal   with    cheer  fulness,   and 
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anxious  lo  efface  from  Mont  fort's  mind  llie  re- 
collection of  her  late  despondency  ;  and  when 
something  happened  to  be  mentioned  which 
touched  upon  it,  she  even  laughed,  as  she  said, 
'■  Now  Mr.  Philosopher,  for  you  are  quite  a  phi- 
losopher sometimes,  pray  explain  to  me  why 
your  just  now  mentioning  our  escape — a  thing, 
too.  thai  we  have  so  often  spoken  of  before — 
should  have  had  such  an  uncontrollable  effect 
upon  those  feelings  which  have  s  toot  I  firm  when 
there  waa  surely  so  much  more  reason  for  their 
a*yr" 
"  If  1  could  do  that,  Maria,  1  should  be  a 
philosopher  indeed  !  But  I  will  tell  you,  when  1 
can  tell  myself,  why  a  blade  of  grass  sometimes 
brings  to  ray  mind  the  wonders  of  Him  who 
created  it;  and,  at  others,  1  look  upon  it  with 
about  as  intellectual  a  gaze  as  the  beast  who  is 

"  What,  then,"  said  Mali*,  "  1  am  not  to  liavi: 
even  the  comfort  of  hearing  my  ill-behaviour 
accounted   lor  philosophically  '." 


'  Xo,  nor  your  good  behaviour  either !  " 
By  the  time  they  had  got  to  this  part  of  their 
discourse,  Maria  looked  as  little  displeased  with 
herself"  as  with  her  companion  :  and,  of  the  latter, 
it  may  he  remarked,  how  very  soon  he  leamt 
to  call  her  by  her  plain  name,  notwithstanding 
his  extreme  modesty  at  first.  The  request  of  a 
penWB  of  her  rank  js,  of  course,  a  command  ;  but, 
from  the  way  in  which  "  Maria"  was  afterwards 
always  in  his  mouth,  I  hardly  think  he  could 
have  looked  upon  this  as  a  mere  cold  point  of 
duty;  or,  if  it  was  only  a  duty,  and  a  disagree- 
able one,  be  certainly  was  most  exemplary  in  per- 
forming it. 

And,  with  her  rauk,  the  young  queen  seemed 
anxious  to  lay  down  the  habit  of  commanding, 
and  to  wish  at  once  to  sink — no,  to  rise — into  the 
dependent  woman,  who,  by  her  very  helplessness, 
commands  still  more;  for  she  now  said— "You 
must  always  make  me  do  as  you  wish  ;  as,  in  our 
present  situation,  you  mint  know  far  better  than  I 
do  what  ought  to  be  done.      You  may  find  me 
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refractory  sometimes  at  first,  from  my  not  lately 
having  had  any  one  to  controul  me;  but  now  I 
must  not  have  a  will  of  my  own — only  learn  to 
obey  yours." 

Bnl  scarcely  had  she  finished  the  sentence, 
when,  their  scanty  meal  being  over,  she  did  exer- 
cise one  little  bit  of  authority.  It  was,  however, 
■  in  which  woman  is  often  obliged  to  exer- 
efcja  it,  and  in  which  I  believe  she  was  intended  to 
exercise  it — in  pointing  the  way  to  heaven. 

"  tome,"  said  the  fair  maiden,  before  they  be- 
gan their  perilous  journey,  "  let  us  ask  protec- 
tion and  help  from  Him  who  alone  can  give  it." 
They  knelt  down  and  prayed  fervently  that  He, 
'kerof  the  heavens  above,  the  mountains, 
woods,  and  rocks  around,  would  pity  and  save 
two  of  his  helpless  creatures,  surrounded  by  their 
enemies  ;  winch  baring  done,  they  felt  a  confi- 
dence —  not  that  they  must  be  so  saved,  for  they 
MM  no  blind  enthusiasts — but  that  they  were 
now  better  prepared  to  meet  whatever  fate  should 
be  their  lot. 
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I  must  own  I  think  they  were  right  bo  to  feel  ; 
for  I  acknowledge  myself  a  humble  but  most 
sincere  disciple  of  Chateaubriand.  With  him  do 
1  say,  "at  the  present  day,  it  may  appear  some- 
what strange  to  talk  of  vows  and  pilgrimages; 
but,  in  regard  to  this  subject,  I  have  no  sense 
of  shame,  and  have  long  ranged  myself  in  the 
class  of  the  weak  and  superstitious.  But  il 
I  have  not  the  virtues  which  shone  of  yore 
in  the  Sires  De  Courcy,  De  Nestle,  De  Cas- 
tillou,  De  Muntford, — faith,  at  least,  is  left  me, 
and  by  this  mark  might  I  yet  be  recognised 
by  the  old  crusaders."  And  il'  1  am  not  disposed 
to  deny  the  altar,  neither  am  1  inclined  to  re- 
nounce the  throne:  on  the  contrary,  here  again 
am  1  an  imitator  of  Chateaubriand— that  is,  of 
his  weaknesses;  for  1  am  so  stupid,  that  a  por- 
tion of  my  regard  will  attach  to  ihose  by 
whom  benefits  reach  us :  1  cannot  altogether 
abstract  the  good  we  receive  by  the  kingly 
institution  from  the  person  of  the  individual 
king    through    whom    that    good    comes   to  i». 


This  ia  unphilosophical,  no  doubt ;  but,  never- 
theless, 1  do  not  envy  the  more  correct  eold-heart- 
edness  of  those  who  can  do  so.  In  spite  of  all 
that  is  said  by  the  '*  greasy  rogues,"  and  their 
strange  allies — the  illuminati.  Loyalty  is,  to  me, 
an  elevating  and  a  knightly  feeling;  and  fortu- 
nately, in  this  land,  whilst  our  happy  consti- 
tution is  spared  to  us,  it  is  not  only  com- 
patible with,  but  one  and  the  same  thing  as, 
the  must  devoted  attachment  to  the  liberties  of 
the  country. 

1  do  not  expect  to  get  any  thing  by  what 
I  hare  now  said,  except,  indeed,  that  great 
advantage  of  being  laughed  at  by  those  whoM 
praise  is  the  only  injury  they  have  the  power 
to  inflict — for  "  getting "  is  all  on  the  other 
side ;  besides,  should  the  Destructives  charge 
me  with  this,  I  hereby  inform  them  I  in- 
tend to  remain  so  strictly  incog.,  that,  even  if 
Hi*  Majesty  were  to  set  the  Home  Secretary 
and  all  his  police  to  find  me  out,  they  would 
not  succeed.     The  only  way  in  which  he  could 
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p.wiblv  discover  me  would  be  to  offer  me  ■ 
pension  of  three  thousand  pounds  a-year,  and 
put  it  on  my  allegiance  to  come  forward  tod 
k«U  it:  then,  of  course,  consistently  with  «j 
o»a  professions,  I  could  not  refuse;  even  Joseph 
Huiue  himself  would  tee  the  propriety  of  my 
obeying  —  that  is,  be  would  if  the  case  wen 
bis  own. 

Maria  and  Montfort  then  went  along  the  ridge 
of  the  mountain  with  as  much  haste  as  caution 
would  permit,  keeping  under  shelter  of  the 
paii-hes  of  pine  wood,  wherever  that  was  prac- 
ticable;   but    the    extreme  exertion  of  walking 
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clothes,  which  he  had  at  first  procured  for  her, — 
entreaties  very  natural  for  her  to  make,  but  which 
lie  now  thought  he  might  have  compromised  her 
safety  in  having  attended  to ;  he  therefore  de- 
termined to  leave  her  in  the  first  secure  place  he 
could  find,  and  go  down  to  some  hut  under  pre- 
tence of  getting  bread,  in  hopes  of  being  abh1  to 
procure  both  it  and  a  suit  of  clothes  at  the  same 
time. 

When  he  found  such  a  place,  he  had  great  dif- 
ficulty to  get  Maria's  consent  that  he  should 
leave  her. 

"They  could,  she  was  sure,  fast  very  well  until 
to-morrow  ;  and  then,  perhaps,  they  might  pro- 
cure food  without  danger.  Indeed,  after  such  a 
plentiful  breakfast,  she  did  not  see  how  they 
could  be  hungry  again  for  the  day." 

"  But  why  should  you  now  be  more  alarmed  at 
my  quitting  you  than  you  are  usually,  Maria  >  " 
said  Montfort. 

"  I  never  think  much  of  danger  when  we  share 
it  together,"  replied  she. 

"  But  you  cannot  be  in  any  danger  in  tins  spot 
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dear  Maria,  or  I  would  not  leave  you  for  the 
world." 

.  "  Oh,  I  was  oot  thinking  of  myself!"  hastily 
exclaimed  the  artless  girl. 

Montfort  was  much  moved :  he  said  quickly  — 
"  For  God's  sake,  let  me  go  !  " 

Maria  was  not  a  little  astonished  at  the  vehe- 
mence of  his  exclamation,  and  quite  at  a  loss  to 
account  for  it ;  hut,  seeing  him  so  anxious  and 
determined,  she  thought  it  was  her  hard  doty  to 
obey,  especially  as  her  promise  always  to  do  so 
had  not  been  registered  more  than  one  hour.  She 
therefore  gave  him  her  hand,  and  they  parted. 
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CHAPTER     II. 


"  Cupid  liimsi-lf  would  blush 

To  tee  me  tbui  transformed  to  a  boy." 


Never  before  was  mortal  man  so  glad  to  get 
away  from  any  thing  half  so  pretty  as  Maria ! 
She  seemed  a  sort  of  upas  to  him,  whose  ef- 
fect was  suffocating  instead  of  poisonous;  and 
it  was  not  until  lie  was  at  least  a  hundred 
yards  off  that  he  breathed  freely. 

At  length,  after  looking  very  profound  for 
some  lime,  he  began  to  mutter  to  himself; 
but  the  only  sentence  that  could  be  clearly  made 
out  was — "  My  personal  dangers  are  the  least 
part  of  the     perils  I    have  to  encounter;"   and 
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he  went  on  his  way,  making  righteous  resolutions 
— particularly  righteous  for  one  who  was  then 
contemplating  a  burglary. 

If  his  muttering,  little  of  it  as  was  over- 
heard, has  not  already  sufficiently  explained 
the  state  of  his  feelings,  I  roust  endeavour  to 
do  so. 

lie  was  in  truth  placed  in  a  cruel  situation  :  had 
the  young  queen  not  "  fallen  from  her  high 
estate,"  he  might  have  looked  upon  her  as  we  look 
up  to  what  is  so  far  above  us,  that,  although  it 
may  excite  our  admiration,  it  enters  not  into  our 
feelings,  because  it  seems  scarcely  to  partake  of 
our  nature  ; — but,  being  now  brought  close  to  her, 
he  had  discovered  qualities  which  distance  might 
have  kept  from  his  view, — a  gentleness  and  yield- 
ingness  of  manner,  joined  to  an  unswerving 
determination  of  purpose  where  firmness  is  prin- 
ciple— a  forget  fulness  of  self,  that  seemed  to  say 
she  was  upon  this  earth  by  some  mistake, — and  n 
singleness  of  heart  that  he  bad  never  seen 
equalled.     Brought  up  in  courts,  courts  had  Dot 
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fprjOt  her  ;— when  Aauery  bad  done  its  wont,  it 
Wad  left  her  with  feci i ay*  as  true  lonlnreu  those  ol 
"  the  mid  that  milks  mad  does  the  dcumi  chares." 
The  effect  of  all  this  upon  mv  hero  I  need  not 
aeaanbe,  although  I  proeaised  to  do  to ;  far  I  know 
*bu  roara?  ladies  will  gaesa  it  to  b»,  when  I  tell 
then,  that  could  he  have  chosen  bis  fate  (as  there 
*u  no  earthly  hope  but  that  Maria 'a  escape  most 
•eparate  tbean),  it  weald  have  been,  to  die  at  her 
tide  in  the  moment  of  achieving  it; — bat  then 
the  thought  would  come  to  hnu— "  However  un- 
aortayaf  her,  queen  or  do  queen,  the  woman  might 
tm  eve  for  one  so  devoted.  Oh!  ratherthansheshooM 
grieve,  let  me  lire  on—  in  misery,  if  it  must  be  so !" 
Tia  odd  that,  in  oar  wildest  ravings,  however 
wretched  we  may  fancy  ourselves,  we  gene- 
rally coodode  by  thinking  that,  on  the  whole, 
it  is  beater  we  should  lire  than  die,  even  though 
oar  deaths  could  be  brought  about  in  the  most 
satisfactory  and  sentimental  manner  possible.  This 
makes  oneshrewdlysnspect,  that  even  lovers  are  not 
half  so  fond  of  dying  as  they  always  profess  to  be. 


- 


32 

It  may  now  be  expected,  as  I  have  told  his  feel- 
ings, that  I  should  say  something;  of  Maria's.  1 
would  rather  not, — I  don't  like  to  meddle  with 
ladies'  feelings  in  any  way  ; — in  fact,  I  quite  dread 
it:  I  always  fear  to  do,  or  suffer,  mischief:  they 
are,  to  me,  the  down  and  thorns  of  the  same 
thistle.  I  fancy  it  almost  impossible  to  touch 
them  without  crushing,  or  being  torn,  or  both.  I 
shall,  therefore,  be  very  cautious  how  I  approach 
Maria's,  even  with  a  view  of  only  describing  them 
— very  cautious.  I  think  I  shall  confine  myself  to 
saying  what  they  were  not — what  she  did  not  feel. 

She  did  not  feel  that  her  dignity  was  in  danger 
from  being  thus  dependent  on  one  so  much 
beneath  her  in  worldly  rank  ;  for,  to  say  the 
truth,  she  had  too  high  an  opinion  of  the  real  dig- 
nity of  her  own  nature  to  permit  this.  The  pomp 
that  hedges  Majesty  about,  she  knew,  could  never 
have  weighed  much  in  such  a  mind  as  Montfort's ; 
but  tli  j  t  nobility  of  soul,  which  she  was  conscious  of 
possessing,  she  felt  would  find  an  answering  nobi- 
lity in  his.     She  thought  truly ;  for  never,  when 
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power  and  splendour  were  around  her,  and  the 
ensigns  of  royalty  waved  in  her  train,  did  he  look 
upon  her  with  one  half  the  heart-felt  respect  he 
gave  her  in  this  lonely  hour. 

Krithm  was  her  delicacy  unnecessarily  alarmed  : 
innocent  herself,  she  reposed  m  her  innocence,  and 
clung  to  his  support  with  as  much  confidence  as 
she  would  have  done  to  that  of  her  father,  secure 
that  she  could  neither  be  deceived  nor  misunder- 
stood. 

Yet,  with  her  sole  protector  but  a  few  years 
older  than  herself;  indebted  to  him  for  escape 
from  that  from  which  the  warm  young  heart  must 
needs  shrink  back,  however  prepared  to  meet  it — 
from  death  ;  cut  off  for  a  time  from  the  resi  of  the 
world,  and  forced  to  lean  on  him  as  her  only  sup- 
port in  body  and  in  mind ;  and  this  at  the  age 
when  love  makes  wild  work  in  the  heart — ay, 
even  in  tho  heart  of  a  princess,  if  our  own  beloved 
and  lamented  one  is  a  proof — blessings  on  her  for 
it! — it  b  not  to  be  wondered  at  if  Maria  found  her 
situation  a  strange  one. 
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Ami.  it  being  strange,  the  only  thing  to  bedt 
was  to  "as  a  stranger  give  it  welcome,"  and  i 
deavour  to  reconcile  herself  to  ils  strangeness  ;  the 
best  way  to  effect  which,  she  thought,  would  1 
to  persuade  herself  that  they  really  were  to  e 
other,  in  feelings,  what  it  was  considered  priu 
for  them  to  pass  as  in  name — brother  and  sii 
and  this  she  attempted  in  the  following  short  a 
summary  manner: — 

"Could  the  fondest  brother  (would  that  I   I 
one ! )  have  hazarded  more  for  me,  or  shown  me  a 
devoted  care  and  kindness  ?     Oh  !    1  am  sure  I 
looks  upon  me  as  a  sister !  " 

Her  royal  reflections  were  never  more  coufounoV 
edly  at  fault, — Montfort  would  have  hated 
very  idea;  nor  was  it  long  before  Maria  her* til 
began  to  think  without  regret  of  their  not  being 
sucb  very  near  relations  as  she  had  made  out  i 
fancy. 

But  lam  tired  of  saying  what  Maria  was  not;  h 
describe  by  negatives  one  who  was  the  reverse  o 
negative  character  ?     To  our  story,  then,  when.;. 


what  her  feelings  were  does  not  soon  appear,  I 
write  in  vain. 

Montforl  had  observed  a  hut  about  two  miles 
down  the  mountain  side,  which,  under  cover  of  a 
ravin*,  he  could  approach  without  being  seen  until 
he  was  close  to  it.  To  this  he  boldly  bent  his  course, 
in  hopes  of  finding  what  he  wanted,  and  little  ap- 
prehending interruption,  as  it  evidently  belonged 
to  a  shepherd,  the  members  of  whose  families, 
from  tottering  infancy  to  tottering  age,  usually 
spend  the  whole  day  out  of  doors  with  the  flocks  j 
at  which  time  the  bouse  is  left  to  "  keep  itself" 
with  the  doors  unlocked,  inasmuch  as  they  seldom 
have  locks,  the  inhabitants  of  this  simple  land  not 
being  sufficiently  civilized  to  be  dishonest. 

All  his  speculations  were  more  than  ful- 
filled ;  for,  in  addition  to  plenty  of  provisions,  be 
found  in  the  large  ornamented  and  hereditary 
chest  some  clothes  which  were  evidently  the 
"Sunday  best"  of  the  family.  It  went  against 
his  conscience  to  take  them  away  from  the  poor 
pie  ;  but  when  he  thought  of  who  was  to  wear 


them,  conscience  got  a  hint  thai  she  eh^ui  just  a 
well  hold  her  tongue,  and  save  herself  the  a 
of  saying  a  word  more  upon  the  subject.  Although*— 
naturally  an  honest  man, — that  is,  if  men  *rt  natu- 
rtilly  honest,  which  seems  doubtful, — I  verily  be- 
lieve for  Maria  he  would  have  ventured  to  steal  roe 
wig  off  any  j  udge'a  head  in  the  land, — not  that  he 
thought  she  would  have  looked  particularly  well 
in  it. 

Montfort  took  such  clothes  as  he  conceired  would 
be  least  objectionable  to  the  intended  wearer,  to 
please  her,  and  such  as  he  thought  would  be 
moat  becoming,  to  please  himself.  He  also  took  a 
good  supply  of  bread,  wine,  and  meat;  and  he 
sighed  as  he  put  a  large  pair  of  scissors  in  bis 
pocket. 

Now  there  is  nothing  to  make  one  very  senti- 
mental in  a  pair  of  tailor's  shears,  but  MonrJort 
could  not  help  thinking  of  the  service  they  were 
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unconscious  of  it.  Yea,  for  the  life  of  him  he 
could  not  help  it !  all  the  lime  he  was  holding  up 
the  cloak  to  prevent  "  the  winds  of  Heaven  to  visit 
her  face  too  roughly,"  he  could  not  keep  his 
6ngers  off  them.  They  would  touch  those  beau- 
tiful locks  in  spite  of  his  repeatedly  telling  himself 
that  it  was  not  proper.  But  I  am  sure  he  did  not 
do  any  harm  to  them,  for  the  smallest  point  of 
contact  was  sufficient.  Let  hut  the  tip  of  his  little 
tinger  feel  their  softness,  and  he  was  perfectly 
content.     It  was  enough  lor  his  happiness. 

Montfoit  was  not  only  a  rogue,  but  a  most  unrea- 
sonable rogue ;  for  not  satisfied  with  committing  a 
robbery,  he  wanted  at  the  same  time  to  save  his 
conscience  :  but  how  to  do  this  was  the  difficulty. 
If  he  left  money  for  what  he  took,  it  might  create 
idn  ;  if  he  did  not,  it  would  be  a  positive 
robbery,  and  might  really  distress  the  poor 
people.  At  length  be  thought  of  hiding  money  in 
a  flour  cask,  which  was  not  likely  to  be  emptied 
for  some  time,  but  which  would  surely  be  emptied 
at  last.     This  was  a  way  of  compounding,  for  if 
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the  loss  of  these  things  would  at  first  cause  them 
distress,  their  finding  two  or  three  times  their  value 
in  the  end  would  make  it  up  to  them. 

Montfort  lost  no  time  in  reluming,  having  all  the 
while  the  most  poetical  thoughts  imaginable  ;  such 
as,  that  he  could  not  at  that  moment  find  in  his 
heart  to  shoot  even  a  wolf,  because  its  poor 
little  cub  might  be  up  amongst  the  rocks  expecting 
its  return.  Nevertheless,  he  was  ail  the  time 
plotting  high  treason  against  his  own  little  cub, 
as  busily  as  he  had  been  planning  burglary  on  his 
descent.  He  was  meditating  how  he  should 
compel  his  lawful  sovereign,  who  had  so  lately 
become  his  sister,  to  consent  to  be  transformed 
into  his  little  brother  Paolo,  or  even  into  his  ser- 
vant— his  page,  if  need  should  be.  In  effecting 
this  change  he  did  not  apprehend  any  opposition 
from  the  feelings  of  the  Queen,  but  very  great 
from  the  feelings  of  the  woman. 

As  he  approached  the  spot  where  he  had  left 
Maria,  his  eyes  naturally  travelling  there  before 
linn,    he   saw   her  show    herself  for  a   moment, 


THK    YOUNG    QUBBN.  39 

make  a  sign  of  caution,  and  beckon  him  to  go 
round  to  the  left,  instead  of  directly  up  the  ravine ; 
all  of  which  he  carefully  and  quickly  did.  On  his 
reaching  her,  Maria  half  sprung  into  his  arms,  and 
teemed  for  an  instant  nearly  insensible  from  excess 
of  emotion  ;  but  quickly  recovering,  she  pointed 
down  the  ravine,  at  the  bottom  of  which  sat  a 
group  of  soldiers  eating  and  drinking,  and  whom 
he  had  only  avoided  by  obeying  her  signals.  She 
was  still  leaning  trembling  on  his  arm  when  he 
saw  this  group,  and  saw  too  that  she  must  un- 
avoidably and  knowingly  have  exposed  herself  to 
be  seen,  to  warn  him  of  his  danger.  It  was  a 
moment  of  feeling,  and  not  of  reason:  rank,  worldly 
distinctions,  all  vanished  away,  and  there  stood 
before  him  only  the  woman — the  woman  who  had 
risked  her  own  life  to  save  his— beautiful  as  the 
vision  of  an  angel.  Ob,  how  he  longed  to  clasp 
her  to  his  bosom  !  but  at  the  instant  that  the  im- 
pulse so  to  do  was  almost  irresistible,  some  of  the 
group  moved,  and  Maria's  imminent  peril  enabled 
him  to  overcome  it. 
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Their  pursuers,  for  such  they  were,  now  lay 
down  to  take  their  siesta,  after  having  first  placed 
one  of  their  party  on  a  rock  above  them  to  keep 
watch ;  and,  unfortunately,  in  such  a  situation  that 
it  was  impossible  for  the  fugitives  to  leave  their 
hiding-place  without  being  seen  by  this  sentinel, 
except  by  crawling  upon  their  hands  and  knees 
with  the  utmost  caution  behind  some  stones.  For 
Maria  to  attempt  this  in  her  present  dress,  so 
easily  perceived  at  a  distance,  would  have  been 
madness;  and  for  her  to  do  it  with  the  cloak 
about  her,  impossible. 

Montfort  whispered  to  her,  "  You  have  saved 
my  life  1  let  me  save  yours.  Instantly  put  on  these 
clothes,  whilst  I  watch  the  group.  There  is  not  a 
moment  to  lose,  and  it  is  our  only  chance." 


!  fly,  fly  instantly !  and  when  you  arc 
safe  I  will  attempt  it;  and  should  I  not  succeed, 
do  torture  they  can  think  of  shall  make  me  tell 
Iheui  a  word  about  you.  .  Fly,  I  entreat ;  I  com- 
mand you." 

Sometimes  in  our  most  plain  and  simple  mo 
meats,  when  violent  feelings  have  most  "  beat 
us  from  our  fence "  as  to  artificial  manner,  we 
feel  inclined  to  be  what  is  called  theatrical: 
wherefore  1  conclude  that  the  most  outrageous 
villain  of  a  barn-actor  may  be  the  most  natural 
character  after  all. 

Monitor!  now,  rather  in  this  style,  pointed  to  a 
rock,  and  said.with  a  grim  smile,"  Tell  that  to  fly 
from  you.  It  will  be  just  as  bkely  to  obey,  as  I 
to  leave  you  in  danger.  If  you  will  it  so,  here 
let  us  wait  our  fate." 

The  burning  shame  which  the  poor  girl  felt  she 
would  gladly  have  given  up  her  own  life  to  have 
avoided ;  but,  to  be  the  death  of  her  preserver, 
to  save  herself  from  any  thing  but  sin?  Oh, 
no !  she  could  not  do  it ! 
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It  was  a  cruel  situation  for  both.  Maria  crept 
behind  a  jutting  part  of  the  rock,  whilst  Montfort 
watched  the  party  below  with  something  of  that 
kind  of  feeling  which  prompts  to  leap  from  off  the 
dizzy  precipice  at  once,  rather  than  linger  on  in  a 
suspense  that  is  madness — that  almost  tempted 
him  to  end  his  agony  at  once  by  using  his  arms 
against  Maria  and  himself,  instead  of  against 
their  enemies. 

After  Montfort  had  waited  a  sufficient  time, 
he  asked  Maria  if  she  were  ready  ;  but  got  no 
answer.  She  had  had  just  strength  enough 
to  dress  herself,  when  shame,  fright,    and   grief. 
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When  Montfort  had  recovered  her,  Maria  lay  with 
her  head  in  his  lap,  her  burning  cheek  and  brow 
seeming  actually  scorched.  She  looked  as  if  her 
body  had  awoken,  but  not  her  mind — as  it' that 
were  still  bound  in  sleep  or  lethargy  ;  and 
when  he  told  her  he  must  cut  off  her  hair,  it 
seemed  to  him  that  she  would  have  given  con- 
sent to  his  cutting  off  her  head  in  the  same 
passive  manner.  The  violence  with  which  she 
had  been  agitated  had  produced  a  stupor  that 
was  frightful. 

Concealing  in  his  bosom  one  tress,  Montfort  has- 
tily  completed  his  task,  hoping  that  exertion  might 
rouse  her.  He  tied  their  things  up  in  a  bundle, 
to  drag  after  him  as  they  crawled  between  the 
rocks;  but,  when  all  was  ready,  he  dreaded  to 
make  the  attempt,  as  there  was  one  place  where 
Maria  would  be  obliged  to  follow  him  alone,  and 
this,  in  her  present  state,  he  thought  almost  im- 
possible :  however,  to  remain  there  was  certain 
destruction. 

Maria  did  better  than  Montfort  hoped  for,  and 
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followed  him  as  if  mechanically.  They  got  on  t«j 
well  except  where  they  were  forced  to  crawl,  when, 
from  weakness,  Maria  fell,  and  some  loose  stone* 
giving  way,  made  a  noise  which  alarmed  the  watm. 
Montfort  instantly  lay  down,  and  made  a  rign 
to  Maria  to  do  the  same.  She  seemed  for  a  tune 
to  be  alive  to  their  danger,  for  she  obeyed,  and 
fixed  her  looks  on  him,  and  never  moved  the* 
until  be  whispered  to  her  to  advance  again.  The 
sentinel  probably  thought  the  noise  was  occa- 
sioned by  a  goat  amongst  the  crags,  for,  without 
moving  from  his  station,  he  threw  a  stone  in  the 
direction,  which  fell  almost  close  lo  Mam's. 
who  never  n 
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rewarded  for  their  exertions,  that  they  never  saw 
this  party  of  their  pursuers  afterwards. 

u  they  had  got  to  some  distance,  and  Mont- 
fort  found  that  her  exertions  did  not  break  Maria's 
waking  trance,  he  tried  to  excite  her  by  saying 
whatever  he  thought  might  catch  her  feelings. 
"  Dear,  dear  Maria !  do  not  be  alarmed !  God 
must,  and  will,  protect  such  innocence  as  thine! 
If  not,  O  who  shall  hope  to  claim  His  protec- 
tion ? "  Still  she  went  on  in  death-like  silence, 
without  even  a  sigh  or  a  sob,  her  eyes  seeming 
to  cling  to  the  ground.  Montfort  would  have 
given  worlds  to  have  heard  her  cry. 

They  now  came  to  a  place  where  there  were  a 
great  number  of  trees.  The  security  gave  Mont- 
fort time  to  think.  They  walked  on  slowly  for  a 
few  moments,  his  mind  nearly  as  distracted  as  he 
feared  Maria's  was  likely  to  become,  for  to  look 
upon  her  thus  was  torture.  "  Maria,"  said  he, 
pressing  ber  hand,  "dear,  dear  Maria!  Speak 
to  me  !  for  God's  Bake,  speak  to  me  !  Break  this 
horrid  and  unnatural  silence  !     Is  it  possible  that 
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I  can  have  offended  you  ? "  As  he  said  this, 
he  observed  her  to  tremble  for  an  instant,  but 
her  look  and  her  silence  were  as  fixed  as  ever ; 
and  she  sunk  back  again  into  her  stillness. 

Montfort  did  not,  as  he  evidently  ought  to 
have  done,  stop  to  philosophize  about  this  single 
and  most  extraordinary  instance  of  a  woman 
having  been  in  vain  requested  to  speak, — some 
idea  of  which,  however,  seems  to  have  passed 
through  his  mind,  by  his  having  called  it  "  un- 
natural silence," — but  seeing  that  all  the  little 
which   his    fright    had   left    him    had   no 

ect,  he  tried  nonsense — as  people  usually  do 
when  they  have  got  to  the  end  of  their  sense — 
and  began  to  rave  about  himself.  It  must,  how- 
ever, be  admitted,  that  his  small  remaining  stock 
of  penetration  had  enabled  him  to  discover  that 
this  was  the  only  chord  which  could  be  made 
to  vibrate,  however  clumsily  it  was  touched. 
"  Maria,  1  have  lost  your  confidence,  but  I  may 
regain  it ; — in  death — and  I  vow,  that  the  hour 
of  your  captivity  shall  be  the  last  of  my —  " 
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"  Husb  .'  hush  !  "  said  she,  hastily  interrupting 
him,  "hush,  hush!"  and  began  to  cry  bitterly. 

Seeing  be  had  now  produced  the  effect  he  was 
so  anxious  for,  Montfort  only  tried  to  soothe  her, 
but  not  to  check  her  tears.  "  Oh,  thank  God  for 
Uits,"  said  he;  "these  blessed  tears  will  relieve  you." 
After  a  time  be  ventured  to  say,  as  gently  as 
he  could,  "but  is  this  right,  Maria?  Are  you 
not  rather  murmuring  against  the  trials  you  have 
been  exposed  to,  than  showing  your  thankfulness 
for  being  delivered  from  them  ?  What  was  our 
morning  prayer?  for  protection  and  support- 
Have  we  not  received  both? — but  is  this  the  way 
to  deserve  them  again  ?  Perhaps  I  seem  to  speak 
harshly  to  you.  A  flatterer  would  not  do  so,  but  a 
sincere  friend  sometimes  thinks  it  a  duty." 

"  Oh  !  what  would  a  flatterer  be  to  me  now  ? 
My  friend,  my  true  friend,  bear  with  me  for  a 
short  time.  God  bears  with  me,  and  will  not  one 
do  so  who  may  err  like  myself,  though  I  have 
never  known  it  ?  " 

"Err  like  thee,  Maria!  "cried  out  Montfort,  with 
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that  half  shriek  which  we  give  when  somethings 
strikes  60  full  upon  our  thoughts,  that  it  acnr^* 
them  sprawling  out  of  our  heads,  without  girir^N 
us  time  to  consider  whether  they  are  proper  to  t^9 
exhibited  or  no — without  our  knowing  what  the-^ 
are,  or  where  the  d — 1  they  are  going,  "  E«^* 
like  thee,  Maria  ?  No !  no !  my  error*  har" 
been  crimes !  yours,  never  more  than  fault* 
Oh,  do  not  compare  them  to  such  purity,  or  yo^* 
will  make  them  seem  black  indeed." 

This  speech  made  Maria  somewhat  more? 
pleased  with  herself,  but  not  a  whit  less  pleased 
with  Montfbrt,  for  ahe  knew  there  was  no  truth  in 
what  he  said  of  himself,  although  he  believed  it 
at  the  time  he  spoke.  She  knew  that  such  a 
defenceless  object  as  she  was,  being  thrown  on. 
the  protection  of  a  generous  nature,  had  exalted 
his  ideas  so  much,  that  his  former  really  venial 
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tempting  it  might  be,  for  at  once  a  thousand 
"  beautiful  apparitions"  started  into  her  face,  and 
:-lie  shrunk  from  his  look,  and  clung  to  him  with 
such  beseeching  dependence— the  motion  slight, 
but  too  expressive  of  her  feelings  to  be  for  a 
moment  misunderstood — that  Montfort,  for  the 
rest  of  the  day,  kept  his  head  as  straight  to 
the  front  as  a  captain  of  grenadiers  marching  on 
a  point. 

Poor  foolish  girl !  Why,  I  have  known  ladies 
put  on  that  part  of  her  new  dress  which  she  prin- 
cipally objected  to  without  making  the  least  fuss 
in  the  world  about  it ;  and  if  ever  1  get  married, 
I  sincerely  hope  that  one  more  may  be  induced 
to  wear  them — provided  she  does  it  gracefully — 
then  there  may  be  a  chance  of  my  acting  rightly  ! 
Whilst  daylight  lasted  they  went  on  as  fast 
as  Maria's  strength  would  permit;  and  as  it 
faded,  both  her  strength  and  her  confidence 
increased.  They  found  a  secure  place  to  pass 
the  Bight  in  ;  which  they  did  much  in  the 
same  manner  as  the   previous  one — only  that  the 
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spot  being  sheltered,  and  no  wind  up,  Montft 
could  not  find  an  excuse  for  holding  the  cloa 
and  therefore  sat  a  short  distance  from  Mai 
during  the  hours  of  her  sleep. 

It  was  a  great  disappointment  to  Montfort  i 
llii-  following  morning  to  find  Maria's  distress co 
tinue  nearly  as  cruel  as  ever:  but  to  reason 
hrr  on  such  a  subject  would  be  only  makil 
mutters  worse.  He  did  venture  to  say,  "I  ft 
your  disguise  will  not  prove  the  protection  to  y< 
which  1  hoped  it  would,  if  we  find  it  necessa 
to  trust  to  it :"  but  the  bare  mention  of  it  seem 
to  make  her  so  wretched,  that  he  forbore,  ai 
trusted  to  Time — the  sure,  but  bitter,  recoocil 
to  much  worse  things  than  this. 

All  the  early  part  of  the  day,  as  they 
along,  a  pang  would  suddenly  shoot  through 
distressed    girl ;    she    would    tremble,    and 
boiling  blood  would  gush  along  her  arm  so 
to   be  felt   through  both   their  dresses.     In 
afternoon    she  seemed    to  make  every   effort 
command  herself;  but  still,  ever  and  anon,*- 
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when  iMonlfort  most  sought  lo  cheer  her,  the  burn- 
ing blush  would  come  : — the  shudder,  and  a  shut- 
ting fast  of  the  eyes,  as  we  shut  them  when  we 
would  shut  out  thought — but  iti  rain. 

On  these  occasions  Montfort's  art  went  no  fur- 
ther than  to  try  to  reconcile  her  to  herself — to  that 
•elf  which  had  done  no  wrong — by  praising  her: 
and  he  did,  to  borrow  a  phrase  of  Rosalind's, 
"  lay  it  on  with  a  trowel."  But  it  had  its  effect ; 
and  for  this  reason— we  can  hear  praise  from 
those  we  love  that  would  disgust  us  from  others; 
because,  although  we  know  we  do  not  deserve 
it,  we  yet  believe  that  the  feelings  the  parties 
bear  us  make  them  think  differently.  We  set 
down  the  excess  of  it,  not  to  our  deserving, 
bat  to  their  affection,  and  therefore  it  is  a  beau- 
tiful fault  to  our  eyes,  which,  though  itself  a 
falsehood,  speaks  only  of  truth. 

But  I  must  not  have  it  thought  that  Maria 
showed  an  excess  of  modesty — not  prudery.     It 

is  all  very  well  lo  talk  of  wearing   the  

—Stop!  "Oh,  breathe  not  ite  name!" — Well1 
then,  the  garment  1  have  already  alluded  to— but, 
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however  anxious  ladies  may  be  to  put  them  od,   ! 
I  can  tell  them  they  would  be  a  little  i 
to  lie  seen  in   them.      Besides,  all  those  w 
them  properly,  take  care  to  let  their  pett 
hide  them,  as  has  been  cleverly  observed  of  I 
stockings.     But  should  any  young  damsel  i 
inclined  to  be  bard  upon  Maria,  I  must  challc 
liei    to   make    the   proof  in   her  own   person,  I 
permit  me  to  be  umpire. 

Maria    was    destined   to   be    restored    u 
calmness  and  her  confidence,  that  "  sweet  t 
in   a  very  rough  manner — the  opposite  of  Mot 
fort's  soothings— but  it  was  effectual,  and  it  t 
hefel  :— 

On  the   second   morning  from  that  on  whi 
(lie  bad  been  obliged  to  take  up  a  disguise  I 
disquieted  her  so  much,  they  were  just  re 
begin  (licit-  journey,    when  they  Baw,  toiln 
tin   bill)  and  evidently  in   pursuit  of  them,  I 
u I'D ietl    men.     Maria    first   became   aware  i 
lircuiastMce  by  observing  Mont  fort's  eyes  fixed  ii 
the  direction,  and  that  his  countenance   had  | 
uiiHil  that  stern,  fierce,  but  collected  caBt  wbicl 
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•be  had  before  remarked  when  they  were  in  immi- 
nent danger ;  but  it  never  struck  her  with  such 
effect  as  now.  Stem  as  it  was,  it  sealed  Maria's 
late  ! 

People  who  try  to  reduce  love  to  rule,  are  often, 
like  most  theorists,  obliged  to  make  facts  bend 
to  their  system,  because  their  system  won't  bend 
to  the  facts.  How  often  do  we  see  persons  of 
similar  dispositions  love,  and  pass  their  lives  hap- 
pily together  ?  But  how  much  oftener  do  we  see 
persons  of  opposite  dispositions  do  so?  Yet  it  is 
considered  no  great  feat  among  thorough-bred 
system-mongers,  by  hewing  a  little  bit  here,  and 
chipping  a  little  bit  there,  to  make  these  adverse 
facta  all  fit  neatly  in  together. 

After  atl,  judging  of  systems  is  seldom  any 
thing  more  than  judging  by  ourselves ;  and  as  1 
happen  to  know  one  gentleman  who  fancies  him- 
self very  melancholy,  but  who  nevertheless  would 
be  extremely  apt  to  fall  in  love  with  Mr. 
Thomas  Hood,  if  Mr.  Thomas  Hood  were  a 
pretty  yotmglady,  I  of  course  should  adopt  the 


■■^■i  :-tof:*s.~  rf  ob'ieed  to  agree 
:-  I  i:  a«. — I  c?  nc-t  think  biunta 
:2  i  'fry  -ii.-  i^-i  smplf  afiair  u  to 
^j  ;:  .-—7  ~  ^*  cooclnsioo,  "that 
J  3«.  =.3K  r*:«=ar.ly  be  that  of  BJ 
I  c;  i:t  -h:t.\  the  machinery  of 
i-^i  sc  &—z'.t — a:*  so  exactly  like  that 
■:"*a= — ct.  :f  k.  a:  least  we  are  meant 
rersr:  r--^ :  e;i  all  set,  as  the  laat  I 
:z  -JL7**:  rs*:=is  asd  Paddy  Carey. 
I.k«w:*=  a  ereat  Tiriery  in  the  manner 
■;  :i?  c:..z-Se-z-:j:*  m  love;  that  it, 
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a  merry  laugh  ;  and  probably  the  laugher  herself 
U  placed  hors-de-rombat  by  the  most  hang-dog 
look  imaginable.  One  might  truly  say  to  Love, 
as  Sir  John  Falstaff  does  to  Dame  Quickly, 
(somewhat  unjustly,  the  dame  seems  to  think,) 
"  A  man  knows  not  where  to  have  thee-''  Nmv 
my  sweet,  my  gentle,  my  most  soft  and  feminine 
Maria's  fate  was  sealed  by  a  look  that  would 
have  done  honour  to  Captain  Rock.  She  felt 
at  once,  that  on  that  stern-looking  being,  "  with 
brows  of  dauntless  courage,"  she  should  love  to 
hang  her  woman's  weakness ;  and  on  him  alone. 
Yes !  even  in  that  moment  of  fear,  Maria's  heart 
fluttered  like  a  dove  first  venturing  to  try  its 
wings — one  flutter  more,  and  lo!  the  young  bird 
of  peace  had  flown.  But  Maria's  dove  was  never 
to  come  back  to  its  sweet  nest  again — never! 
"How  terrible  he  looks!"  thought  she,  "but 
how  subduing ! " 

Maria  pondered  much  upon  this  afterwards. 
The  girl  had  quite  sense  enough  to  know,  though 
she  could  hardly  tell  what  to  make  of  it,  that  her 
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heart  was  about  to  quit  her  service  ;  in  fact, 
given  her  warping  several  times.  But  it  appeared 
so  unaccountable,  that  the  very  thing  which 
ought  to  have  frightened  her,  should  have  made 
her  love  past  redemption.  She  afterwards,  with 
the  greatest  simplicity,  began  to  ponder  seriously, 
"  If  there  could  be  any  thing  very  stern  or  fero- 
cious in  her  disposition  ?  any  thing  fierce,  inei- 
orable,  determined  even  unto  blood  ? — But  is  be 
all   these?     Oh,  only  in  the  cause  of  right,  of 

virtue,  of  Heaven,  and  of "    Maria  was  going 

to  pronounce  her  own  name,  but  the  thought 
that  it  would  hardly  be  modest  to  do  so,  struck 
her  just  in  time  to  prevent  it. 

All  these  reflections  came  when  she  had  leisure 
to  make  them:  at  present  she  had  only  just 
time  to  think,  "  It  must  be  thus  men  look  when 
they  destroy  each  other,  and  deface  God's  uuage 
upon  earth."  Which  thought  had  hardly  entered 
into  her  mind,  when  Montfort  turned  to  her  with 
u  manner  bo  altered  that  I  should  inevitably  have 
compared  it  to  the  Tempest  sunk  to  the  Zephyr, 
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but  that  the  simile  "  is  something  musty."  By  the 
way,  in  her  after- philosophising  on  the  loss  of 
her  heart,  Maria  did  not  allow  sufficient  weight 
to  this  change.  It  told  deeply,  because  it  showed 
her  that  a  feeling  for  her  rose  in  his  bosom  above  the 
fiercest  passions — indignation,  hatred,  revenge  ; 
and  controlled  them,  as  the  moon  still  governs  the 
seas,  be  they  ever  so  stormy.  Montf'ort  said  to 
her,  as  he  burned  her  along,  "  My  dearest  Maria, 
you  often  talk  of  what  you  owe  me  I  Von 
ean  now  repay  me  beyond  measure,  if  you  will 
only  keep  up  your  courage ! — I  will  defend 
you  whilst  I  have  life; — (the  expression  that 
crossed  the  girl's  blanched  cheek  and  brow 
•bowed  that  this  idea  brought  little  comfort)— 
and,  with  God's  help,  I  am  sure  successfully ; 
but  if,  whilst  keeping  them  at  bay,  I  should  fall 
— attend  to  me  !  You  must  attend  to  me  !  — You 
may  still  escape,  if  you  use  every  exertion  :  and 
recollect  that  you  do  not  obey  the  will  of  God,  if 
yon  do  not  so  exert  yourself." 

"  Cud  help  us  !  "  was  her  only  reply. 


ii-i  hm  n  liv. 


I !   do  sot    fear  Him  '.      But    you   pi 

■e  tray  effort  if  I " 

rive  to  do  God's  will  *s  far  as  He 
!  bat  I  tn»t  His  mercy  will  grant 


M— rtjft  bamed  Maria  along,  under  the 
that  their  pataaata  night  possibly  have  been 
rxhawtaed  when  they  first  came  in  sight  of 
aa*J  that  tfeerHor*  her  strength  might  suffice 
their  escape  without  coning  to  blows.     And  ei 
.confident  manner,  and  her 
I  to  cheer  her  up  in  a  svrrpi* 
wax:  bat  rt  owickly  became  evident   that  tl 
■mm  be  overtaken,  and  he  in  as  instant  had 
csacd  bow  to  act.     *•  Keep  up  !  keep  up,  noble 
_-.ri '  1  only  want  to  dear  this  open  space,  and 
gam  the  rocks  at  the  edge  of  that  thicket." 

When  they  did    reach    them,    Moiufort    said, 
-■  Now  rlv  into  the  wood  !  and  God  protect  you !  " 

'*  And  yoa !  "  aaked  the  panting  girl. 

■•  I  meet  them  here!  " 

One  little  wan-  of  the  hand  told   Montfort  all 
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that  long  story  which  he  had  been  forced  to 
employ  bo  many  words  about  when  she  bid 
him  leave  her  to  her  fate  on  the  former  occa- 
sion ;  and  told  it  quite  as  well,  it  seems,  for 
he  did  not  attempt  to  use  arguments  where 
he  saw  they  were  certain  to  be  useless,  but  he 
instantly  made  her  sit  down  under  cover  from 
their  pursuers,  for  fear  they  might  fire   as  they 

in  was  not  altogether  so  tractable  in 
this  matter  as  she  ought  to  have  been,  but, 
under  the  influence  of  that  fascination  which 
sometimes  will  not  permit  us  to  look  away  from 
danger,  she  kept  peeping  through  an  opening  in 
her  rocky  fence.  Montfort  had  pretended  bo  rink 
down  quite  exhausted,  as  soon  as  they  reached 
the  rocks,  and  then  to  endeavour  to  hide  himself 
behind  them.  This  he  did  to  throw  their  enemies 
oft'  their  guard  ;  but  the  moment  he  was  out  of 
sight,  he  examined  his  pistols  and  carabine,  taking 
the  former,  one  in  each  hand,  and  laying  the 
latter  beside  him.     He  seemed  to  have  the  power 
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of  multiplying  Lis  eyes ;  for  whilst  he  made  this 
examination,  he  kept  a  hawk-like  watch  upon  their 
pursuant,  and  also  took  notice  of  Maria's  impru- 
dence— most  providentially !  for,  in  one  instant  of 
time,  the  foremost  ruffian  had  fired,  Montfort  had 
pushed  Maria's  head  down  from  her  peeping- hole 
in  no  very  gentle  manner,  and  had  received  a  ball 
through  his  left  arm  whilst  in  the  act  of  doing 

"  Thank  Heaven !  *  exclaimed  he — meaning,  it 
is  thought  by  the  commentators,  not  that  be  ac- 
tually liked  being  shot  through  the  arm,  but  that 
he  thanked  God  the  ball  bad  passed  through  it 
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"  Pair  maid,  is  't  thou  wilt  do  these  wondrous  feats  ! " 

Shakspeake. 


When  Maria  saw  Montfort  covered  with  blood, 
she  gave  one  short  shriek,  but  immediately,  even 
before  he  could  tell  her  to  do  so,  picked  up  the 
pistol,  which  had  been  knocked  out  of  his  hand. 

"  Give  it  to  me  the  moment  I  have  fired  the 
other." 

*c  And  the  carabine  ? "  asked  she,  with  her 
senses  perfectly  restored. 
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'  Yes,  when  I  have  fired  the  last  pistol ! 

list  Maria  held  the  pistol   with  one  hand, 

B  with  the  other  squeezed  Montfort's  wound  as 
tight  as  she  could,  to  try  to  stop  the  blood,  which 
gushed  through  her  fingers  with  such  nckemng 
warmth  that  at  another  time  it  might  have  made 
her  faint. 

"  Noble  girl !"  said  Montfort,  as  he  looked  at 
her  for  an  instant  employed  in  her  painful  office. 
He  added,  "  But  mind  you  don't  shake  me  when 
1  tire.      It  might  make  me  miss." 

"  I  will  not !  do  not  fear  it !  "  said  she,  with 
that  steadiness  which  alarm,  that  goes  far  beyond 
the  agitating  point,  gives  to  some  minds. 

At  this  moment  they  contrasted  strangely. 
Alike,  and  yet  how  unlike!  Both  still,  but  how 
different  their  stillness  !  Maria's  pale  face  was 
turned  to  his  with  an  expression  that  said,  "  I 
wait  my  fate ;  and  if  it  is  only  yours,  I  will 
not  complain." 

Montfort  was  equally  still ;  but  bis  resignation 
cannot  be  boasted  of.     It  was  the  resignation  of 
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the  tiger  waiting  in  breathless   silence  until  Ins 
prey  comes  within  hie  spring. 

tf  out  fort  knew  his  best  chance  lay  in  letting 
enemy  come  very  near  before  he  fired.  He 
1  missed  at  a  long  shot,  but  was  almost  cer- 
tain at  a  short.  He  was  therefore  much  pleased 
to  hear  one  panting  wretch  cheer  the  others  on 
by  saying  "  They  have  no  arms."  This  was  he 
who  had  already  fired,  and  whom  Montiiirt  there- 
fore had  decided  upon  leaving  until  the  last,  but 
i  almost   tempted  from  his  purpose  when  he 

ived  It  to  be  the  traitor  L . 

thu  fatal  moment  came,  M  out  fort  said, 
"or God's  sake,  Maria!  be  collected,  and  shelter 
yourself — hold  that  pistol  exactly  as  you  have  it 
now,  and  don't  let  your  hand  shake,  if  pos- 
sible !  • 

"  Do  not  fear  it,"  again  repeated  Maria,  with  an 

tering  voice.     As  she  uttered  these  words,  his 

ihol  rung  upon  her  ear,  and  the  foremost  ruf- 

o  stopped  as  suddenly  as  if  he  had  run  against  a 

rode.     He  stood  so  long  that  an  unpractised  eye 


was  a) mo 
perceived 

When  i 
■'  For  God 


might  have  been  deceived,  and  Montfort,  by  his 
intense  look  and  forward  brow,  seemed  for  a 
moment  in  doubt;  but  he  began  to  sink  slowly, 
Tbe  ball  had  cut  in  two  the  great  artery  which 
sustains  the  heart.  Before  he  reached  the  ground 
a  second  knell  had  rung,  and  another  of  their 
pursuers  sprung  forward  with  a  yell,  and  dropped 
dead  almost  at  their  feet:  so  quickly,  owing 
to  Maria's  retaining  sufficient  presence  of  mind 
to  attend  to  his  directions,  had  he  been  enabled 
to  fire  both  shots,  that  the  second  person  had  not 
time  to  check  himself  when  he  heard  the  first 
report,  before  he  himself  was  struck  right  through 
the  body. 

As   Maria    gave  Montfort   the    carabine,    she 

looked  out,  and  seeing  that  the  traitor  L ,  who 

was  flying  on,  witnessing  the  fate  of  his  compa- 
nions, was  the  only  enemy  left  alive,  she  said, 
"  Can  you  not  spare  that  wretched  man's  life?" 

"  No  !  I  cannot  allow  him  to  endauger  yours  a 
third  time,"  replied  he,  so  very  slowly  and  deli- 
berately, that  Maria  was  at  a  loss  to  understand 
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the  meaning  of  it,  as  his  permitting  the  fugitive  all 
this  time  to  get  further  away  seemed,  to  contradict 
his  words  ;  but  aa  she  turned  round  once  more  to 
look  at  the  fugitive,  she  saw  his  hand  stretched 
out  towards  them,  and  at  the  same  instant  heard 
Montfort's  last  shot.  The  wretch  spun  round  and 
fell  lifeless  across  a  rock. 

"  You  are  a  mystery,"  said  Maria,  looking  at 
bin  with  awe.  "  For  one  so  kind  and  good  to 
do  all  this!" 

"  And   what  are  you,  noble  and  heroic  girl  ? 

But  we  must  leave  this  spot  instantly  !  " 

"  No  !  not  until  I  have  bound  up  your  arm." 

"  Yes!  that  must  be  done,  for  I  do  feel  weak." 

Maria  then  helped  off  his  jacket,  and  with  the 

assistance  of  such  means  as  they  could  get,  bound 

up  Jus  arm  sothatitdid  not  bleed  much.    Luckily 

the  artery  had  not  been  touched,  or  it  might  have 

cost  the  lives  of  both,  for  neither  of  them  knew 

how  to  stop  it ;  a  thing  which  persons  of  every 

age  and  sex  should  know  ;  for  although  it  is  not 

the  fashion  in  our  days  for  ladies  to  doctor  their 


wounded  knights,  nevertheless  even  Miss  Fig] 
going  along  Cheapside  from  the  Poultry 
Bow  Church,  might  save  a  life  by  it. 
a  soldier  not  to  know  it  seems  absurd.  Vet  I 
few  do ! 

When  this  was  done,  Montfort  thought  it  t 
to  conceal  the  dead ;  and  even  in  this  Mar 
would  have  assisted,  for  although  she  stilt  lot 
pale  and  bewildered,  yet  excitement,  and 
anxiety  to  be  of  use  to  her  maimed  pro 
seemed  to  have  carried  her  out  of  her  native  e 
racter ;  but  Montfort  positively  forbade  her.  ' 
you  have  seen  horrors  enough  I  but  load  the  a 
the  while  ; "  and  he  explained  to  her  how  to  d 

On  the  side  of  a  limestone  mountain,  Montfo 
easily  found  a  cleft  to  throw  the  bodies  into, 
covered  the  marks  of  their  blood  with  loose  sto 
collected    their    own   provisions,    and    got 
cloak,  which  in  the  flight  he  had  thrown  do1 
They  then  began  their  journey  ;  but  he  s 
very  faint,  and  so  weak  that  lie  could  hardly  wal 
As  his  strength  failed,  that  of  Maria  seemed  I 
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increase,  and  her  spirit  to  rise  with  it.  Instead 
of  receiving  assistance,  she  was  able  to  give  it ; 
1  said  encouragingly,  "  This  will  soon  pass  off, 
l  fear  it !  He  who  has  to  protected  us,  will 
t  desert  its  now.  Sit  down  and  rest  on  me." 
Montfort  smiled  inwardly  at  the  idea  of  a  young 
girl  trying  to  keep  up  his  courage,  of  which,  to 
say  the  truth,  he  now  had  a  very  good  opinion  ; 
not  from  having  doue  any  thing  very  wonderful, 
hut  from  what  be  felt  he  was  capable  of  doing  ; 
but  he  knew  too  much  of  human  nature  to  tell 
her  that  it  was  unnecessary.  He  knew,  allow- 
ing her  to  do  so,  was  a  sure  way  of  sustain- 
ing her  own  courage.  How  often  do  we  gain 
that  support  which  we  seek  to  give !  Never- 
theless he  went  so  far  towards  comforting  ber  as 
to  say,  "  Maria,  I  have  stili  strength  enough  to 
defend  you  against  twice  as  many  assailants  as 
those" — looking  back,  somewhat  contemptuously, 
towards  the  spot  they  had  left.  He  did  not  count 
very  wildly  in  this,  as  he  had  added  to  their 
niock  of  arms  two  pistols  which  he  took  from  the 
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Montfort  soon  recovered  a  little,  and  by  de| 
wms  able  to  ease  Maria  of  part  of  her  burden ;  for. 
she  had  taken  most  of  their  things  from  him  u 
he  grew  weak.  In  her  anxiety  to  get  speedily  ** 
far  as  possible  from  the  place  of  blood,  she  thoitgbl 
of  proposing  to  throw  away  the  cloak  -  but  t 
the  idea  struck  her  of  wrapping  it  round  Montfort 
at  night,  to  keep  the  cold  air  from  bis  wot 
and  therefore  she  toiled  on  under  her  load,  t 
he  could  again  take  his  share  of  it. 

They  tbus  travelled  on  slowly,  but  so  constantly 
that,  when  evening  fell,  they  had  gained  1 
miles.  Their  discourse  bad  partaken  of  that 
sobered,  chastened  cheerfulness  which  we  feel* 
our  hearts  seem  to  lift  themselves  up  in  our  b 
in  acknowledgment  to  the  Being  who  has  jtut 
preserved  us  from  a  great  danger;  and,  as  they 
went  along,  they  breathed  many  a  thanksgiving 
to  that  Being:  nor  were  they  ashamed  to  do  ao 
aloud. 

Montfort  now  felt  his  arm  very  painful,  although 
he  bad  all  along  answered   Maria's  inquiries  by 


TBB    VOPSO    QCEEN. 


declaring  that  it  did  not  give  him  any  pain ;  and, 
as  they  were  at  a  spot  which  afforded  both  shelter 
and  water,  he  proposed  to  stop,  for  her  sake 
-Ji  «d1  us  his  own. 

Maria  had  consulted  him  earnestly  as  to  how  his 
wound  should  be  treated  ;  for  she  seemed  at  once 
to  have  taken  the  arm  that  had  suffered  in  her 
defence  under  her  especial  care,  and  talked  as  if  it 
realty  belonged  to  ber,  and  Montfort  had  nothing 
whatever  to  do  with  it,  except  bear  the  pain,  which 
-lie  would  willingly  also  have  taken  from  him  ;  but, 
as  her  knowledge  did  not  go  much  beyond  putting 
on  a  bit  of  court-plaster,  she  was  obliged  to  con- 
sult him  on  the  occasion.  Montfort  told  her,  that 
to  keep  it  clean  and  poultice  it  were  all  that  such 
a  trifling  wound  required,  though  how  to  accom- 
plish the  latter  object  was  past  his  comprehension. 
Now  she  knew  what  to  do,  she  did  not,  of  course, 
condescend  to  talk  to  him  any  further  upon  the 
subject :  women  (God  bless  them  !)  are  a  very 
monopolising  and  absolute  set  upon  such  occasions. 
I  once  had  an  injured  part  of  my  person  taken 
isioii  of  by  an  old  lady  and  three  young  ones : 
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Maria  attempted  to  wash  it  in  the  cold  water,  he 
could  not  help  giving  a  start,  which  plainly  told 
her  how  much  he  suffered. 

"  What  can  we  do  ? "  said  she.  "  It  must  be 
washed,  and  you  will  never  be  able  to  bear 
this  cold  water." 

But  she  was  not  nearly  at  her  wit's  end  yet, 
although  her  speech  seemed  to  say  so.  Now  do 
not  laugh  at  the  poor  girl's  contrivance  :  there  is 
nothing  to  laugh  at  in  kindness,  surely,  however 
lionii/lv  the  method  of  showing  it. — Maria  hastily 
tlnvu  a  handkerchief  over  the  bared  arm,  to  keep 
the  cold  off;— then,  stooping  down  to  the  stream, 
she  filled  tbo  prettiest  mouth  in  the  world  with 
water,  and  when  she  had  taken  the  chill  from 
It  by  keeping  it  there  awhile,  she  washed  the 
Bound. 

I  fear  this  story  may  make  some  fine  gentleman 
suk  :  I  can't  help  it, — I  know  it  had  no  such  effect 
on  Montfort.  On  the  contrary,  had  he  spoken 
of  it,  1  am  sure  he  would  at  least  have  said, 
"  Heaven's  rata  holds  no  such  tide,"  This  ab- 
lution was,  in  fact,  the  only  thiug  that  could  have 


m.  «*s  set  sort  MiVwg  Mocuiort  ay  tl 
laa^b.  T«*  be  ik,  a  few  h«ts  before,  I 
■bi  tie  bees  d'um  of  k»( 
■iKKmbim 

By  •epeafiag  that  opemtoo  several 
Mania,  at  bast,  £vt  Ac  mmd  perfectly 
Whakt  sterna*  doing  it.  MootJbrt  said  to 


gwwiatH  :"*  far  which,  —far  other  arcnntMM 
■be  wmid  ban  given  him  a  smile ,  but  abi 
not  find  it  in  her  bout  lo  senile  wben  the 
at  the  htdeoa*  C*p*ng  wound  before  her. 

A  thought  suddenly  struck  Maria,  so 
that  her  face  quite  shone  with  it.     "  Ub. 
not  make  the  poultice  in  the  same  way !' 
"To  be  sore  you  could  !"  saidMotri 

brightening  up,  not  so  mach  a 

benefit  of  the 

from. 
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The  great  fault  that  I  find  with  book- characters 
is,  that  they  are  too  characteristic.  Yes,  even 
Shakspeare  a  and  Scott's.  What  person  in  real 
life  does  Dot,  every  now  and  then,  think  and  act 
quite  unlike  himself  i  What  person  in  a  book  ever 
does  ?  Who  is  there  that  does  not  occasionally  find 
idea*  come  into  his  mind  which  are  quite  in 
opposition  to  his  feelings  at  the  moment,  and 
moat  outrageously  out  of  place  when  compared  to 
the  situation  he  may  chance  to  be  in?  But  what 
author  ever  acknowledges  such  for  his  men  and 
women  ?■  Characters  always  behave  as  if  certain 
arc  am*  la  nc  es  invariably  acted  on  the  mind  in  the 
tunc  smy ;  as  if  the  mind  look  its  colouring  from 
the  objects  around  it  as  surely  as  does  the  chame- 
leon. Whereas,  the  truth  is,  that  sometimes  when  all 
that  meets  our  sight  is  culcurde  ruse,  our  souls  are 
black  ;  and  at  others,  when  we  arc  encompassed  by 
objects  dark,  dreadful,  or  dangerous,  a  ray  of 
light  comes  struggling  through  the  gloom,  we 
know  not  whence, — and  cheers  us,  we  know  not 
why.     When  we  are  going  to  be  married,  we  may 
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been  thought  of,  from  which  his  tortured  fles 
would  not  have  shrunk.  Nevertheless  I  grant,  Um 
incident  sounds  almost  absurd  in  the  relation  ;  b*J 
it  was  much  nearer  making  Montfort  cry  Um 
laugb.  Yes!  he  who,  a  few  hours  before,  hi 
taken  the  lives  of  three  of  his  fellow-crcatura 
and  no  nerve  bad  trembled,  was  almost  uumanoe 
by  this  simple  act  of  kindness. 

By  repeating  this  operation  several  tine 
Maria,  at  last,  got  the  wound  perfectly  deal 
Whilst  she  was  doing  it,  Montfort  said  to  haf- 
"  Maria,  yemr  resources  are  as  exhaustless  as  yo* 
goodness:"  for  which,  under  other  circumstance 
she  would  have  given  him  a  smile ;  but  she  cool 
not  find  it  iu  her  heart  to  smile  when  she  look* 
at  the  hideous  gaping  wound  before  her. 

A  thought  suddenly  struck  Maris,  so  brigb 
that  her  face  quite  shone  with  it.  "  Ob,  could 
not  make  the  poultice  in  the  same  way'" 

"  To  be  sure  you  could  !"  said  Montfort,  equal] 
btightWMBg  up,  nut  so  much  at  the  thought  of  tl 
benefit  of  the  poultice,  as  at  where  it  was  to  coo 
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feel  very  serious;  and  when  we  are  going  to  be 
hanged,  perhaps  we  laugh.  There  are,  to  be  sure, 
those  who  hold  that  the  latter  is  the  less  serious 
affair  of  the  two,  and  that  therefore  the  feelings  I 
have  mentioned  are  quite  in  order ;  but  in 
opinion  I  do  not  put  implicit  faith.  Be  that  as  it 
may,  I  have,  of  a  chilly  November  day,  walked 
over  a  barren  heath,  whose  utmost  attempts  at  the 
picturesque  came  in  the  shape  of  a  few  furze 
bushes,  and  invested  it  with  all  that  is  bright  and 
beautiful:  my  "bosom's  lord"  has  not  "sat 
lightly  on  his  throne,"  but  has  got  up,  without 
any  regard  to  decency)  and  danced  a  downright 
jig.  On  the  other  hand,  when  all  around 
been  softness,  freshness,  and  May,  my  spirit* 
have  lain  upon  the  ground  like  the  vapours  of  the 
Grotto  di-l  ditto,  as  heavy  and  as  poisonous.  And 
yet  the  face  of  Nature  usually  has  the  greatest 
possible  effect  on  me.  No !  I  mean  to  tell  the 
world  that  we  do  not  always  catch  a  hue  from 
die  scenes  we  are  amidst,  but  very  often  fling 
a  tint  upon  them  which  they  do  not  in  themselves 


the  toinra  nuEEB. 


75 


possess;  and  in  doing  this,  I  shall,  of  course, 
excel  Shakspeare  and  Scott;  and  if  bo,  Naiun.- 
herself  had  better  look  about  her. 

When,  not  nature,  but  nature's  own — wheu 
Maria  looked  about  her,  as  she  finished  her  extra- 
ordinary task,  she  found  Montfort  laughing. 

"  What,  in  the  name  of  goodness,  can  you  be 
laughing  at?"  said  she,  quite  astonished. 

*'  At  you,  Maria  ;  I  was  comparing  you  to  a 
monkey." 

"  What  do  you  mean?"  repeated  Maria,  much 
less  concerned  at  the  compliment  not  being  a  flat- 
tering one,  than  fearing  he  had  lost  his  senses. 

"  Why,  I  tell  you  I  was  comparing  you  to  a 
monkey,"  replied  he,  laughing  more  than  ever. 

"  Well,   well !     I    know    that ;    but    in   what 


'  Don't  think  1  am  mad  for  laughing  at  this 
t  ;  but  I  have  somewhere  heard  of  a  crowd 
of  monkeys  getting  about  a  wounded  companion, 
and  chnttering,  and  chewing  up  herbs,  and  thrusting 
them  into  his  wounds  to  cure  them  :  and  although 


1  cannot  in  this  instance  accuse  you  of  chattering, 
— for,  to  do  you  justice,  I  have  hardly  heard  the 
sound  of  your  voice  since  we  came  here, — yet,  when 
I  saw  your  employment,  I  could  not  help  thinking 
of  the  monkeys." 

"Well,"  said  Maria,  quite  gaily,  "  I  only  trust 
that  the  remedy  may  prove  as  unfailing  with  my 
wounded  monkey,  as,  if  I  don't  mistake,  it  is  said 
to  have  done  with  the  other." 

"  My  wounded  monkey  !"  Although  this  was 
the  most  natural  phrase  in  the  world  for  Maria  to 
have  used,  considering  what  had  gone  before  it, 

»  there  was  something  in  it  Montfort  could  not 
forget-  Never  did  mortal  feel  lens  displeased  at 
being  called  a  monkey.  He  could  not  get  it  out 
of  his  head, — mind,  I  don't  say  he  tried.  Sleeping 
or  waking,  it  was  ringing  in  his  ears,  and  thus  he 
dissected  it; — "  My  !"  why,  it  was  claiming 
him  as  her  own  property,  that  was  evident. 
'  Wounded  !"  there  was  so  much  pity  in  the  wmy 
he  pronounced  the  word ;  and  we  all  know  what 
:ha1  is  akin  to,     ■'  Monkey  .'"  we  use  it  as  a  pet- 
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name— as  a  term  of  endearment.  "Ah  !  if  she 
should '.  Surely !  but  oli  no,  it  cannot  be — and 
it  must  not  be — and  it  is  not !  But  if  it  should  tie  f 
why  then  I  should  be  a  scoundrel!  No,  I 
shouldn't;  for  I  never  tried  to  win  it,  though 
prizing  it  next  to  heaven  !  That  is,  I  never  tried 
to  win  if  in  the  common  way,  and  i  never  will  lie 
WidkhnnnnniMii  Itisnot;  it  is  not !  It  is  only 
gntitodc — the  kindest,  the  most  amiable  grati- 
tude ;  and  I  must  not  prove  myself  a  fool  by  mis- 
taking it  for  any  thing  else,  besides.  I  am  so 
unworthy  of  her.  Oh,  hut  women  don't  think  of 
that,  poor  souls!— if  they  did,  bow  could  they 
•verget  bwbasdfl  '" 

I  have  endeavoured  to  string  the  poor  man's 
njob  '  but  they  came  forth  in  a 

mill  iiiuih  less  cleat  manner.  But  who  can  be 
logical  and  in  love  too  I 

attlheugb  an  allair  in  which  it  is  not  held 
nnerssniy  thul  reason  should  have  much  to  do, 
suae  for  the 
that  now  haunted  him  than  his  attend- 
merely  chewing  up  a  bit  of  bread,  or  the 


uhich  was  its  consequent,  comes  1 

«r  greatest  extremity,  when  N 

leaped    one    appalling   danger,    and 

.at  the  next  instant    might   not  bring  i 

from  which    there  would   be  no  escape,    be  I 

•een  "  a  form  of  life  and  light"  striving  to  shrift* 

him,  regardless  of  its  own  peril- — it  bent  before  Ina. 

light  and  graceful  as  a  wreath  of  morning  mist  baft? 

encircling  a  rock,  and  looking  as  frail  a  defence. 

This  had  not  been  lost  on  Mont  fort,    although 

en  in  that  dreadful   moment  Maria  sought  to 

make  the  action  unobserved.     He  saw  it  all,  but 

would  not  set  it  down  to  love.     "  No  !"  said  ha, 

such  a  nature  as  hers  is  fully  capable   of  an  act 

like  this  from  gratitude,  and  gratitude 

When  Maria  had  dressed  Moiitfi  i 
nearly  to  her  own  satisfaction,  and  fully  tu  lit*, 
prepared  a  bed,  and  a  seat  for  the  watcher. 
hey  then  sat  down  and  talked  for  half  an  hour 
fore  their  sleeping-time  arrived,  Maria  vu 
oadoaa  of  that  satisfaction  which  the  right- 
hided  feel  when  they  have  been  placed  in 
cult  situations,  and  think  they  have  acted  well 


under  them.  This  is  quite  compatible  with  the 
most  humble  opinion  of  ourselves ;  indeed,  Ik 
rather  a  proof  of  such  humility,  as  it  implies  some- 
what of  surprise  that  we  should  have  acted  so 
well ;  whereas  a  person,  the  reverse  of  humble,  is 
never  surprised  at  any  feat  he  performs.  This 
gave  a  placid  cheerfulness  to  her  manner,  which 
hardly  seemed  to  agree  with  the  violent  scenes  she 
had  gone  through  in  the  course  of  the  day.  Motit- 
fort's  manner,  too,  like  Maria's,  was  cheerful ;  but 
hts  had  a  slight  degree  of  intoxication  in  it.  He 
had  not  lost  the  excitement  of  the  fight ;  the 
memory  of  it  brought  the  conviction  that  he  had 
acted  throughout  as  he  should  have  acted — in 
spite  of  his  modesty,  he  could  not  help  applauding 
himself;  and  O,  delightful!  he  had  a  second 
time  saved  the  hie  he  valued  most.  Then,  as  to 
his  wounded  arm — why  he  would  not  have  given 
it  for  two  of  the  other.  Their  minds,  it  appears, 
dwelt  upon  the  same  subject,  for  soon  after  they 
had  sat  down,  Mont  fort  said,  "  Maria,  will  you 
r  rne  one  question  truly?" 
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She  made  the  same  reply  that  any  other  Mw 
would  have  done :  "  I  will  do  so  truly,  if  I  do  lb 
at  all." 

"  Do  you  not  feel  that  you  have  acted  well 
to-day!" 

"  Oh,  it  is  very  easy  for  us  to  tell  the  truth," 
replied  Maria, "  when  it  is  to  praise  ourselves.  Yea, 
1  do :  and  I  nas  just  thinking  of  it ;  and  I  conse- 
quently feel,  in  spite  of  all  that  has  happened, 
proportionally — should  I  say,  happy ;  and  my 
preserver  in  such  a  state  ? " 

"  1  am  quite  easy  and  comfortable  now," 
returned  Mont  fort. 
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encourages  us  to  tell  all  our  objections  when  we 
are  in  doubt  about  the  propriety  of  doing  so. 

'■  Surely  you  should,  in  self-defence.  There  can 
be  no  doubt  about  that,"  returned  Maria;  •'  but 
the  oilier  was  already  flying." 

IfoDifcrt  said,  with  an  altered  tone,  which 
Maria  at  the  moment  could  uot  exactly  understand, 
"  Perhaps  I  was  wrong ;  but  as  we  could  not  pos- 
sibly let  bim  go  altogether,  to  alarm  our  other 
enemies  and  bring  them  upon  us,  I  should  have 
taken  liini  prisoner,  and  brought  him  on  with  us ; 
and  then,  when  1  should  have  been  obliged  to  go 
awav  to  get  "in  provision^  you  could  have  kept 
guard  over  bim  until  my  return." 

Maria  shuddered  at  the  bare  idea  of  it,  but  said, 
"  I  know  you  do  not  mean  that  !  what  Ho  you 
mean '. " 

•■  Then  what  other  choice  bad  1  !  " 

"True,"  replied  Maria;  "  but  should  we  not 
the  rather  have   run    the  risk    of  letting  him    go 

than '• " 

sentiments,"      interrupted      Moutfort, 
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"  become  the  woman  perhaps,  but  not  the  queen  ; 
neither  do  they  become  men,  though  meu  too 
often  act  on  them.  Hew  they  can  reconcile  it  to 
their  consciences,  I  do  not  know.  What !  through 
a  most  wickedly  weak  notion  of  charity,  allow  a 
wretch  taken  iu  the  fact  of  committing  an  utn - 
ciuus  crime  to  escape,  that  the  innocent  may  per- 
haps suffer  by  him  afterwards— in  his  stead,  a 
were  I  Those  who  have  to  punish,  too,  too  often 
think  thus  ;  but  if  they  always  did  so,  what  emit 
would  ever  meet  its  reward,  for  who  does  m 
seek  to  rly  when  he  caunot  succeed  1  Who  dot 
not  repent  when  he  is  found  out '.  Many  1 
the  idea,  how  shall  man,  with  all  his  weaknesses, 
dare  to  punish  '.  My  idea  is,  how  shall  man,  with  all 
his  weaknesses, — that  is,  when  he  cannot  know  the 
evil  consequences  that  may  ensue, — dare  to  forgive! 
In  this  1  do  not  of  course  allude  to  the  injuries  v 
ourselves  sustain,  for  those  we  are  bidden  to  for- 
give; but  only  to  cases  in  which  we  are  called  o 
judge  between  others  :  where  we  are  so,  it  fs 
duly  to  protect  the  innocent  and  punish  the  guilty. 


In  such  event,  if  we  forgive  merely  out  of  regard 
to  our  own  feelings,  we  commit  a  crime;  btf  rf, 
on  ihe  other  band,  our  best  judgment  tells  u- 
may  extend  mercy  without  injuring  society,  it  is  of 
course  a  greater  crime  uot  to  forgive  Had  I  tak.n 
tout  wretched  man's  IHe  lightly,  without  sufficient 
thought,  or  not  from  principle,  I  should  have  con- 
demned myself;  Kill  1  did  bo  from  a  sense  of  duty 
la  you  and  to  man  in  general ;  and  would  to  God 
that  all  my  sins  sat  as  easy  on  me  as  this  ailair 
doe*!  But  if  you  are  not  quite  convinced  yet, 
let  me  ask  you  for  what  you  thought  his  arm  was 
ttretched  out  towards  us  as  he  fell  J  " 

I  do  SOI  know,"  replied  she. 

I  K»!"  returned  Montfort,  "  or  his 

j  would  never  btvfi  troubled  you.  It  Ms  M 
fire  his  last  shot,  and  I  was  only  just  in  time  to 
•top  him.  I  suppose  the  CDWttd  tlion-ht  by  my 
letting  hint  go  so  far,  that  f  hud  Do  tmBa  hit,  rind 
therefore    he    might    make    this    last    attempt    in 

bat  I " 

Moutibrt  was  evidently  going  ou  with  a  vicious 
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speech,  when  Maria  hastily  laid  her  hand  oo  >h« 
ana  that  was  not  wounded,  and  said,  "  Thw 
you  !  thank  you !  you  have  removed  a  load  fi 
my  heart,  and  set  it  at  rest ;  but  do  not  look 
fierce  and  exulting.  I  now  know  the  act  was  nig 
but  it  is  not  right  to  triumph  in  it  thus,— and  il 
not  your  nature  to  do  so."  Maria  said  this  * 
that  authority  which  the  good  feel  they  posa 
when  they  conscientiously  reprove  those  wll 
they  see  erring— an  authority  which  gives  ca 
denoe  to  the  humblest,  because  it  seems  to  co 
direct  from  above. 

Montfort  felt  it  in  its  full  force  ;  certainly  r 
the  less  so  for  her  having   over  him  au  auihon 
of  a  nature  not  altogether  so  spiritual.     He  < 
not  for  a  moment  think  of  defence  ,  but  at  i 
In--,   high  look  sunk  before  her,  and  he  said, 
very  allcred  manner,  "Maria,  1  will  never  atte 
to  oppose  you  when  you  have  truth  and  rchgio 
b»  well  as  every  good  feeling,  ou  your  side. 
nun    feelingl    were  those  of  a  triumphant    bni 
until  I  was  brought  back  to  my  humanity  by  is 
;,  ihi'iiXruncer." 


*'  Mo,  no  !  "  interrupted  Maria,  "  Not  so  ;  but 
our  best  feelings  must  be  kept  in  check  as  well  as 
our  worst,  otherwise  they  lead  to  error."  She 
added,  "surely  he  who  hourly  risks  his  own  life 
to  save  another's,  cannot  deserve  to  be  called  a 
brute  ? " 

y  not?  a  dog  would  do  it." 
e  '.  but  although  a  dog's  attachment  and 
■  would  carry  him  so  far,  we  cannot  know 
would  be  awareof  all  he  hazarded." 
le,  Maria!  libelling  dogs  ?   1  will  tell  Lion." 
>or   Li!"    said    Maria,   and   looked    quite 


The  wooder  that  ni  then  expressed  m»j 
easily  be  imagined ;  bnt  none  of  the  con- 
jectures served  to  account  for  the  dog's  ap- 
pearance in  any  thing  approaching  to  a  satisfac- 
tory manner — and  it  never  has  been  accounted  for 
to  this  hour.  It  still  remains  a  wonder  how  the 
animal  could  have  found  them  out  after  they  bid 
been  gone  so  many  days :  but  the  fact  is  un- 
doubted,— is  historical.  What  a  pity  that  be 
lived  before  our  times !  or,  of  course,  he  would 
have  kept  a  journal,  which,  appearing  as  a  hand- 
some quarto,  would  have  told  us  all  his  travels 
and  adventures! 
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instantly  told  him  was  "  all  for  love  ;"  but  for  fear 
of  what  followers  he  might  have. 

Lion  sprung  upon  the  lady  as  she  was  in  the 
act  of  rising,  and  nearly  threw  her  down  ;  but  never 
did  poor  beast  show  greater  j<»y — it  quite  exceeded 
Maria's,  although  she,  when  her  astonishment  was 
a  little  over,  kissed  and  hugged  him  as  hard  as  she 
wits  able.  He  mouthed,  and  licked,  and  scraped, 
and  caressed  tier;  and  when  she,  with  her  anus 
about  his  neck  as  she  knelt  upon  the  ground,  said, 
"  l,i  poor,  dsu  Li !"  he  sat  down  sturdily  upon 
his  hinder  part ;  and  with  his  fore  tegfl  firm  set  in 
the  ground,  bolt  upright,  and  nose  in  the  air,  he 
gate  that  howl  which  ra  a  dog  speaks  the  ful- 
ness of  delight.  Maria  could  hardly  help  howling 
too. 

When  Maria  and   Lion  had  thus  mutually  ex- 

MoQtfort  made  a   circuit 

round  their  standi,  to  cum  nice  himself  there  were 

o  enemies  near,  for  he  feared  !:it  the  dog's  iti- 

l  should  have  been  mule  use  of  to  trace  out 

bund  that  all  was  safe. 


KX 


The  wonder  that  was  then  expressed 
easily  be  imagined ;  but  none  of  the  con- 
jectures served  to  account  for  the  dog's  ap- 
pearance in  any  thing  approaching  to  a  satisfac- 
tory manner — and  it  never  has  been  accounted  for 
to  this  hour-  It  still  remains  a  wonder  how  the 
animal  could  have  found  them  out  after  they  had 
been  gone  so  many  days :  but  the  fact  is  un- 
doubted,— is  historical.  What  a  pily  that  lie 
lived  before  our  times !  or,  of  course,  he  would 
have  kept  a  journal,  which,  appearing  as  a  hand- 
some quarto,  would  have  told  us  all  his  travelf 
and  adventures! 

When  their  confusion  was  over,  and  they  l>  It 
quite  re-assured,  Maria  said,  "  I  have  not  yet  i 
troduced  you  to  Li ;"  for  Montfort,  although  he 
had  occasionally  seen  him  about  the  Court,  in  no 
inconsiderable  capacity  either — that  of  her  Ma- 
jesty's pet ! — had  never  actually  made  his  ac- 
quaintance ;  which,  iudeed,  shows  whit  a  bad 
courtier  he  was.  Why,  I  have  known  the  crab- 
bedest  cur  flattered  into  a  good  opinion  of  itself, 
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unlit  it  gave  itself  the  airs  of  a  Newfoundland  dog. 
Maria  held  out  his  great  paw  to  Montfort,  which 
made  Lion  stare;  though  having  been  brought  un 
with  well-bred  people,  when  it  was  shaken,  and  he 
wa»  palled,  he  did  not  growl  or  bite.  Montfort 
said.  "  Now.  Maria,  you  must  feci  yourself  safe  i 
wow  you  have  Iwo  protectors!" 

i  >li !"  exclaimed  Maria,  and  made  a  full  slip, 
m  something  like  confusion.  The  remainder  of 
ilns  sentence  is  nearly  as  great  a  mystery  as  the 
appearance  of  Lion  himself,  for  all  Montfort's  per- 
suasion could  not  induce  her  to  advance  one  bit  in 
it.  Some  of  the  commentators  have  hazarded  a 
Conjecture  that  it  was  intended  to  have  been 
finished  thus:  "Oh  that  both  were  equally  attached 
and  faithful!"  Now  the  only  reason  1  have  for 
being  of  their  opinion  is,  Maria's  protesting  so 
earnestly  that  she  did  not  know  what  she  was 
going  to  say  !  but  whatever  the  troth  might  be, 
this  I  know,  that,  in  reality,  of  the  two  she  would 
rather  have  doubted  the  dog  than  the  man,  not- 
withstanding the  proof  the  former  had  just  given, 
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which  may  seem   ingratitude,  but  is  nevertheless 
truth. 

I  don't  want  to  make  Maria  out  one  bit  better 
than  she  was,  and  shall  therefore  acknowledge, 
that  when  she  now  got  up  to  offer  the  dog  i 
meat,  having  first  broken  in  upon  Mont  fort's  per- 
suasions  by  saying,  "  O  !  perhaps  poor  Li  ia 
hungry!" — it  was  from  a  mixed  motive,  partly 
from  kindness,  and  partly  to  elude  his  pertinacity 
Lion  however,  it  is  to  be  supposed,  must  have 
made  free  with  a  good  dinner  somewhere  on  lh*t 
day,  for  he  would  not  eat  any  thing,  although  hii 
general  appearance  was  that  of  a  dog  that  had 
undergone  a  great  deal  of  fatigue:  he  therefore 
did  not  assist  Maria  much  in  her  extremity;  bat 
(which  did  assist  her)  Montl'urt  perceived  sr. 
wished  him  to  drop  the  subject  ; — and  he  did  so. 

When  Maria  sat  down  again,  die  monster 
stretched  himself  out  at  full  length,  and  laid  his 
enormous  head  in  her  hip;  nor  could  all  Mont  fort's 
coaxing  tempt  him  to  leave  his  SttoatioD,  ivhii-h 
he   wished  him   to  do  for  fear  the  Wi  i 
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noy  Maria  after  all  her  fatigue.  His  attentions 
■re  acknowledged  as  far  as  a  look,  and  beating 
-  great  tail  against  the  ground,  went;  but  no 


Maria  bad  often  talked  to  Muntfort  about  her  fa- 
vourite, and  once  made  a  speech,  that  Montfort's 
good  sense  made  him  think  beautiful  simplicity 
and  nature,  but  which  a  less  sensible  person 
mi;; in  have  thought  an  extraordinary  one.  "  I 
dare  say,"  said  she,  "  yon  will  think  my  ntLith- 
meiit  to  that  poor  beast  very  absurd  ;  but  you 
must  recollect  dry  situation.  My  father  away 
from  mi-;  and  those  ivliu  were  iiiiii.ediutely  ruiinii 
nit:,  kaapiag  me  at  a  dislauce  from  them  in  their 
feelings,  because  there  was  a  difference  in  our 
tlalious — 1  had  nothing,  therefore,  neat  DM  loafed 
attachment  for  except  poor  Li  ;  and  you  know  it 
is  necessary  to  lo*«  wmetbinp;." 

This  former  blank  in  Maria's  bosom  having  been 
filled  up,  did  not,  bowew,  Mtm  to  bring  Lion 
■tall  into  disgrace. 
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Mgntfort  now  brought  back  the  comBrsation 
what  they  had  been  talking  of  before  it  was 
strangely  interrupted.  It  may  be  that  he  lilted 
be  lectured  by  Maria;  and  certainly  it  struck  hi 
that  she  looked  very  pretty  when  she  Ml  duin 
so,  mid  perfectly  m  place. 

'  Then,   Maria,"   he   began,    "  you    think  m* 
fully  justified  in  what  I  did?" 

"  Perfectly,"  said  she.     "  I  am  quite  easy 
that  point.     And  I  will  further  own,  that  if 

ever  tit  to  decide  on  such  subjects,  it  must 
when  they  do  uot  see  them  acted.  Their  feel 
must  not  be  appealed  to,  or  their  judgment 
lost.     Are  we  not  a  weak  set  ? 

'  Now  you  cannot,  Maria,  really  expect  me 
agree  tu  that  speech  after  what  I  have  seem  I 
day  ;  and  it  ia  useless  for  you  to  say  you  do  so,  ( 
1  Will  not  believe  you," 

'  Well,  1  do  not  mean  weak    in  every  thi 
hut  although  woman    may    U;    able    to  bear 
to    suffer,   it    does   pass   her   contprel 
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know  how  man  can  keep  his  judgment  clear,  and 
act  on  it  in  such  emergencies.  You  are  a  mys- 
tery !*' 

"  I  should  he  sorry  if  woman  really  thought  so, 
for  in  that  which  is  mysterious,  there  is  always 
something  we  dread  ;  and  what  we  dread,  we  dis- 
like." 

"  You  have  come  to  a  very  logical  conclusion  ; 
bat  bow  can  it  be  the  true  one,  when  what  I  say 
is  certainly  correct?  and  yet  God  has  made  us  to 
love  each  other.  But  1  deny  that  we  dread,  and 
therefore  dislike,  all  we  cannot  fathom.  There  are 
mysteries  which  delight  as  well  as  those  which 
affright  us.  Look  at  that,"  said  she,  plucking  a 
wild  flower  and  holding  it  up  to  him,  "  is  not  that 
a  mystery  '.  " 

"  Or,  at  that,"  said  Montfort,  totally  giving  up 
his  bad  argument,  and  taking  up  her  idea  as  he 
pointed  to  the  first  star  that  just  came  showing 
i  and  warning  them  it  was  time  to  go  to  rest. 
Or,"  returned  Maria,  "  at  this  poor  animal's 
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instinct  and  attachment !  are   they  oot  beautiful 
and   mysterious  ? " 

Montfort  was  never  in  a  less  fit  mood  to  deny 
the  beauty  and  mystery  of  attachment  of  any  sort. 

During  all  this  conversation  one  might  have 
thought  Maria  quite  happy.  Montfort's  arm  x 
now  perfectly  easy ;  she  bad  had  a  weight  taken 
off  her  mind  by  being  quite  convinced  of  the  pro- 
priety of  shooting  a  man ;  she  had  got  her  pet, 
and  they  felt  themselves  safe  from  pursuit  in  their 
present  situation  ;  but  still  she  had  something  to 
teaze  her.  With  all  her  power  over  him,  she  did 
not  know  how  to  prevail  on  Montfort  to  wrap 
himself  up  in  the  cloak,  and  try  to  get  some  sleep 
while  she  watched  ;  and  although  she  put  on  her 
mo«t  persuading  look,  she  utterly  failed  when  she 
attempted  it.  To  all  her  arguments  about  his  re- 
quiring sleep,  he  had  arguments  just  as  good  to 
offer  ;  and  he  being  both  judge  and  defendant  in 
the  cause,  Maria  had  very  little  chance  of  gain- 
ing it. 
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*'  But,  from  the  pain  you  have  suffered,  your 
lose  of  blood,  and  the  fatigue  you  have  been 
obliged  to  undergo  since,— you  require  rest  more 
than  I  do,"  pleaded  Maria,  with  an  earnestness 
winch  I  wonder  how  Mont  fort's  heart  could  have 
withstood.  It  wouldn't,  but  that  on  the  other 
side,  in  his  mind's  eye,  there  was  the  same  beau- 
tiful form  suffering  and  drooping  from  over- 
exertion and  want  of  sleep,  which  pleaded  still 
stronger.  He  looked  at  the  real  young  lady,  and 
said,  "  Can  1  refuse  her  any  thing?  "  lie  looked 
at  the  ideal  young  lady,  and  said,  "  Yes,  i  can." 
Ilu  therefore  replied,  "  Butfrom  your  want  of  man's 
strength,  and  from  the  harassing  and  dreadful 
scenes  you  have  gone  through,  you  require  rest 
wore  than  I  do." 

ifort  was  obliged  at  last  to  enforce  his 
authority  by  saying,  "  You  know,  Maria,  you 
promised,  not  long  ago,  to  be  guided  by  me  in 
every  thing." 

"  O!  so  1  must,  to  be  sure.    But  then,  you  will 
v  me  to  nc»ude  [" 
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Maria  had  been  obliged,  on  account  of  his  wound, 
to  collect  and  make  her  own  bed  ;  but  whether  it 
was  that  she  did  not  understand  it,  or  whether 
it  was  that  she  could  not  sleep  without  the  hand 
she  loved  doing  something  for  her,  when  she  lay 
down,  after  they  had  said  their  usual  prayers  with 
more  than  iiMial  fervour,  she  asked  Moutfort  to 
raise  her  ferny  pillow  a  little,  or  to  press  it  down 
— «be  did  not  exactly  know  which ;  and  when  he 
had  given  it  a  shake  that  could  not  have  made 
the  slightest  difference  either  one  way  or  the 
other,  ahe  was  quite  satisfied,  and  turned  round 
on  it  with  Buch  an  air  of  content  as.if  there  were 
now  nothing  earthly  which  could  make  her  more 
comfortable. 

Alack  !  1  have  gone  far  beyond  this  little  simple 
trick  of  Maria's,  although  it  was  the  best  she  could 
think  of:  1  have  purposely  got  uiy  young  hands 
fall  of  thorns,  that  the  sweetest  fingers  in  the 
world  (a  little  younger  than  my  own)  might  take 
them  out  for  roe;  and  well  do  I  remember  that 
touch  even  at  this  very  hour. 


For  a  short  time  Maria — all  I  have  said  about  htf 
contentment  to  the  contrary  notwithstanding— 
kept  herself  awake  from  fretting;  but  then  slit 
began  to  think,  "  He  is  easy  now,  and  at  all  eventi 
resting  ;  and  in  a  few  hours  he  will  be  asleep,  and  t 
shall  be  watching  him.  The  night  is  so  imkl,  hoi, 
that  I  do  not  think  his  arm  can  really  lake  any 
injury  ;  but  that  is  no  excuse  for  his  obstinacy)" 
muttered  she.  relapsing  into  a  little  rage  at  the  re- 
collection ;  "  and  so  I'll  tell  him  in  the  rooming 
But  I  must  own  that  the  speech  ended  with — "  God 
preserve  and  bless  him '. — dear,  dear  Montfort ! — 

How  I  drj Heigh    ho  J"   and  hardly  had  she 

finished  saying  what  she  called  "  her  little  prayer," 
—a  child's  prayer  for  protection  during  sleep, 
which  she  had  been  taught  at  that  early  age,  but 
never  could  fix  upon  a  proper  time  to  leave  it  off — 
w hen  she  slept,  and  dreamt, — but  what  have  I 
do  with  young  ladies'  dreams?  It  is  quite 
.is  much  as  I  can  manage  to  follow  the  flight  of 
their  thoughts  when  th  ey  are  awake  ;  their  dreams 
are  far  beyond  mc.     My  own  are  sometimes  wild 
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enough !  But,  sleeping  or  waking,  there  did  not 
breathe  a  lovelier,  or  a  better,  in  all  this  beautiful 
creation,  although  the  Creator  had  now  seen  fit  to 
plunge  her  into  trials. 

W  hatever  the  dreams  of  the  sleeper  might  be, 
those  of  the  waker  were  very  visionary, — "ex- 
ceeding fantastical — too,  too  vain,"  as  Don 
Armado  has  it.  Although  not  quite  like  that 
other  Don,  hight  Quixote,  who  could  spend 
months  in  profound  meditation  on  his  mistress's 
charms,  Montfort  yet  did  spend  this  night  in 
fancies  full  as  out  of  the  way  as  the  most  extra- 
ragant  of  the  knight's  ;  which  had  one  good 
effect— it  made  the  time  pass  so  quickly,  that  when 
morning  came,  he  could  hardly  believe  it  was 
morning;  and  Juliet  herself  was  not  more  ready 
than  he  to  declare  the  lark  to  be  the  nightingale. 
It  seemed  to  Montfort  he  had  just  sat  down  and 
thought  a  little — a  very  little — about  Maria,  and 
had  not  stolen  to  see  if  she  was  sleeping  well 
much  more  than  a  couple  of  dozen  times,  when 
up  sprung  the  god  of  day,  like  a  young  giant. 
Bui  before  this  time  had  arrived,  the  lover,  as 
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in  duty  bound,  had  likened  her  to,  and  sssocii 
her  with,  the  heavens  in  all  their  variety. 
moon  went  to  bed  in  the  shape  of  a  crescent, 
and  beautiful.  That,  of  course,  was  Mani 
over.     "  But  does  she  shine  on  all  alike  ?     Or 

she  an  Endym V     Before  he  could  get  oil 

the  rest  of  the  long  name,  he  gave  his  head  ill 
sort  of  shake,  or  twitch,  which  we  do  give  wb 
we  would  shake  an  impertinent  thought  out  of 
Then  Maria  was  made  a  plain.!— Venus,  of  conn 
Even  the  clouds  did  not  escape,  for  one  had  i 
edges  beautifully  silvered-  But  when  the 
came  on,  bis  brain  began  to  fume  like  a  bottlu  i 
champagne.  "Ah!  I  have  seen  colours  moi 
radiant,  yet  more  soft,  play  over  a  face  to  whk 
the  heavens  themselves  must  yield  in  beauty,  tin 
one  which  speaks  the  wonders  of  the  Creator  *li 
more  than  they."  Here,  fortunately,  he  thougl 
of  his  pledged  word,  and,  well  knowing  it  would  I 
exacted  to  the  uttermost,  he  in  a  very 
growled  forth,  "She  is  a  little  tyrant,  after  ml 
mid  1  must  not  be  a  moment  behind  the  time,  if 
ever  expect  to  hear  the  last  of  it." 
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To  be  obliged  to  disturb  the  sleeping  girt  was 
really  distressing.  The  most  hard-hearted  person  in 
the  world  feels  some  compunction  at  waking  from  a 
sound  sleep  even  one  who  is  indifferent  to  him. 
The  most  unreflecting  does  so  far  reflect,  "There  he 
lies,  enjoying  a  positive  good !  and  who  can  dare 
to  say  he  will  awaken  mortal  man,  and  that  it 
shall  not  be  to  sorrow — to  taste  the  bitter  cup  before 
he  sleeps  again?"  Why,  1  have  even  felt  com- 
punction at  calling  another  to  take  iny  place  on 
watch;  not  that  I  can  recollect  any  well  authen- 
ticated case  of  my  ever  having  remained  there 
myself  in  preference  to  doing  so. 

It  was  now  within  a  few  minutes  of  the  time. 
"  But  why,"  says  a  little  whipper-snapper  gentle- 
man in  a  blue  coat  with  yellow  buttons — "  why, 
if  he  was  so  loth  to  wake  her,  did  he  go  to  her 
before  the  last  moment?"  Ah!  I  should  have 
known  he  was  nut  a  lover  who  made  that  speech, 
without  seeing  bis  blue  coat  with  yellow  buttons. 
After  having  looked  at  his  watch  once  more,  to  pre- 
vent the  possibility  of  being  too  Boon,  Montfurt, 
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ding  there  was  still  at  least  a  minute  to  spare, 
il  of  course  nothing  else  to  do  but  to  look  at 
Maria.  She  was  sleeping  with  her  face  upon  her 
,  and  her  under  cheek  was  pressed  forward 
}  much  by  it,  that  it  pouted  out  her  lips  as  if 
they  were  in  the  act  of  kissing.  Ye  gods!  what 
would  he  have  given !  Her  bosom  too,  though 
lid  in  man's  apparel,  was  seen  to  move  more  than 
3 — it  rose  and  fell  as  of  a  calm  moonlight 
,  I  have  seen  the  gently  swelling  waves  of 
Jte  Mediterranean — not  as  if  propelled  by  each 
other,  but  seemingly  lifted  up  and  expanded  by  a 
power  within  themselves.  As  he  hung  over  her, 
the  sweet  pouters  began  to  murmur:  he  thought 
he  heard  his  own  name  amidst  half-drawn  sighs. 
It  was  too  much  !  human  nature  could  bear  it  no 
1      Like   the   monarch    of   the    skies,   he 

ounced  upon  his  helpless  prey,  and gave  her 

i  nudge!!! 
This  hardly  sounds  sufficiently  romantic  for  the 
>n ;  and  under  other  circumstances  I  have 
i  doubt  Mont  tort  would   have  managed  things 
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™  •«*  better.     Perhaps  he  would  bare  put  hi- I*-. 

"flow  to  Maria's  as  be  could  with  any  decency, 

«nd  bare  "breathed   her   nunc/'   (I  think  that  * 

lie  terra ;  bat,  to  be  Bare,   1 11  uk  my   cousin 

Lf&n,)  in  a  voice  as  soft  "as  summer's  noon-txjt- 

brane,"  or  that  in  which    Bottom  promises  to 

roar  so  as  not  to  frighten  the  Indies.     But  he  really 

did  not  care  to  trust  his  lips  one  inch  nearer  to  her : 

he  felt  that  he  could  not  be  answerable  Tor  their 


But  although,  the  act  might  km  been  ua- 
rontantic,  not  so  were  his  ideas :  he  did  not  forget 
to  thaak  of  angel  gentleness,  peaceful  slumbers, 
iaaoceut  repose,  and  whatever  m  right  and  proper 


Maria  half  awoke  instantly ;  bat  the  still  drowsy 
girl  said,  without  knowing  exactly  what  she  was 
about,  "  Is  it  timer' — "  No,  Maria,  it  is  not  time 
for  you  to  get  up — but  it  is  four  o'clock.  Will  you 
sleep  a  little  longer?"  "  Indeed,  1  won't!"  replied 
"  Gentleness'' quite  snappishly,  jumping  off  the 
bed  in  a  rage,  "  and  it  is  the  most  unreasonable 
thing  in  the  world  for  you  to  ask  me!"    "  What ' 
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this  my  peaceful  slamberer  of  a  moment  ago ' 
thought  Montfort :  and  he  laughed  as  he  took b*1" 
hand,  and  said,  **  Tell  me,  Maria,  did  yon  w<* 
awake  in  a  pet  before  in  your  kfe  ?"  Mirt* 
replied,  robbing  her  eyes,  and  yawning,  and  kuglr" 
ing  at  the  same  tune,  "  I  never  before  had  » 
much  cause ! — that  I'm  tore  of!  But,"  with  * 
start  that  showed  she  had  only  at  that  instant 
come  to  her  roll  consciousness,  she  exclaimed, 
"  How  is  the  arm .'"  and  she  dropt  both  her  own 
by  her  side  like  a  soldier  suddenly  coming  to 


"  Tkr  arm  V*  Montfort  liked  the  phrase — almost 
as  much  as  **  my  wounded  monkey."  "  Yost 
arm,"  would  hare  sounded  common-place  and 
cold :  bat  there  was  an  indmduality  (so  he  called 
it — I  hardly  know  what  be  meant,)  about  the  arm 
which  he  liked.  It  was  next  door  to  "  my  ana! 
kit  own  arm!" 


the  nine  ovJtur- 


lao 


Xo!    I   would  rather  have  it  done   when   1 
But   mind,    Maria,    wake   me  to  the 
minute.     I  have  done  so  to  you," 

"  Yes,"  replied  she,  "you  have  been  very  good 
this  once:"  and  she  proceeded  to  make  out  her 
own  case  as  well  as  she  could,  talking  herself  half 
out  of  breath,  as  a  young  lady  is  apt  to  do  when 
intra!  on  not  giving  you  an  opportunity  of  saying 
"  no"  before  you  have  been  forced  to  listen  to  all  her 
maaOQI — "  yes,  you  have  been  very  good  for  once, 
and  1  'II  call  you,  of  course,  at  any  hour  you  name ; 
but  I  do  think  you  might  sleep  a  little  longer  than 
usual  to-day,  because  it  is  impossible  we  can  travel 
very  far  at  all  events ;  and  indeed  we  shan't  lose 
any  thing  by  your  resting  longer,  as  you  will  be  so 
much  stronger,  and  therefore  better  able  to  travel 
when  we  do  begin,  and  so  shall  I ;  and  I  really 
fell  on  my  own  account  it  would  be  better  to  stay 
here  until  late, — and  you  know  there  is  no  danger 
of  our  being  discovered,  and  we  have  plenty  of 
provisions,  and  it  will  do  the  arm  so  much  good, — 
and  then  Li ."  Heaven  knows  what  she  was 
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going  to  ssy  about  Li ,  or  how  long  her  tongue  wen 
have  run  on  now  it  was  once  fairly  set  a-goii 
1  think  it  would  hardly  have  stopped  yet,  liad 
Montfort,  from  sheer  desperation,  managed 
edge  in,  "not  one  moment  after  eight  o'clock 
"  I'll  take  care  you  shall  never  be  wound* 
again,"  said  she;  "  it  mokes  yon  so  cross  and  il 
tempered." 

"  That  "s  very  hard  !"  replied  Montfort 

"  At  all  events,  not  in  my  defence  if  /canbd 
it!"  she  added,  smiling;  and  continued,  "  Wd 
make  haste  and  go  to  sleep,  and  have  pl< 
dreams," 

"  Then  I  know  who  1  must  dream  of,"  tl 
Montfort. 

When  Maria  bad  jumped  off  her  bed  so  ! 
denly,  up  bounced  Lion  also,  though  not 
actly  in  such  a  rage  ;  which  Montfort  was : 
to  see,  as  he  felt  she  would  be  so  much  si 
with  such  a  guardian  beside  her  while  he  ek 
To  prove  him,  however,  he  said,  as  soon  u 
above  conversation    was  over — "  Come,   Li, 
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again!"    and    put   his    hand     upon 
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"  No,"  replied  Li;  "it  is  our  turn  to  watch  now," 
— that  is,  tlie  look  he  turned  from  Montfort  to 
Maria,  and  the  shake  he  gave  himself,  said  every 
word  of  it. 

Montfort  felt  quite  compunctious  ;  for,  in  truth, 
he  had  done  the  noble  beast  some  wrong.  It  was 
in  this  matter : — When  he  gave  Maria  that  nudge, 
which  is  now  more  celebrated  than  ever  was 
nudge  before,  he  observed  that  Lion  kept  his 
eyes  fixed  upon  him,  but  did  not  attempt  to  inter- 
fere, to  make  him  let  her  alone.  "Oh,"  thought 
Montfort,  "  I  see  I  must  not  trust  her  too  much  to 
your  care." 

A  little  "compunctious  visiting"  is  very  whole- 
tome  now  and  then ;  and  Montfort'a  made  him 
consider  that  dogs  distinguish  between  love  and 
hate  as  soon  as  the  lordly  biped  himself  ;  and  he 
could  easily  believe  that,  as  he  bent  over  Mann, 
the  penetration  even  of  a  donkey  might  have  gone 
*o  far  as  to  discover  lie  had  no  intention  of  cutting 
her  throat. 
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Maria  was,  in  general,  quite  as  great  a  *i»!on«J 
as  Montfort,  and  the  castles  which  she  built,  h»L 
I  grieve  to  say  for  her  Bake,  as  slight  founda- 
tions; if  indeed,  they  deserved  the 
castles,  they  being  so  much  more  in  the  cottap 
style — the  "contentment  is  wealth"  style— 
even  his.  Let  not  ignorant  people  say,  "  This  « 
out  of  character  in  a  queen."  Alack  !  it  Is  quite 
in  character;  for  such  is  the  contentment  of  bui 
nature,  that,  when  it  gives  the  reins  to  fancy,  il 
is  generally  to  imagine  itself  the  very  opposite  o 
what  it  is — at  least  so  says  Rasselns,  from  whoi 
now  1  think  of  it,  1  have  certainly  stolen  thw  I 
sounding  sentence. 

But  at  present  Maria  did  not  seem  to  build  n 
edifices  of  any  sort,  perhaps  from  being  too  buty 
for  she  had   many  tilings   to  do — to  make  1 
toilet,  say  her  prayers,  and  get  breakfast. 

Luckily  Montfort  had  managed  to  procure  a  g 
piece  of  common  soap :   this  was  between  t 
They  had  a  tooth-brush  each,  but  their  comb  km 
a  joint-stock.    Maria  now  paddled  in  a  stream  f 
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l>. .11'  an  hour,  and  made  herself  quite  comfortable  - 
she  then  said  a  prayer,  which  she  might  have 
thought  too  long  before  she  had  felt  so  "  much 
need  of  blessing;"  but  since  she  had  been 
plunged  in  danger,  and  wandering  in  doubt  and 
dread,  she  did  not  find  praying  to  be  a  trouble  ; — 
and  Ibis  made  her  think,  when  she  was  examining 
her  own  sweet  little  mind,  that  she  had  for- 
merly been  very  thankless  and  ungrateful  for  all  the 
blessings  bestowed  upon  her,  and  she  said,  "Truly 
I  deserved  and  required  that  this  misfortune 
should  come  upon  me."  O,  Maria  !  Maria  ! — in 
spite  of  your  making  it  out  so  very  bad,  would 
that  you  would  give  me  your  conscience  when 
lit  done  with  it,  and  that  anybody  else 
had  mine  !  I  fear  there  is  as  much  difference 
between  them,  as  between  that  nice,  white-looking 
sheet  of  paper  at  the  other  end  of  the  table,  and 
the  blotty  thing  which  I  am  making  this  ! — But, 
Mm  me  !  this  is  quite  against  my  usual  maxim. 
I  seldom  compare  myself  to  my  neighbours,  unless 
I  have  evidently  the  advantage :  then,  indeed,  I 
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think  it  a  duty  !  But  Maria's  prayers — at  lea 
those  she  said  to  herself — must  necessarily  htm 
been  longer  than  they  used  to  be  ;  for  she  hs 
now  to  add  one  other  name  in  them  to  that  of  h 
father. 


s  nothing.  Sir,   bat  weeps  and  weep* ." 


then  made  preparations  for  their  morn- 
1,  which  she  laid  out  quite  tastily  under  a 
Id  olive-tree,  the  only  one  that  grew  so 

the  hill,  and  which  she  looked  forward 
great  pleasure.  Alas  !  how  was  the  poor 
lined  to  be  disappointed  ! 
i-ery  delightful  to  sit  and  muse  about  those 
.  and  to  be  perfectly  useless :  but  it  is  also 
ightful  to  be  busy  in  their  service  ;  and  *o 
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Maria  seemed  to  think,  by  the  unnecessary  fuss  she 
made.  But  besides  all  this,  I  won't  deny— why 
should  I  ? — that  she  did,  now  and  then,  steal  over 
to  take  a  little  peep  at  Monlfort,  just  to  see  if  he 
were  really  asleep,  as,  "  poor  fellow  !  his  arm  may 
be  giving  hiia  pain,  and  preventing  it."  But 
then  she  did  not  go  near  so  close  to  his  bed  as  he 
had  done  to  her's,  and  fur  two  reasons.  A  certain 
something — I  don't  know  what  it  is,  but  I  believe 
it  is  called  by  those  wbodo,  "propriety  of  feeling." 
—told  her  she  had  no  business  there,  when  her  ser- 
vices were  not  actually  required,  -however  much 
she  might  like  it ;  and  she  was  likewise  afraid  of 
her  rough  companion  waking  him;  for  Li,  whose 
only  affection,  that  for  Maria,  was  a  good  honest 
dog-like  one,  but  not  a  bit  sentimental,  did  not 
understand  such  doings,  and  therefore  used  to 
bound  forward  when  Maria  approached  Monlfort, 
as  if  he  thought  she  was  going  to  rouse  him.  She 
consequently  used  the  utmost  caution;  but,  not- 
withstanding, was  caught — caught  in  the  very  fact, 
and  did  look  so  foolish  !    Her  confusion,  however, 
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quickly  gave  way  lo  a  much  more  terrible  feel- 
ing, when  Monlfort  called  her  to  him,  and,  in  a 
voice  of  evident  suffering,  said,  "  Dearest  Maria ! 
let  me  entreat  you  not  to  alarm  yourself,  but 
I  must  tell  you  that  I  am  in  a  good  deal  of 
pain;  I  believe  I  have  caught  cold  in  my  arm." 
Maria  was  horror-struck,  lor  she  saw  that  his  case 
was  infinitely  worse  than  he  sought  to  make  it  out 
to  her.  All  the  desolation  of  their  state  struck 
upon  her  at  once,  and  she  sat  down  upon  his  bed 
with  a  face  expressing  as  much  agony  of  mind  as 
his  did  of  body,  but  did  not  speak  a  word. 

"  Dear,  dear  Maria!"  repeated  Monlfort,  when 
he  got  a  little  ease,  "  let  me  entreat  you  not  to 
frighten  yourself.  For  my  sake  do  not  do  so,  for 
you  must  be  my  support." 

"  What  can  I  do  for  you?"  said  she,  suddenly 
rousing;  "shall  I  fly  to  the  nearest  village  for 
help  ?  But,  O  Heaven!  to  leave  you  alone!" 
And  she  hung  her  head  again  hopelessly. 

"  No!"  replied  Monlfort,  in  a  voice  in  which 
he  tried  to  muster  all  his  firmness.     "  Buthelpme 
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to  sit  up,  and  you  shall  dress  my  arm,  and  that 
may  relieve  me." 

The  heing  thus  employed  seemed,  by  distracting 
her  attention,  to  twite  off  something  from  Maria's 
fears,  the  effect  of  which,  at  first,  had  been  quite 
stunning :  but  the  dressing  gave  no  relief,  and  the 
pain  increased,  until  it  became  as  great  as  perhaps 
human  nature  can  possibly  bear,  and  yet  live.  1 
do  not  know  what  the  Leeches  call  it,  but  1  know 
it  by  more  than  name,  for  I  felt  it  once —  a  spasm 
brought  on  from  a  wound  being  exposed  to  the 
cold  air.  When  the  pangs  seized  him,  he  started 
up  in  his  bed  in  spite  of  his  best  efforts  to  the 
contrary.  Then  Maria  held  him  in  her  arms, 
supported  his  head  upon  her  shoulder,  and  wiped 
the  cold  drops  from  his  forehead.  After  the 
paroxysm  had  "passed,  she  laid  him  gently  down 
again,  and  sat  with  his  hand  clasped  tight  in  both 
of  hers,  as  if  each  moment  she  dreaded  to  lose 
it,  utterly  insensible  to  the  consolation  and  support 
which  he,  in  the  intervals  between  hia  attacks, 
sought  to  give  her.     But  what  consolation   could 
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eater  her  soul  when  it  was  filled  with  the 
horrid  idea  of  seeing  him  whom  she  loved, — her 
agony  now  told  her  how  much, — die  for  want  of 
help? 

It  were  as  easy  to  induce  a  savage,  who  had 
never  before  heard  of  gunpowder,  to  credit  its 
effect,  without  giving  him  a  proof  of  it,  as  to 
make  those  who  know  not  love  believe  its  mighty 
power.  It  is  in  vain  to  tell  such,  that  in  Maria's 
arms  Montfort  could  have  died  happy  in  spite  of 
his  torments,  but  for  the  helpless  state  in  which 
he  must  leave  her.  Equally  vain  is  it  to  say, 
so  absorbed  was  the  wretched  girl  in  her  lover's 
fate,  that  she  never  once  thought  of  the  desolate 
situation  in  which  she  might  be  left,  and  of  her 
almost  certain  captivity  and  death.  Yet  this  is  truth. 

It  was  truly  a  piteous  sight — not  Montfort's  suf- 
ferings, for  that  is  the  lot  of  humanity,  and  must 
be  borne — but  the  sorrow  of  the  wretched  girl.  To 
be  obliged  to  sit  and  witness  his  torments,  without 
the  power  of  doing  any  thing  towards  relieving 
them, — to  be  forced  to  look  on,  and  wait  the  result 
of  a  game  played  for  a  life  infinitely  dearer  to  her 
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than  her  own, — was  almost  beyond  human  ( 
ranee :    unassisted,  it   would  have  been  so-    T 
rack  was  screwed  to  the  utmost  pitch  of  toi 
and  so  kept;  and  nothing  but  her  prayers 
tained  her  under  it. 

After  one  most  violent  spasm,  Montfort  wi 
much  exhausted  that,  to  Maria's  fears,  he  set 
dying;    and   she  felt  confirmed   in  this 
when   he   said  faintly,   aud   at  long   intemta- 
"  Listen  to  me!    If  I   go  where  we  shall  mi 
again,  Maria,  1  charge  you  to  leave  this  spot  i 
stanlly.     Take   as  much   provisions   as  yoo  c 
carry,  and  a  brace  of  pistols;   for  the  sight  of  thi 
may  be  of  use,  and   they  will  serve  to  keep 
your  disguise  :    that  faithful  creature  will  gnu 
you  from  common  dangers,  and  who  knows 
that   he  was   sent  on   purpose  ?     Recollect, 
dear  Maria,  that  if    we  are  to  part,  this  i-  a 
dying  injunction,  and  do  not  dare  to  disobey  i 
tewe   this  spot  immediately  afterwards,  witbr 
attempting   to  do   any  thing   but   what   1     ha 
totd  you  ;  and  God  will  be  with  his  own  child ! 

When  he  had  given  further  directions,   he  sal 
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"  Maria,  do  you  understand  me  ? "  But  sheonly  an- 
swered with  fresh  tears. — "Maria,  think  of  my  anxi- 
ety, and  tell  me  if  you  understand  what  I  bnvesaid." 

"  Am  f  to  see  him  die  1 — am  I  to  see  him  die  ' 
O  God !  is  this  my  doom  ?  "  said  the  half-frantic 
girl,  as  she  looked  up  with  a  bewildered  stare, 
seeming  really  to  expect  an  answer  from  above ; 
but  Motitfurt,  with  his  little  remaining  strength, 
seized  her  arm ;  she  saw,  in  his  face,  that  agony 
of  mind  rose  above  his  agony  of  body,  and  she  was 
at  once  recalled  to  herself;  all  her  violence  had 
passed  away,  and  she  bent  down  and  hid  her 
race  in  his  hand. 

"Dear,  dear  friend !  "  said  Montfort,  feebly 
trying  to  draw  her  towards  him—"  I  trust  that 
God  will  not  leave  you  without  human  protection ; 
but  it  was  my  duly  to  say  what  1  have  said, 
in  case  he  should  see  fit  to  do  so  ; — but  I  feel 
better—  I  am  easier  since  that  last  violent  attack, 
—indeed  I  am!  (Maria  looked  up,  but  it  was 
incredulously.)  1  should  not  dare  to  say  an 
imUulh  now,  even  for  your  sake." 
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Maria  almost  ventured  to  hope;  but  no!— the 
unearthly  lustre  of  Ms  eyes  forbade  it. 

For  two  hours  more  Montfort  lingered  od,  as  it 
were,  on  the  very  edge  of  the  precipice  of  death, 
from  which  another  such  attach  would  surely  pre- 
cipitate him ;  every  throb,  every  quiver,  being 
watched  by  Maria  with  such  an  agony  of  anxiety, 
that  the  very  recollection  of  it  afterwards  was 
shrunk  from  as  a  hateful  thing.  At  length  her 
heart  did  really  tremble  into  hope  ;  and  this  ray 
of  light,  feeble  and  struggling  as  it  at  first 
appeared,  proved  a  harbinger.  His  attacks  did 
return,  but  each  slighter  than  the  former,  and  he 
hum  evidently  gained  strength  in  the  intervals. 

Montfort  himself,  also,  now  began  to  feel  the 
hope  he  sought  to  give  ;  but  he  was  perplexed  with 
other  fears,  which  Maria  did  not  think  of:  he 
knew  that,  if  he  survived,  to  travel,  for  many  days, 
would  be  utterly  out  of  his  power ;  and  exposure 
again  to  the  night  air  might  bring  on  a  relapse. 

When  Montfort  consulted  Maria  about  what  they 
were  to  do,  real  joy  sprung  once  more  into  her 
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face,  for  it  seemed  to  assure  her  that  her  hope 
was  not  a  false  one: — and  this  was  his  idea  in 
mentioning  it  ;  for  be  it  known,  although 
Shakspeare  himself  talks  of  its  simplicity,  that 
love  bath  more  wiles  than  the  serpent ;  and  Maria 
had  the  joy,  too,  of  knowing,  or  thinking  she 
knew,  a  remedy  for  what  appeared  to  him  such  a 
difficulty. 

"  I  saw,"  said  she,  "  before  you  awoke,  that 
we  had  stopped  not  very  far  from  a  deserted 
chafrt  ;  it  cannot  be  more  than  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  off.  I  will  run  and  see  if  we  can  get  into  it, 
and  if  it  will  afford  us  any  accommodation." 

But  although  Maria  talked  of  running  off  in- 
stantly, she  yet  lingered,  until  Montfort  thought 
she  was  afraid  to  go,  and  asked  her  if  it  was  so. 

"  I  have  no  fear  but  of  leaving  you.  Oh  !  shall 
I  not  find  you  worse  when  I  come  back  ?" 

"  Hffl  I  am  sure  you  will  not,"  said  Montfort, 
so  chcerfnlly  that  it  seemed  to  lift  up  her  very 
heart.     "  But  mind  to  see  if  there  is  a  door." 

Maria  looked  at  him  a  moment  longer,  as  if  to 
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gun  courage,  and  then  started  off  with  the  ipsri 
of  a  deer,  followed  by  Lion. 

If  ever  poor  beast  felt  for  human  sufferings,  it 
was  Lion  during  this  heavy  day.  He  would  not 
lie  down,  but  stood  looking  at  the  sorrowful 
pair:  now  and  then,  as  Maria  sat  on  Mont  fort's 
bed  crying,  he  would  go  over  and  lay  his  head  tn 
her  lap,  but  not  as  if  to  draw  her  attention  to  him, 
for  he  did  not  give  the  poke  with  his  nose  which 
he  always  gave  on  such  occasions,  but  there 
remained  quiet;  or  if  Montforl's  hand  hung  over 
the  l>ed  for  an  instant,  he  went  and  licked  )L 
Sufferings  lay  the  feelings  bare ;  they  are  then 
easily  got  at.  This  act  of  Lion's  brought  tears 
into  Montfort's  manly  eye?  more  than  once,  ami  be 
thought,  as  he  feebly  pressed  the  poor  animal's 
head,  that  a  few  short  hours,  and  her  he  loved 
light  have  no  other  protector. 
Muria  and  her  companion  returned  before  Mont- 
fort  thought  they  could  have  reached  the  ch&ltt, 
Trom  what  he  had  been  told  of  its  distance  :  the 
former  so  out  of  breath  that,  until  she  had  rested 
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for  a  while,  the  only  words  she  could  utter 
were,  "Easy  still?"  ToMontfort's  "Perfectly!" 
pronounced  id  a  way  that  there  was  no  disbelieving, 
ber  up-turned  eyes  were  her  only  reply.  "  Oh  !" 
•aid  she,  as  soon  as  she  could  speak,  "Provi- 
dence is  good  to  us  iudeed  !  the  chalet  has  a  roof  and 
door.  There  is  a  place  for  you  tosleep  on,  and  we 
shall  be  quite  comfortable  if  you  can  only  get  there ." 
Montfort  felt  almost  inclined  to  smile,  and  be  cer- 
tainly did  -mil.',  to  encourage  Maria,  at  a  young 
Queen's  idea  of  comfort.  Nevertheless,  humble  as 
the  shelter  was,  the  existence  of  both  might  depend 
upon  it ;  and,  therefore,  it  was  duly  appreciated. 

"  I  shall  certainly  be  able  to  get  there  with 
your  help,  Maria,"  said  be. 

•'  When  will  you  go!  Perhaps  you  had  better 
rest  here  as  long  as  you  can,  and  move  just  before 
daylight  closes." 

"No!  1  think.  I  had  better  go  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible ;  I  feel  myself  equal  to  it  now,  and  then  you 
will  have  plenty  of  time  to  add  to  all  the  comforts 
talk  of."     Montfort's  true  reason — the  fear 


that  his  spasm  might  return,  and  prevent  his  going 
at  nil,-  -he  did  not  mention.  He  was  also  anxious 
to  make  the  attempt,  as,  until  lie  did  so,  he  could 
not  really  tell  what  chance  he  had  of  succeeding. 
Maria  now  hastily  completed  what  preparations 
were  absolutely  necessary  to  be  made  before  they 
could  start,  and,  amongst  the  rest,  she  contrived  to 
make  Lion's  strength  available,  by  tying  one  end  of  a 
sash  round  his  neck,  and  the  other  round  Mont  fort's 
waist, — so  short,  that  the  latter  could  rest  his  hand 
on  the  dog's  back,  whilst  be  was  dragged  on  by 
But  still  his  legs  were  obliged  to  do  their 
part  in  bearing  him  up,  and  this  they  were  very 
badly  able  to  perform  ;  for,  when  he  attempted  to 
stand,  he  found  his  torments,  joined  to  his  previous 
loss  of  blood,  had  left  him  miserably  weak.  How- 
ever, with  a  companion  on  each  side  of  him, 
leaning  on  the  one  and  being  supported  by  the 
other,  he  could  manage  to  totter  a  few  paces  at  a 
time.  As  he  went  on,  dragging  one  reluctant  limb 
after  the  other,  Maria  said  to  him,  "  Do  letn 
heavy  upon  me — do  let  me  feel  that  1  am  of 
i  use  to  you." 
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"Some  use  to  me,  Maria  J  1  feel  that  my  life 
will  be  sared,  and  I  shall  owe  it  to  your  care." 

'•  U  ho,"  replied  Maria,  "brought it iuto danger! 
But  you  shall  Dot  talk  '  " 

By  sitting  down  to  rest  several  times  in  the 
short  distance  they  had  to  go,  Montfort  reached 
to  "ithin  twenty  yards  of  the  tiialet;  but  so 
thoroughly  exhausted,  that  when  he  attempted  to 
rise,  in  order  to  make  his  last  efl'ort,  bis  legs 
rrjfbltifl  to  obey  him.  He  no*  despaired  of 
I'.'.i'.liing  the  haven,  notwithstanding  it  was  so 
mi  them,  for  unless  he  could  manage  to  keep 
Inm-ilf  up,  all  Lion's  services  would  be  thrown 

liut  Maria  did  not  despair,  although  the  look  she 
rast  on  him  for  a  moment,  when  she  found  him  to- 
tally unable  to  rise,  seemed  to  say  so.  Desperation 
must  have  given  her  supernatural  strength,  for  this 
slight,  weak-looking  girl  took  her  now  powerless 
charge  up  in  her  arms,  and  carried  him  the  re- 
mainder of  the  way.  Fortunately,  she  had  insisted 
on  preparing  his  bed  before  they  moved,  on  which 
he  sunk,  almost  fainting. 
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The  cloud  again  gathered  over  Maria's  beau- 
tiful brow  at  seeing  Montfort  so  frightfully  weal ; 
which  he  observed,  and,  as  soon  as  she  had 
recovered  him  a  little  by  sprinkling  water  on  hit 
face,  said,  "  Maria,  I  have  got  over  this  exertion 
much  better  than  1  expected :  I  hardly  thought  I 
should  have  been  able  to  accomplish  it  with  all 
your  help." 

"  I  would  have  carried  you  all  the  way  before 
night,"  said  Maria,  in  that  determined  manner  that 
showed  at  all  events  she  would  have  attempted  it. 

"  You  would  have  done  what  no  other  girl  in  your 
place  would  have  thought  of  doing,  I  know.!  hot 
thank  God,  we  are  here!  I  feel  stronger  every 
instant.  But  you  must  promise  me  not  to  be 
frightened  if  my  pain  should  come  on  again  a  little 
after  this  exertion.  I  am  sure  it  will  not  be 
much  if  it  does  come." 
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regretted  he  had  given  her  this  unnecessary 
alarm. 

Aft*r  Maria  had  somewhat  regained  her  com- 
posure, she  said,  as  she  surveyed  their  desolate 
hut  with  a  look  of  content,  "  We  shall  be  so  com- 
fortable here !  But  are  you  recovered  enough  for 
me  to  go  for  the  remainder  of  the  things?" 

"  Yes,  quite  enough !  But  let  me  entreat  you 
to  take  time,  and  not  to  fatigue  yourself,  or  run  as 
you  did  before.  You  have  full  three  hours  of  day- 
light yet — and  recollect,  Maria,  your  health  is 
all  that  both  of  us  have  to  depend  upon  now," 
replied  Montfort,  laying  a  great  stress  on 
bath. 

Maria  professed  an  intention  of  being  perfectly 
obedient,  and  gave  a  few  excellent  reasons  why 
she  certainly  should  go  very  deliberately  to  work  : 
in  fact,  you  would  have  supposed  she  meant  to  set 
up  as  a  pattern  of  docility  to  all  the  mountain  lasses; 
nevertheless,  the  moment  she  got  outside  the  door, 
she  ran  off  as  hard  as  she  could.  She  quickly 
returned,  bringing  the  arms,  and  a  small  earthen 
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jar,  which  she  had  found  iii  the  thdh-t,   full 
water,     Li  marched  stoutly  before   her, 
the  rest  of  their  things  tied   upon    his   buck,  an 
Beamingly  very  proud  of  his  employment. 

Before  Maria  left  the  spot  they  had  slept 
she  had  thought  enough  to  endeavour  to  efface 
marks  of  their  bivouac,  incase  any  peasant  shou 
chance  to  come  to  that  out-of-the-way  place 
accouut   of  the  water;    a   thing,  however,   ver 
unlikely    to    happen.      Lion,    notwithstanding   i 
that  is    recorded  of  Ins   wonderful  sagacity,    w» 
out  upon  this  occasion,  for  when  he  saw   Mara 
pull  about  the  grass,  &c,  he  began  to  scratch 
great  hole,  and  had  nearly  made  it  big  enough  U 
a  grave  for  either  of  them,  before  she  perceit 
what  he  was  about.      All  the  commentators  hi 
acknowledge  themselves   to   be   quite   unable 
gueM  what  the  dog's  intention  could  have  bees 
which  involves  two  of  the  most  extraordinary  ci 
cumstanccs  recorded   in  history — first,  that  the 
should  acknowledge  themselves  to  be  at  &  loss 
and  secondly,  that  they  should  be  unanimous  w 
any  point. 


When  we  feel  called  on  to  make  great  efforts, 
we  have  generally  as  little  inclination  as  opportu- 
nity to  give  way  to  ideal  miseries — to  those  which 
fancy  alone  shows  us ;  but  Maria's  heart  seemed 
to  die  within  her  for  an  instant,  when  the  thought 
struck  her,  as  she  looked  at  the  pit  Li  had 
made,  "  Qod  only  knows  how  near  1  was 
requiring  this!"  And  then  the  true  reason  of 
Mi  ml  fort's  wishing  her  to  quit  the  spot  the 
tii slant  he  should  die,  came  into  her  mind  for 
the  first  time  :  "  And  did  1  promise  to  leave  him 
exposed  to  the  wild  birds  and  beasts?  But  it 
would  have  been  the  fate  of  both  ;  for  I  feel  that 
I  could  not  have  outlived  him— and  you,  poor 
beast !  would  have  starved  to  death  beside  us." 
But  quickly  recovering,  she  said  to  herself  in  an 
altered  tone,  "  This  is  shameful  1"  By  which  it 
appears  she  was  fully  aware  she  was  at  this  time 
called  on  to  show  exertion,  and  not  sentiment. 

As  soon  as  Maria  returned,  she  wrapped  the 
cloak  round  Moatfort,  in  spite  of  some  slight  re- 
telling him,  when  he  demurred  to  the 


128 


proceeding,  that  she  had  a  contrivance  for  I 
covering  during  the  night,  which  she  knew  \ 
what  he  thought  of. 

Maria  had  found,  in  the  hut,  many  thing* 
which  were,  or  might  be  made,  real  treasures  lo 
them  under  their  present  circumstances.  She  first 
pulled  out  three  sacks  in  tolerable  repair;  then 
the  pitcher  caught  her  eye  ;  and  at  last  she  wai 
made  quite  happy  in  the  possession  of  a  large 
lump  of  tallow,  and  some  rope-yarn  and  rags. 
With  these,  and  four  large  boards  which  the 
shepherds  appeared  to  have  used  as  beds,  she  felt 
quite  set  up  in  her  house-keeping. 

The  thtih-i  was  just  large  enough  to  admit  c 
their  beds  being  laid  against  the  walls  at  i 
angles    to    each    other,    meeting    at    the 
Maria   now  added  such  a  quantity  of  nice  i 
ferns   to    Montfort's,    as    to   make    it    perfec 
comfortable.     In  a  few  minutes  more,  she  had  0 
lected  a  heap  for  herself,  and  another  fur   I 
which  she  placed  in  the  angle  between  the  I 
This  done,  she  cut  the  best  of  the  bags  in  t 
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and  by  tying  op  the  ends  with  some  of  the  yarn, 
and  filling  them  with  the  finest  parts  of  the  fern, 
she  made  a  pillow  for  each,  which  really  was  a 
luxury.  She  then  contrived  a  sort  of  torch,  with 
a  strand  of  yarn  and  a  lump  of  tallow,  but  this 
was  Dot  to  be  lit  except  Mont  fort  should  be  taken 
ill  in  the  night. 

"  Now,"  said  Maria,  "  I  will  tell  you  my  plan 
about  the  cloak.  Whatever  1  might  say,  1  know 
you  would  not  keep  it  all — neither  will  I ; — so  you 
need  not  begin  to  talk  !  Out  I  mean  to  manage  it 
in  this  manner,"  continued  the  little  dictator — "  1 
wilt  nearly  fill  the  two  remaining  sacks  with 
leaves,  and  into  these  we  must  put  our  legs,  to 
keep  them  warm :  then  I  will  cut  the  cloak  in 
two  parts,  for  half  of  it  will  be  sufficient  to  com- 
plete the  covering  of  each,  and  when  we  are  going 
away  I  can  sew  it  together  again,  as  I  have  got 
a  needle  and  thread." 

Before  the  sun  had  set,  Maria  had  finished  all 
her  work,  and  Montfort  felt  so  much  revived  that 
lie  asked  to  sit  up,  and  even  to  be  allowed  to  go 
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to  the  door  of  the  hut,  to  look  at  their  situatm* 
for,  it  may  be  supposed,  he  had  not  made  mar 
observations  on  it  when  they  arrived.  All 
demurring  to  this  only  as  long  as  a  doctor  gen 
rally  thinks  fit  to  do  to  any  request  of  a  patient 
and  also,  perhaps,  to  show  her  authority — Mai 
wrapped  the  cloak  more  carefully  about  hitu,  ai 
led  him  to  the  door.  He  felt  quite  confirmed 
what  she  had  told  him  about  the  security  of 
station  :  it  seemed  almost  impossible  for  them 
be  approached  from  below  in  the  dark,  and  neai 
as  improbable  that  any  one  should  come  along  t 
ridge,  as  they  had  done. 

Mgntfort    was    much    pleased     with     their 
tuatiort,  and  said,   "  With  such  a  stout-heart 
ally  ay  you,  Maria,  I  could  defend  this  spot  a | 
a  host." 

The  evening  was  so  beautiful,  and  the  soft  I 
so  refreshing,  that  Montfort  was  foolish  enough 
beg  to  have  their  supper  outside  the  dour  :  b 
Maria  was  too  anxious  and  too  prudent  to  thii 
of   permitting    it ;    and,    indeed,  could    shi 


mustered  sufficient  spirits  to  have  done  so,  she 
would  have  given  him  a  scolding  for  allowing  such 
an  idea  to  enter  his  head. 

In  the  short  time  Montfort  had  been  permitted 
to  nl  at  the  door,  Maria  had  swept  up  the  leaves, 
&c-,  from  the  floor,  with  a  broom  of  her  own 
contriving,  had  ranged  the  arms  in  reach  of  his 
bed,  had  laid  out  their  supper,  and  made  their 
hut  look  comparatively  cheerful. 

"  You  have  done  wonders  !  (t  was  almost  a 
pity  to  spoil  so  good  a  housewife  by  making  her 
a  queen  !"  said  Montfort,  as  she  brought  him  in, 
expecting,  if  the  truth  must  be  told,  some  little 
commendation  for  her  notableness. 

When  Maria  had  propped  Montfort  up  in  his 
bed  in  a  comfortable  position,  she  gave  him  bis 
supper,  which,  utl  account  of  his  wound,  was 
confined  to  bread  and  fruit  and  water,  and  took 
her  own; — nor  was  Li  forgotten:  the  latter  was 
the  ooly  one  of  the  party  who  entered  on  the 
business  with  becoming  seriousness  ;  for  pain  had 
taken  away  all  appetite  from  Montfort,  and  fright 


THE    YOUNQ    QVR. 

from  Maria.  Nevertheless,  they  did  eat  a  little, 
a  try  to  deceive  each  other,  as  neither  had  tasted 
a  morsel  before  for  the  day. 

And  now,when  their  meal  was  finished,  and  Maria 
had  dressed  his  arm  for  the  night,  they  sat  awhile 
in  silence :  a  languor  had  come  over  the  minds 
lately  so  harassed,  akin  to  the  fatigue  the  body 
feels  after  over-exertion  ;  but  it  truly  was  with 
them,  though  in  a  different  sense,  "  a  living  lan- 
guor that  is  not  repose,"  or,  at  least,  a  starting 
and  a  feverish  repose,  and  more  broken  in  upon, 
in  their  case,  from  the  dread  of  a  relapse,  which 
both  still  dreaded,  although  they  did  not  speak 
of  it. 

By  degrees,  however,  the  stillness  and  soft 
beauty  of  the  evening  quieted  down  th 
and  the  gratitude  they  felt  for  their  shelter 
further  disposed  them  to  peace :  the  faded  but  yet 
glowing  light — faded  enough  to  add  to  its  purity, 
but  hardly  to  lake  from  its  warmth — came  into  the 
hut  through  the  door-way ;  and  as  Maria 
upon   Mont  fort '9  bed,  between  him  and  it, — her 


airy  figure  in  relief  upon  the  western  sky, — she 
looked  so  perfectly  the  being  a  sick  poet  would 
"  body  forth"  to  be  his  guardian  spirit,  that,  to  a 
lover's  fancy,  it  might  well  seem  her  native  ele- 
ment, from  which  she  had  just  alighted  to  cheer 
In*  fainting  hopes. 

This  exalting  of  the  person  we  love  is  great 
happiness  ;  hut  to  Montfort  it  was  not  unmixed, 
for,  the  more  he  dwelt  on  Maria's  perfections,  the 
more  did  the  distance  between  them  seem  to  in- 
crease in  every  way  ;  and  if  it  did  not  cause  him, 
like  Miranda,  to  "  weep  for  his  unworthiness,"  it 
made  him  feel  almost  inclined  to  do  so. 

It  cannot  be  denied  that  Montfort  was  always 
sufficiently  alive  to  Maria's  attractions  ;  but  the 
thought,  "that  he  had  never  before  seen  her 
look  so  beautiful,  in  spite  of  her  disguise,"  came 
!  :\i  this  moment  with  all  the  force  of 


I  she  did  in  truth  look  more  lovely,  and  it 
was  because  she  looked  more  conscious  :  the 
knowledge — the     perfect     knowledge — that    her 


wildest  wish  was  granted  in  its  wildest  extent,— 
that  she  was  beloved  even  as  her  warm  and  f 
young  heart  desired, — lit  up  her  face  with  bean* 
ties  which  had  never  before  appeared  even  then; 
and  the  tide  of  joy  rushed  on  unchecked,  because 
he  had  not  told  her  of  his  love — because  he 
not  forfeited  her  esteem  in  showing  his  affection: 
yet  she  knew  it  a  thousand  times  better  than  H" 
he  had. 

When  Montfort  remarked  this  sudden  change 
in  Maria's  appearance,  he  accounted  for  it  in  i 
own  blundering  way. — "  She  is  obliged  to  look 
me  so  directly  in  the  face,  from  the  position  in 
which  she  sits,"  thought  he,  "  that  it  would  Le 
awkward  for  any  girl  ;  especially  for  her,  as  she 
s  not  yet  quite  reconciled  to  her  dress." 

But,  although  he  thus  settled  it,  that 
turning  her  back  upon  him  would  make  all  the 
difference  in  the  world,  he  did  not  give  the 
most  distant  hint  upon  the  subject;  and,  as  I 
her  dress,  I  can  inform  him,  that  for  four  and 
twenty    hours    Maria    had    never    thought   of    it. 
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nor  did  she  think  of  it  again  in  the  light  he 
supposed;  but,  once  or  twice  afterwards,  when 
she  happened  to  spy  her  figure  in  the  water,  as  she 
was  stooping  down  to  drink,  and  remarked  that  the 
dress  was  really  pretty  and  very  becoming,  she 
said,  as  she  eyed  herself  with  complacency,  "  Oh ! 
he  was  quite  right  to  make  me  put  it  on ! " 


CHAPTER  VI. 

"  Glow'd 
Celeititl  rosy  red,  Love's  proper  hue.' 


Th  b  cause  of  Maria's  conscious  looks  lay  a  little 
deeper  than  Montfort's  speculations  went ;  but  I 
fear  I  shall  blunder  quite  as  much  as  he  did  if  I 
attempt  to  meddle  with  them.  I  feel  in  a  most 
metaphysical  confusion  already  i  I  cannot  account 
fur  them  by  saying  "  Maria  recalled  to  mind," 


said  to  have  been  out  of  her  mind  for  some  time ; 
— but  perhaps  an  idea  may  lie  dead  there  when  the 
mind  is  not  prepared  to  receive  it,  as  the  easiest 
quickening  seed  will  remain  unproductive  if  cast 
upon  the  rock.  And  surely  seldom  has  the  sou]  of 
mortal  been  less  prepared  for  the  approach  of  joy, 
than  was  that  of  Maria  when  the  knowedgc  broke 
upon  her  which  now  exercised  such  power  over  her; 
for  although  she  has  appeared  amidst  violent  scenes 
as  a  very  pretty  specimen  of  a  heroine,  she  was  still 
i  enough  to  have  her  senses  in  utter  confu- 
sion :  when  she  wanted  them  to  tell  her  how  to 
act,  she  seemed  to  be  able  to  seize  them  ;  but  at 
other  times  they  weie  in  a  perfect  maze. 

In  her  tossed  sold,  then,  this  knowledge  was 
like  the  beautiful  water-lily  in  a  stormy  mountain 
lake :  whilst  the  winds  are  high  and  the  waves  are 
rough,  it  is  lost  in  the  angry  foam  ;  but,  as  soon  as 
the  calm  returns,  it  lifts  its  fair  head  again  in  all 
its  freshness. — Or  it  was  nature's  most  fairy  rider 
of  the  waves — the  nautilus  :  if  the  sea  is 
i  and  vexed,  it  strikes  its  tiny  sail,  and  ships 


its  oarB,  and  sinks  to  be  at  rest ;  but,  when  the 
strife  is  passed,  it  once  more  spreads  itself  to  the 
breeze,  and  bounds  joyously  along. 

But,  as  people  must  be  finding  fault,  it  may  be 
asked,  "Why  did  the  recollection  strike  her  ao 
forcibly  at  this  moment,  as  her  violent  fears  had 
left  her  some  time  before?"  which  shall  be  duly 
answered,  when  they  tell  me  why  my  own  treat 
me  so  capriciously  ; — why  some,  that  have  no 
business  there,  so  obstinately  take  possession  of 
my  mind  ;  whilst  others,  which  on  every  calcu- 
lation ought  to  occupy  it,  will  not  do  so  ; — why 
those,  long  buried,  start  into  life  when  least  ex- 
pected, in  all  their  original  force  and  truth  ;  and 
why  they  depart  as  suddenly,  leaving  me  no  power 
to  call  them  baek — "  come  like  spirits,  so  depart '." 

But  although  I  may  not  be  able  to  account 
satisfactorily  for  Maria's  beautiful  blushes,  wlin.li 
I  knew  I  should  fail  in,  I  can  describe  that  which 
caused  them. 

There  it  lay,  coiled  up  round,  like  a  viper — "  a 
viper,"    Maria   vowed,   "  that  shall   never  sting 
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him.''  There  it  lay  nestled  like  a  babe  and  cradled 
upon  the  dearest  roc  king- pi  ace — upon  that  heart 
which  would  OOt  give  it  up  for  any  thing  else  in 
the  world,  "except,"  Maria  thought,  "  the  head  it 
!  —  But  it  may  never  come  to  that  head 
again!  Well,  may  not  that  head  go  toil!"  and 
it  was  thU  last  idea  that  did  great  part  of  (he 
mischief. 

I  fear  Maria's  raving,  however,  will  never explnin 
to  my  reader  what  it  was  she  saw.  It  was  that  lock, 
every  hair  of  which  she  could  have  sworn  to  as  her 
OWB,  that  Mont  fort  had  so  basely  purloined  when 
cutting  off  her  tresses,  and  which  rose  in  judgment 
against  him— that  is,  which  discovered  his  crime  j 
and  what  is  far  more,  the  cause  of  it, — his  love. 
Maria  had  perceived  it  when  helping  off  his 
coat  to  bind  up  his  wounds. 

It  may  be  thought  Maria  was  not  slow  to  recog- 
nm?  her  property,  or  hard  to  be  convinced  of  the 
meaning  of  its  being  there.  It  never  entered  her 
head  to  suppose  it  had  tumbled  into  his  bosom  by 
accident.     In  love,  as  in  jealousy.  "  trifles  light 
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"  confirmation  strong  a 


as  air,"  are  "  confirmation  strong  as  proof  of  holy 
writ." 

But  Montfort  would  never  have  guessed  at  this 
cause  to  account  for  the  glowing  cheeks  before 
him  :  he  had  closed  his  waistcoat  as  quick  as 
thought,  and  was  perfectly  sure  that  at  the  moment 
it  was  open,  Maria  was  looking  in  quite  the 
opposite  direction.  In  fact,  he  saw  her  head  turned 
directly  the  other  way. 

Poor  foolish  man!  He  did  not  know  that  a  woman's 
eyes  can  see  any  thing  which  tells  her  that  she  i 
beloved,  whether  it  happens  to  be  in  sight  or  no 
but  as  for  this,  Maria  had  ample  time  to  view  it 
and  consider  it  in  all  its  bearings,  and  ponder  and 
muse  upon  it ;  and  after  that,  not  being  particu- 
larly auxious  to  count  the  number  of  hairs  he  had 
purloined,  she  turned  leisurely  away.  It  was 
sufficient  for  her  to  know  that  it  was  there. 

Maria  before  felt  all  but  certain  that  she 
beloved,  but  this  hardly  made  the  assurance  of  it 
less  welcome  :  "  making  security  doubly  secure, 
is  not  thrown  away  in  love,  whatever  it  may  be  in 
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any  other  case.  If  every  breeze  that  passes  were 
to  tell  the  same  sweet  tale,  it  would  not  be  too  often 
told — it  would  never  be  looked  on  as  a  "  twice- 
told  talc." 

When  Maria,  sitting  on  her  lover's  bed,  where 
wc  left  her  some  few  pages  back,  felt  her  cheeks 
getting  a  little  too  much  like  the  glowing  sky 
Without,  her  ruffled  thoughts  naturally  took  refuge 
in  that  region  where  all  is  calm.  "  Can  we  be  too 
thankful  for  this  mercy,  my  friend .'"  said  she,  as  she 
cast  her  eyes  round  their  desolate  habitation,  with 
far  more  grateful  looks  than  she  had  ever  thrown 
upon  the  gilded  walls  of  her  most  splendid  palaiv. 
Now  my  reader  very  well  knows,  that  bare 
■heller,  four  boards,  and  a  little  pitcher — not  to 
say  &  word  about  the  rags  and  lump  of  grease — 
were  all  that  Maria  had  at  this  moment  to  excite 
her  gratitude.  These  may  seem  bumble  "  things  to 
thank  God  on,"  but  what  might  not  be  their  effect  ? 
— the  saving  of  the  life  of  him,  without  whom  life 
would  be  a  living  death!  and  this  help  to  be 
within  reach  at  a  moment  when  they  looked  for 
nothing  leas. 
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as  air,"  are  "  confirmation  strong  as  proof  of  holy 
writ" 

But  Montfort  would  never  have  guessed  at  this 
cause  to  account  for  the  glowing  cheeks  before 
him  :  be  had  closed  his  waistcoat  as  quick  as 
thought,  and  was  perfectly  sore  that  at  the  moment 
it  was  open,  Maria  was  looking  in  quite  the 
opposite  direction.  In  bet,  he  saw  her  head  turned 
directly  the  other  way. 

Poor  foolish  man!  He  did  not  kiiowthata  woman's 
eyes  can  Bee  any  thing  which  tells  her  that  she  is 
beloTed,  whether  it  happens  to  be  in  sight  or  no ! 
but  aa  for  this,  Maria  had  ample  time  to  view  it 
and  consular  it  in  all  its  b;-:irin.,  -.  i.i.J  ;■■  .ntler  ami 
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not  at  that  moment  amongst  tlie  number.  "  Can 
we  be  too  thankful  for  this  mercy  I"  said  she. 

"  That  we  cannot  be,  Maria.  Ob  !"  continued 
he  t«  her,  as  if  he  were  addressing  a  higher  order 
of  being — "  Oh  !  do  thou  teach  me  to  be  thankful 
enough  V* 

"  He  alone  can  do  that!"  said  the  lovely  en- 
thusiast, pointing  her  finger  to  the  skies.  "  Let 
us  Mlc  it  of  Umi  ■  " 

If  ever  incense  arose  pure  and  warm  from  the 
human  heart,  it  was  there.  Earthly  passions  both 
had — passions  now  so  strong,  that  either  would 
far  ratlier  have  sacrificed  life,  than  sacrificed  them 
— but  were  their  hearts  less  pure  on  their  account '. 
Let  not  him  who  would  not  insult  the  being  who 
placed  them  there,  dare  to  say  so!  Let  him  not 
dare  to  say,  that  he  who  built  the  temple  had 
denied  it  by  kindling  so  pure  a  fire  upon  the 
altar! 

When  their  prayers  were  over,  Maria  still  sat 
talking — not  much,  her  heart  was  too  full  for  that, 
bat  impressively.     "Oh!"  said  she,  "if  God  has 
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granted  my  prayers — if  your  pain  does 

I  will  take  such  care  of  you,  that  in  a  week  yi 

shall  be  as  strong  as  ever." 

"A  week?  I  trust  in  three  or  four  days, 
furthest,  for  our  provisions  will  not  bat  lunger.' 

"Well!"    returned    Maria,  her    beautiful  c 
kindling  until  they  seemed  to  light  up   the  h 
and  looking  as  if  she  thought  nothing  too 
be  undertaken  in  such  a  cause,    "do  yon 
1  shall  be  afraid  to  go  to  get  more? 
going  to  the  nearest  village  to-morrow." 

Mont  fort  looked  aghast.  It  was  quite  ui 
cessary  for  him  to  say,  "  In  Heaven's  name 
what  V  for  his  face  expressed  tt  so  plainly  ! 
Maria  answered  it. 

"  Why,  to  see  if  I  could  not  get  some  b* 
diMung  for  your  arm." 

"  I  never  will  agree  toil.  You  shall  not 
nothing  can  be  better  for  my  arm  than  the  way  li 
is  now  treated.  Promise  me,  solemnly,  Marin,  thai 
you  will  not  attempt  to  do  so  without  my  consent." 

"Do  you  suppose,"   said   she,    rep 
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"  that  1  would  think  of  such  a  thing  1  Do  you 
imagine  I  would  act  so  cruelly,  or  attempt  to 
act  at  all  without  your  advice  precisely  at  the 
moment  1  should  require  it  most  ?" 

Mont  Tort  had  laid  hold  of  a  part  of  Maria's  dress 
as  he  spoke  ;  not  surely  expecting  thereby  to  pre- 
vent her  leaving  him,  but  from  a  similar  impulse  to 
that  which  makes  ua  stretch  out  our  arms  towards  a 
mail-coach,  or  even  a  three-decker  if  she  is  bearing 
away  from  ua  a  being  that  we  treasure — an  im- 
pulse as  expressive  of  our  feelings,  as  ill-suited  to 
effect  their  object.  He  now  sought  to  withdraw 
his  hand  unseen,  as  lie  said,  "  I  beg  pardon,  dear 
Maria  !  for  being  so  very  absurd  ;  but  where  we 
are  so  anxious " 

But  the  action,  though  slight,  had  been  ob- 
served, and  Maria  spoke  with  perfect  sincerity, 
when  alie  completed  the  meaning  of  his  sentence 
by  aaying,  "  Yes !  in  such  a  case  1  can  allow  for 
one's  being  very  Billy."  She  added,  "  but  let  me 
entreat  you  not  to  agitate  yourself  in  your  present 
state  with  any  more  such  fancies.  Is  it  necessary 
vol.  i.  c 


for  me  to  tell  you  that  I  will  not  do  any  thing  you 
seriously  do  not  wish  me  to  do  ?" 

"No,  no,  Maria!  and  I  will  not  listen  to  such 
speech  from  you." 

Maria  felt  inclined  to  yet  linger  by  her  lover's 
side.  An  indistinct  dread  bung  over  her,  which 
made  her  almost  fear  to  go  to  bed,  lest  on  waking 
she  should  find  that  her  hopes  had  been  a  dream, 
but  her  horrors  realities.  She  thought,  however,  that 
it  was  now  time  for  Montfort  to  try  to  get  some 
sleep,  and  she  could  not  be  so  selfish  as  to  let  her 
uwn  wishes  stand  in  the  way. 

We  are  strange  beings  !  (By  the  way,  I  believe 
this  observation  has  been  made  once  or  twice 
before,  but  I  can't  help  making  it  again,  on  this 
occasion.)  We  are  strange  beings !  The  con- 
fiding girl— she  who  had  such  a  holy  trust  in  her 
lover — felt  something  like  a  sense  of  shame  o 
over  her,  as  she  laid  her  hand  upon  the  door  to 
h<  r«lf  up  with  him  for  the  night.  Foolish 
n  hat  had  she  to — not  fear — she  would  have 
spurned   at  the  idea  of  fear — but  what   had  her 
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delicacy  to  Aral  from?  Had  the  not  heavenly 
guards  around  bar— God,  her  own  inoooaace, 
and  tnw  affectioa  ? 

She  hesitated  ao  mocb,  that  Hontfort  observed 
it;  and,  fancying  something  had  alarmed  her,  aaid 
qoickly,  "  What  'a  die  matter?" 

"Kothing!"  replied  Maria,  laying  toch  an 
emphasis  on  the  word,  that  it  seemed  to  set  bar 
perfectly  at  ease.  We  sometimes  gain  courage 
from  the  determined  manner  we  set  about  doing 
that  respecting  which  a  little  doubt  did  previously 
remain  upon  our  minds. 

After  this,  they  only  spoke  on  one  subject  more. 
Maria  said,  "  I  shall  not  feel  confident  enough  to 
go  to  sleep,  unless  you  promise  to  wake  me  on 
the  instant  if  yon  should  have  any  pain  during  the 
night." 

"  If  that  is  all  that  will  keep  you  awake,  you 
shall  sleep  sound  enough.  Upon  my  honour  I 
will  do  so." 

"Thank  you,  and  God  preserve  you!  Good 
night." 

"  God  bless  yon,  Maria  !  " 
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But  although  Maria  thus  insinuated  that 
was  likely  to  go  to  sleep,  she  did   not  really 
so.    She  was,  however,  mistaken;  for  the  exl 
tion  of  this  terrible   day,  joined   to   its  booI 
close,    and    an    hour's    silent    thankfulness 
her  pillow  that  it  had  so  closed,  sent   her  swe* 
soul  to  the  laud  of  dreams,  whither,  she  he 
by  bis  breathing,  Mont  fort  had  betaken  him 
before. 

And  here  I  must  beg  to  inform  my  reader  I 
i  have  been  serious  for  one  whole  day  !  I 
could  I  be  otherwise,  with  my  Maria  in  agony 
tears  ? — and  Montfort,  whom  I  cannot  dislike, 
cause  he  loved  her  so  much,  in  pain  and  dang 
But,  nevertheless,  'tis  against  my  nature,  and 
must  be  allowed  to  laugh  as  much  as  I  please 
morrow,  to  make  up  for  it. 

But  no !  I  shall  not  be  able  to  laugh 
for  1  shall  want  some  one  to  laugh  with  me,  ■ 
neither  Maria  nor  Montfort  could  do  so  until  I 
nextday  :  the  most  they  could  sport  was  osniile- 
saiile,  too,  that  showed  the  scenes  they  had 


tub  tod.no  qukbh.  1-)U 

lately  gone  through  had  as  little  passed  from  their 
feelings  as  from  their  memories. 

WfcjM  that   morrow  came,  and   Maria  awoke 

■All  a  long  sound  sleep,  she  did  not  feel  one  bit 

it  as  she  had  done  twenty- four  hours  before. 

1  do  not  conceive  Montfort  deserves  any  credit 
whatever  for  his  amiability  on  waking;  for,  al- 
,  from  the  silence  of  the  hut,  he  thought 
Mana  must  be  still  asleep,  he  found  watching 
him  a  pair  of  eyes  that  seemed  especially  made 
to  control  all  evil  feelings.  Quiet  as  a  mouse, 
and  watchful  as  a  cat,  Maria  sat  as  if  ready 
to  ponnce  on  him  the  moment  be  stirred  ; — 
nevertheless  her  action  was  not  the  least  like  a 
pounce  when  it  did  take  place  ;  but  the  instant  his 
eyes  were  open,  she  was  beside  him  without 
seeming  to  have  made  a  single  effort  to  get  there  ; 
both  her  hands  were  placed  in  his,  but  the  only 
word  she  uttered  was — "  Well  ?" 

If  he  neither  pressed  the  dear  hands  to  bis 
lips  or  to  his  heart,  the  tremor  that  slightly  shook 
him  as  he  spoke  showed  what  his  wishes  were. 
What  he  said  I  am  not  aware,  but  I  know  that,  if 
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Maria "«  eyes  hardly  continued  to  wi 
leas  constantly  during  the  Erelong' 
was  without  there  being  any  very  deep  trie 
anxiety  in  them ;  and  they  did  watch 
Moctfort  almost  wished  the  girl  would  1 
What  ■  pity  it  is  that  Tom  Moore  has  1 
son-flow  erbefore  me ! — "The  sun-  flower  torn* 
God,"  &c.  would  hare  been  such  a  very  prtt 
appropriate  simile  !  But  I  must  Dot  meddle 
now, — no, no — *'  Honour  among  thieves "- 
And  now  Montfort  was  exposed  to  a 
another  sort  from  that  of  yesterday. 
danger,  where  danger  had  done  its 
there  was  nothing  left  to  be  lost?  Of 
conduct — of  her  tears — her  affliction 
illness,  the  memory,  how  ere  r  delightful,  mi 
confused ;  but  respecting  the  impression  that 
had  left  on  her  features  there  could  be  no  mil 
There  was  a  fixed,  an  unchanging  palei 
a  scared  and  frightened  look  remained, 
she  smiled.  He  could  not  disguise 
self  how  deep  the  feeling  must  have  been 
left  such  traces:  this  was  rather  a  hard 
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to  get  over  on  the  score  of  gratitude ;  but, 
just  as  he  was  lapsing  off  iuto  the  blessed  cer- 
tainty that  it  must  have  been  caused  by  a  far 
different  feeling,  the  thought  came  to  his  aid  that 
it  might  have  proceeded  from  anxiety  about  the  situ- 
ation she  herself  would  be  left  in  if  he  died.  "  But 
could  self  alone,"  thought  he,  "have  thus  affected 
ooe  whose  greatest  danger  seems  to  be,  that  she 
may  forget  self  altogether  ?  Nevertheless,  philo- 
sophers say  that  self-preservation  is  the  first  law 
of  nature.  But  then,  to  he  sure,"  he  added,  with  a 
satisfied  smile,  "they  say  a  great  number  of  silly 
things." 

Muntfort's  smile  proceeded  from  two  causes  :— 
the  first,  an  idea  flitted  through  his  mind  in  the 
shape  of  a  syllogism—"  I  am  of  human  nature— I 
would  rather  preserve  Maria  than  myself;  there- 
fore, self-preservation  is  not  the  first  law  of 
nature;" — the  second,  the  recollection  of  a  fair 
form  bending  before  him  to  shelter  him,  at  a  mo- 
ment that  it  might  be  death  to  do  so,  which 
to  tell  him  that  he  was  not  the  only  mortal 
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upon  earth  who  could  prove  the  philosophers  to 
be  wrong. 

Soon,  however,  his  smile  passed  away,  and  a 
most  determined  look  came  in  its  stead — "  But 
I  set  that  down  to  gratitude  then,"  said  he,  "  and 
why  should  I  think  differently  now?     I  won't." 

Of  all  the  mighty  powers  of  love,  I  am  by  no 
means  that  the  greatest  is  not  that  which  it 
sometimes  possesses  of  deceiving  itself.  I  profess 
to  make  others  believe  just  what  I  please,  whenever 
I  have  an  object  worth  the  trouble,  and  I  am  never 
surprised  at  being  able  to  do  so ;  but  f  must  con- 
fess I  have,  on  reflection,  sometimes  been  astonished 
at  what  I  have  made  myself  believe.  And  now, 
although  the  case  was  quite  a  clear  one,  Montfort 
at  last  so  mystified  himself,  that  he  seemed  to  say, 
The  true  light,  whatever  it  is,  shall  not  come  in 
upon  me  ;"  and  unaccountable  though  it  may 
seem,  he  did  remain  in  darkness,  or  in  a  sort  of 
twilight,  through  the  glimmerings  of  which  he 
could  fancy  that  he  did  see,  or  that  he  did  not 
see,  any  thing,  just  as  the  mood  led  him.     But 
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whatever  his  conclusion  (in  which,  like  that  of 
Kas&clas,  nothing  was  concluded,)  might  h*?a 
been,  the  mischief  of  gazing  on  Maria's  face,  and 
debating  about  it  whilst  it  was  thua  marked, 
wonld  liave  been  quite  the  same.  Never  in  such 
a  case  show  useless  obstinacy  ;  do  not  in  a  similar 
situation  try  to  resist  further:  when  it  comes  to 
this,  it  is  far  wiser  to  fold  your  robe  at  ouce,  in 
order  to  fall  decently  at  your  conqueror's  feet. 
It  look*  better,  and  the  finale  will  be  exactly  the 


I  have  said  that  during  this  day  Maria  and 
Mont  fort  could  only  smile;  but  once  something 
so  like  a  laugh  did  happen,  that  Maria  when  she 
thought  of  it,  was  quite  surprised. 

At  night,  after  they  had,  considering  the  circum- 
stances, eat  up  rather  late,  Mohtfort  had  the  con- 
science, notwithstanding,  to  hint  that  he  thought  it 
too  early  to  go  to  bed;  but  prudence,  who  often  says 
disagreeable  things,  told  Maria  plainly  that  she 
had  let  her  patient  remain  up  too  long  already.  She 
also  felt  a  little  sleepy  herself,  but  that,  of  course, 
bad  nothing  to  do  with  it. 
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With  a  shake  of  the  head,  therefore,  which  by 
no  means  implied  that  she  felt  any  pleasure  in  deaf 
u*I  Mont  fort  s  request,  she  said,  "No,  you  must  g 
U>  bed  immediately.  I  am  glad  you  taught  me  ho' 
to  rrt«<,  for  otherwise  I  think  I  should  hi' 
acnpkd  to  do  so,  now  that  1  have  the  power.'' 

"  A  a !  nut  I  never  refused  you  any  thing  excel 
far  twar  own  good,  Maria." 

"  Atti  do  »*  differ  in  that  respect  V 

5c«b  bis  conscience  being  at  this  moment,  I 

■aybA  W  expected,  a  little  tender,  would  not  pe 

Mat  bias  *>  t<U  an  abominable  story.     Lie  then 

MM  ekaaged  taw  plan  of  attack,  and  said,  "  Bu 
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ii  such  pleasure  to  have  you  at  my  mercy,  that  I 
may  be  tempted  to  keep  you  so  if  lean  !" 

"  You  roust  make  haste  then  and  think  about  it, 
for  your  nursing  has  made  me  half-well  already." 

Maria  did  not  answer  his  last  speech,  but 
turned  away  hastily,  under  pretence  of  closing  the 
door.  To  give  the  girl  her  due,  she  was  very  pru- 
dent, even  in  this  respect,  when  she  thought  of  it, 
and  she  did  not  choose  to  let  him  see  her  face 
whilst  there  was  so  much  expressed  in  it. 

By  the  way,  it  may  he  thought,  because  Maria 
had  a  prudent  fit  at  this  moment,  that  her  constant 
watching  of  Montfort  in  the  morning  was  to  pre- 
vent his  having  an  opportunity  of  remarking  in  her 
face  the  traces  1  spoke  of,  as  she  had  observed  his 
looks  always  sunk  before  hers.  No  such  thing ! 
Had  she  fancied  he  would  have  liked  it,  she  would 
then  willingly  have  shut  her  eyes,  and  have  let  him 
look  at  her  for  an  hour  together.  How  to  account 
for  tliis  change  in  her  1  do  not  know,  except  on 
the  principle  of  Acres'  courage — that  prudence 
come*  and  goes;   but  such  was  the  fact:  never- 
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tbeless  it  must  be  admitted  that  the  pale  che 
was  by  far  the  more  dangerous,  although  I 
flushed  might  have  been  the  more  beautiful. 

For  my  own  part,  1  hate  prudence.  It  is 
pitiful,  cowardly  sort  of  virtue,  and  i?  almost  s< 
to  sneak  out  of  the  way  precisely  at  the  mora* 
it  is  most  wanted  :  or  if  it  attempts  a  stand,  w 
what  ease  does  rage  beat  it  down,  ambition  bl 
it  up,  or  friendship  dotT  it  aside?  What  chan 
then,  has  it  against  love?  and  if  when  we  are  go 
to  commit  ourselves  it  is  never  to  be  found,  on 
either  hand,  when  we  are  likely  to  get  on  very  * 
without   it,    it    is    always  obtruding   its   adv 


theless  it  must  be  admitted  that  the  pale  cheek 
was  by  far  the  more  dangerous,  although  tin 
flushed  might  have  been  the  more  beautiful. 

For  my  own  part,  I  hate  prudence.  It  is  : 
pitiful,  cowardly  sort  of  virtue,  and  is  almost  auri 
to  sneak  out  of  the  way  precisely  at  the  n 
it  is  most  wanted  :  or  if  it  attempts  a  stand,  i 
what  ease  does  rage  beat  it  down,  ambition  fc 
it  Up,  or  friendship  doff  it  aside  f  What  chance, 
then,  has  it  against  love?  and  if  when  we  are  g 
to  commit  ourselves  it  is  never  to  be  found,  on  ti 
other  hand,  whet)  we  are  likely  to  get  on  very  wi 
without  it,  it  is  always  obtruding  its  advice. 
Were  it,  instead  of  this,  a  good,  honest,  staunch, 
bull-dog  sort  of  thing,  and  would  seize  my  * 
passions  by  the  nose,  and  pin  them  down,  1  wo 
say  something  to  it ;  but  it  is  a  yelping  cur,  t 
gives  an  irritating  and  unavailing  bark,  and  tl 
Dies. 

That  Maria  was  not  exactly  of  my  opinion — did 
not  exactly  treat  prudence  as  I  intend  to  do  I 
the  future  (I  have  had  too  much  of  it  heretofore) 
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—discard  it  altogether — is  evident,  because  mere 
inclination,  if  she  had  thought  of  nothing  else, 
would  have  led  her  to  give  her  helpless  charge  a 
kiss  before  he  lay  down  to  rest,  instead  of  a  simple 
"  good  night ;"  not,  however,  with  a  view  of 
making  him  sleep  sound,  for  she  was  not  altogether 
so  ignorant  on  the  subject,  as  to  guess  that  this 
would  be  its  effect. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


"  So  saying,  with  diipatenftl  look*  in  hmitt 
She  laroi,  od  boapiUble  thoughts  intent." 

MlLTOK. 


The  next  morning,  as  soon  at  Maria  had  come  * . 
little  to  herself,  she  said,  in  a  low  whisper,  "  A** 
you  awake  yet?"  fearing  to  disturb  him  ahoul** 
that  not  be  the  case ;  and  she  was  immediately 
answered  in  a  voice  attempting  an  imitation  o* 
her  own,   "No,  Maria,  but  are  yon?"  the  sue 


The  delight,  however,  that  a  sound  gives,  does 
not  always  depend  upon  its  sweetness.  I  recollect 
once  making  a  trifling  mistake  between  the  music 
of  the  spheres  and  the  grating  of  a  carriage- wheel 
against  the  curb-stone— but  then,  to  be  sure,  I 
knew  who  was  to  come  forth  out  of  that  carriage. 
So  with  Maria  now.  She  never  before  thought  so 
little  of  "sweet  souths"  and  "  banks  of  violets." 
In  fact,  so  completely  did  this  harsh  sound  tell  her 
all  she  wished,  that  she  almost  thought  it  unneces- 
sary to  ask  him  how  he  felt. 

Maria  then,  like- 
Waked  by  the  circling  liours,  with  rosy  hand 
Tjnbarr'd  the  gale*  of  light," — 
that  is,  opened  the  door. 

"  It  is  really  too  bad  !"  said  she,  as  she  looked 
oat;  "  why,  the  sun  has  been  up  for  an  hour  at 
least." 

"Quite  shocking!"  replied  Montfort ;  "but 
may  I  not  get  up  and  enjoy  the  cool  air?" 

"  I  am  almost  afraid  :  I  think  it  is  too  cool  yet ; 
and  we  muiluol  run  any  risk.     Will  you  wait  until 
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1  have  made  my  toilet,  and  by  that  time  »l 
will  be  warm  enough ;  then,  whilst  you  a*""* 
washing,  I  will  pat  the  house  to  rights,  and  g*?* 
breakfast." 

"  Bless  me,  Maria !  what  can  be  the  matte** 
with  you  ?  Instead  of, '  you  must  go  to  bed,  and 
you  shall  do  this,  and  you  shall  not  do  that,'  we 
have  nothing  hut  *  will  you  V  and  '  if  yon  please.* 
I  am  afraid  you  are  very  ill." 

"  No !  but  you  are  very  well !  We  are  always* 
inclined  to  be  amiable  when  allowed  to  have  our 
own  way,  and  I  ought  to  treat  you  well  for  obey 
ing  my  commands  in  getting  so  much  better." 

"  Then  if  I  had  happened  to  have  been  worse, 
I  suppose  you  would  have  scolded  me." 

"  No !  I  don't  think  I  should  have  done  that." 

"  Yea,  you  would !  and  had  1  been  very  ill 
indeed,  I  should  have  had  the  terrible  fist  I  saw 
last  night  boxing  my  ears.     However,  as  you  are 
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Maria,  having  once  got  out,  took  care  to  stay 
until  she  thought  it  warm  enough  for  Montfort  to 
venture,  as  she  knew  there  was  no  fear  of  his 
attempting  to  move  until  she  returned,— that  he 
should  not  do  so,  under  such  circumstances,  having 
been  one  of  the  few  rules  tbey  had  found  it  of 
advantage  to  adopt  whilst  leading  their  strange 
life;  and  a  strange  life  it  must  be  allowed  to  be, 
although  it  is  extraordinary  how  much  of  its 
strangeness  had  disappeared  by  this  time,  owing 
to  there  being  true  modesty  and  delicacy  on  both 
sides,  but  no  fastidiousness  on  either.  Montfort  had 
all  the  delicacy  of  a  lover,  and  Maria's  modesty 
was  of  the  sweetest  sort ;  not  that  hedge-hog  thing 
that  is  always  bristling  up  against  you,  although 
your  thoughts  may  be  as  chaste  as  Diana's, — but  a 
trusting,  a  confiding  modesty,  "  whose  nature  was 
so  far  from  doing  harm,  that  it  suspected  none." 
It  was  a  modesty  that  even  a  coarse-minded  man 
would  have  felt  inclined  to  protect,  because  it 
so  evidently  depended  on  being  thus  treated. 
But  notwithstanding  all  my  praise  of  Maria,  I 
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must  admit  that  she  could  sometime  make  herself 
as  disagreeable  as  any  young  woman  you  ever  met 
with.  She  was  worse  than  a  second  conscience  to 
one,  for  there  was  such  an  air  of  innocence  about 
her,  that  in  her  presence  you  could  not  persuade 
yourself  by  any  sophistry  you  were  doing  right 
when  you  were  doing  wrong — which  may  be  con- 
sidered a  sort  of  ill-breeding  on  her  part. 

When  they  had  at  length  changed  places,  and 
Montfort  was  at  the  stream,  and  Maria  in  the  hut, 
the  latter  poked  into  a  little  place  overhead  which 
she  had  not  before  examined,  and  there  discovered 
a  tin  cup,  that  from  its  smutty  appearance  had 
evidently  been  used  over  fire.  "  Oh  I"  said  she, 
calling  out  to  Montfort  as  loud  as  she  could, 
in  great  delight,  "  I  have  found  something  that 
will  do  admirably  well  to  boil  your  poultice  in." 

She  received  the  gracious  reply  of  "  humph!" 
Supposing  he  could  not  have  heard  the  intelligence 
which  she  fancied  was  to  give  him  as  much  plea- 
sure  as  it  had  given  her,  she  repeated  it :  but  a 
»econd  "  humph  !"  was  all  that  she  could  get. 
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It  struck  Maria  that  her  good  news  were  by  no 
means  received  as  thankfully  as  it  ought  to  have 
been,  for  which  she  could  not  exactly  assign  a 
satisfactory  reason  ;  but  being  very  busy,  she  did 
not  much  try  to  do  so,  and  went  on  with  her  work. 
However,  she  did  afterwards  remark,  that,  subse- 
quently, when  she  used  to  dress  his  arm  in  a  tidy, 
decent,  christian-like  way,  he  seemed  compara- 
tively uninterested  about  it,  to  what  he  had  been 
when  it  was  done  in  the  much  more  primitive 
manner. 

This  "primitive  manner"  was  such  a  neat 
finishing  off  of  the  last  sentence,  that  the  subject 
evidently  should  have  ended  there;  but  I  must 
prolong  it  to  say,  that  1  could  almost  fancy  the 
poor  little  unoffending  cup  to  start  back  in  a  fright 
at  the  malignant  look  ontfort  gave  it  when  Maria 
at  length  came  out,  presenting  it  to  him  in  triumph. 
Although  he  did  not  say  so,  he  thought  he  had 
never  seen  bo  odious,  ugly,  ill-shaped  a  cup  in 
his  life.     1  would  strongly  advise  it  to  keep  out  of 

*  way,  for,  with  a  good   big  stone,  and  oppor- 


tunity — that  is,  Maria's  back  turned — I  would  not 
answer  fur  the  consequences. 

By  the  way,  I  have  never  said  what  the  mouth 
which  he,  not  unnaturally,  preferred  to  this  smutty 
utensil,  was  like.  How  could  1,  when  there  i» 
nothing  sweet  enough  on  earth  to  compare  it  to, 
except  other  mouths,  which  1  fear  would  not  bring 
out  the  idea  much.  Besides,  such  comparison 
would  be  the  means  of  making  a  preliy  figure  of 
Maria,  as  each  man  (for  men  will  read  this  book 
in  spite  of  all  that  I  can  say  to  the  eofttrwy) 
would  naturally  compare  it  to  the  lips  he  loves  best. 
I,  for  instance,  should  say  they  were  exactly  like 

's :  then  all  who   know  her,  would  at  once 

have  a  clear  impression  of  this  concentration  of  the 
beautiful.  And  this  plan,  in  Europe  generally, 
except  amongst  the  "  Finest  Pisantry,"  who  cer- 
tainly are  the  worst  mouthed  people  in  the  world, 
might  answer  well  enough.  But  only  fancy  what  a 
figure  would  be  made  of  the  poor  girl  when  thti 
history  gets  out  amidst  the  black,  and  blue,  and 
lipped  damsels  we  read  of  !  Sot 
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the  banks  of  the  Niger,  when  the  genius  of  the  march 
of  intellect  marches  boldly  up  its  hanks,  with  my 
book  in  one  hand,  and  the  Penny  Magazine  in  the 
other,  would  liken  Maria's  lips  to  his  own  Worn- 
ky'a.  Mow  Wowskys  may  be  very  pretty  in  Africa, 
but  I  don't  think  they  would  exactly  suit  the  rest 
of  Maria's  features.  Then,  in  the  South  Sea 
Islands  they  would  inevitably  be  tattooed  in  (he 
most  approved  fashion,  in  a  neat  pattern,  like  a 
Manchester  cotton.  Oh!  it  will  never  do:  I 
must  let  her  mouth  alone,  and  beg  all  who  ban  no 
right  to  meddle  with  it,  will  do  so  too. 

However,  I  do  regret  the  loss  of  the  formal 
description  of  the  heroine  in  the  novel  of  the 
bygone  day,  which  used  to  be  given  with  as 
much  creditable  exactness  as  a  tailor  employs  in 
taking  a  measure,  and  as  carefully  noted  down — 
so  many  inches  from  the  tip  of  the  nose  to  the  tip 
of  lb«  chin,  &e.  And  then,  for  florid  description, 
the  account  of  all  her  wonderful  qualities  was 
only  to  be  equalled  by  that  of  the  showman  enu- 
merating those  of  the  royal  liger — of  which  it  used 
to  put  ine  so  much   in  mind,   that  I  always  fell 


166  TBM   TOl-SO    QPEBK. 

inclined  to    say   "  Please,    sir,    to    stir  her    u| 
biL" 

I  do  not,  however,  follow  an  example  1  so  mi 
approve,  because  I  cannot — that  is,  I  cannot  e 
ceed.  Were  I  to  give  her  dimensions  to 
veriest  fraction,  how  would  that  show  her  ec 
which,  nevertheless,  was  as  plain  to  be  seen  lo 
ing  from  her  face  as  is  a  housemaid  looking  oni 
an  upstairs  window  ? 

But  who  could  describe  Maria  now  they 
gone— the  two  mighty  ones — the  bane  and  ai 
dole  of  their  age,  Byron  and  Scott — he  who  tx 
with  a  giant's  strength  to  drag  us  down  to  eai 
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ones ;  and  he  whose  steady  fires,  glorious  as  great, 
shone  upon  the  gloomy  abyss  into  which  the  other 
would  have  led  us,  warning  us  of  our  danger,  and 
inducing  us  to  shun  it  by  making  virtue  herself  look 
yet  mote  lovely,  and  giving  to  principle  and  honour 
a  yet  more  noble  and  more  knightly  bearing  I 

The  last  of  the  "illustrious  three" — Thomas 
Moore — would  never  pourtray  Maria  correctly :  he 
would  be  oft'  at  his  "  infant  dreams" — his  "  roses 
and  raiubows" — and  would  give  you  a  beautiful 
picture,  no  doubt ;  but  it  wouldn't  be  the  least 
like  Maria,  for  she  was  not  all  roses  and  rainbows ; 
—he  would  paint  you  a  thing  too  bright  for  earth, 
but  such  was  nut  the  girl  1  write  of.  No  !  earth  was 
tier  fitting  station,  but  only  for  a  while  :  though  not 
her  final  home,  you  saw  it  was  her  present  resting- 
place,  and  that  she  harmonised  with  all  its  love- 
liest parts.  Flowers*  seemed  made  for  her, — 
forests  and  mountains,  and  all  the  mighty  host  of 
heaven  ;  for,  gentle  and  sweet  as  was  her  soul,  it 
was  no  less  noble  and  sublime  ; — yet  was  she 
formed  for  man's  companion,  and  to  be  such  was 
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tier  highest  earthly  liope;  nor  could  ber 

have  been  more  outraged  than  by  being,  iii  tbt 

thoughts  of  those  she  valued,  set  above  him. 

"  Beauty  too  rich  for  use— too  rare  for  earth!" 
has  always  seemed  to  me  a  very  bad  compliment 
for  Romeo  to  pay  Juliet.  Had  Mont  ion  fuf  • 
moment  imagined  such  a  thing  of  Marin,  tbt 
would  have  felt  much  inclined  to  box  his  ear*,  if 
only  to  convince  him  that  she  was  not  an 
but  quite  earthly. 

But  what  a  word  have  I  used  in  speakiug 
heroine  !— Paint !  I  think  of  the  illustrators, 
tremble:  I  think  of  nil  the  barbarities  they 
practised   on   Isabella,  Countess  de  Croyc, 
others, — and  is  it  to  be  wondered  at  thai  t 
agony  for  my  poor  Maria  ? 

With  respect  to  Isabella,  I  am  by  do 
sure  that  an  action  for  libel  would  not  he 
the  perpetrators.  Oh,  bless  me! — I  uiea 
trators  ;  for,  if  the  face  be  taken  as  an  i: 
ilie  mind,  surely  never  were  more  unhi 
things  said  of  a  young   lady — not  even   in 


THE    YOUNG    OfEKN.  169 

regions  of  St.  Giles's.  Let  me  die  if  the  man 
playing  the  clarionet  in  Hogarth's  Enraged 
Musician  might  not  have  sat  for  the  likeness  ! 

And 'tis  thus  with  all  of  them — Smirke,  and  one 
or  two  others,  who  really  have  mind,  excepted.  Is 
it  not  very  hard  they  will  not  let  the  beautiful  ideal 
alone,  but  must  try  to  lay  hold  of  it  with  their 
daubed  and  dirty  fingers? — And  a  pretty  thing 
they  make  of  it  1  I  once  saw  Miranda  transformed 
by  a  conjuror  of  this  sort  (whose  power  quite 
eclipsed  that  of  her  magician  father)  into  a  remark- 
ably comely  young  woman,  who  seemed  formed 
by  nature  to  do  wonders  at  the  washing-tub ; — but 
this  was  by  a  private  practitioner,  and  has  not  yet 
been  given  to  the  "taste  of  the  age,"  which, 
however,  I  haven't  a  doubt  it  would  suit. 

Hut  there  has  lately  sprung  up  a  still  more  dis- 
gusting set  of  illustrators — English  Carlo  Dolcis, 
without  any  of  his  redeeming  qualities.  They  ap- 
pear to  think  there  is  only  one  thing  to  be  attended 
to  in  the  composition  of  a  heroine — to  make  her  all 
of  barley-sugar.    Trying  to  express  her  character  in 
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X;  ^  I  mass  ±v*  sa>  Mm! — 1  cannot  describe 
ier.  My  inc.  mVni  as  I  a»e  hinted  in  my  last 
nuoi.  i*  -swti  Mr  to  Ecv :  bat,  to  at  nothing  of 
3K  rmooiw  31  «zw»  of  the  two  ladies,  I  do  not 
TSKuKt  aiy  uasf  afcoa*  a  bale  smutty  tin  pot  is 
Furwse,.  waaca  a«e.  ar-wem-.  made  a  «iy  pro- 
-i.w.1-  araeie.  Man*,  to    his  gnat  annojaoce. 
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else  earthly  to  do,  which  is.  no  drat*.  m««  hair 
flattering  to  tbem. 

He  of  the  hour-gtutf,  Iwiwi,  never  before  to 
them  flew  •»  fast :  there  waa  posaOrely  no  keep- 
ing pace  with  him.  Tney  seemed  hardly  to  have 
begun  acenting  the  inspiriting  morning  air  of  the 
mountains,  before  evening  stole  apon  them  with 
her  demure  face,  looking  as  if  she  had  not  roane 
owe  bat  before  she  might  hare  been  expected.  If 
to  Maria  it  was  happiness  for  which  she  knew  not 
a  name  sweet  enough,  to  bustle  about  all  day  in 
Montfott's  sight  and  for  bis  comfort,  the  tb'/r>;-t>t 
hardly  appeared  to  hare  taken  posses* ion  if  bet 
mind  before  her  labours  were  over,  and  she  was 
again  seated  by  his  side.  And  if  be  sat  down  outside 
the  hut  to  watch  Maria  busy  about  their  dinner, 
hours  -had  passed  away  and  dinner  was  ready 
before  it  seemed  to  him  that  he  had  got  quite 
comfortable  in  his  seat,  and  beeun  fully  to  enjoy 
that  deliciously  dreaming  kind  of  happiness  that 
comes  over  us  when  we  are  still  rery  weak  and  lan- 
guid, bnt  feel  cheered  almost  to  intoxication  by 
the  presence  of  a  bright  sun  and  a  kind  nurse. 


172  THB   YOUNG    Q.FEEN, 

With  respect  to  watching,  a  perfect  change  had 
taken  place.  Montfort  had  again  become  the 
watcher  instead  of  the  watched.  As  soon  as 
Maria  was  assured  that  he  was  past  all  danger, 

I  certainly  recovering,  her  eyes,  like  Captain 
Parry's  compass  when  lie  got  to — I  forget  the 
exact  latitude  and  longitude,  but  vide  Appendix — 
turned  to  any  part  but  that  to  which  they  had 
before  so  steadfastly  pointed.  Nevertheless,  al- 
though her  glances  were  seldom  towards  him,  you 
saw  by  her  manner  that  she  was  fully  conscious 
of  the  direction  his  took. 

Whether  or  no  a  look  is  to  be  felt  like  a  blow, 
I  won'tsay  ;  but  this  1  know,  that  1  am  sometimes 
aware  of  certain  looks  being  upon  me  without 
ever  having  seen  them.  There  is  one  little  basi- 
lisk— Heaven's  blessing  be  upon  her !  whose  fasci- 
nation is  so  powerful  that  1  am  sure  1  should  feel 
Hie  spell  to  my  very  heart  if  she  only  took  a  stolen 
l«<:p  at  ray  little  finger. 

All  this  morning  it  might  have  been  remarked 
that  Lion  kept  his  eyes  on  his  mistress  nearly 
much  as   did  her  other  admirer;  but  I   will  not 


answer  for  it  that  it  wqs  from  altogether  so  sen- 
timental a  motive,  as  they  were  occasionally  di- 
rected to  what  she  was  cooking,  which  seemed  to 
imply  thmt  the  thoughts  of  eating  had  something 
to  do  with  his  devotion.  Montfort  would  as  soon 
hare  thought  of  eating  Maria.  The  royal  cook 
was  trying  to  make  a  little  broth  for  her  patient 
in  her  favourite  tin  cup  out  of  the  least-dressed 
of  their  meat ;  Li  being  promised  the  bouilfie : 
"  and  thus,"  said  she,  "  1  shall  provide  for  both 
my  troubles  at  once." 

Maria  was  very  fond  of  coupling  the  pair  toge- 
ther ;  1  don't  mean  as  they  couple  hounds,  but 
including  them  in  the  same  sentence.  Why 
should  this  have  been  1  Was  it  that  she  thought 
Montfort  might  also  in  idea  put  himself  on  a  par 
with  his  yokefellow,  and  conceive  that  some  por- 
tion of  the  affection  that  was  expressed  for  the 
one  must  attach  to  the  other  ?  Did  she  hope  that 
the  language  she  could  address  to  Li  would  be 
claimed  by  him  to  whom  she  could  not  address 
I  she  conceive  that  Montfort  would  sup- 
e  had  a  right  to  half  of  such  a  speech  as  "  Li, 
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my  poor   Li,    who  followed  me  through  danger 
and  want !   Li  shall  never  part  from  me  ;  but  s 
even  my  grave,  if  I  am  allowed  to  have  one." 

I  cannot  auawer  the  question  1  have  asked.  I 
am  young  and  simple,  and  know  nothing  of  the 
depths  and  mysteries  of  this  passion.  But  if  what 
I  hate  just  related  may  account  for  a  little  of 
Maria's  kindness  to  Li,  Montfort,  who  really  loved 
him  nearly  as  well,  was  no  less  deceitful  at  times. 
If  he  saw  her  caress  him,  the  moment  he  thought 
he  was  not  observed  he  would  call  hioi  ovef  and 
do  aotoo.  In  fact,  he  was  an  innocent  point  at 
which  their  unavowed  feelings  might  meet. 

Montfort  was  not  allowed  to  enjoy  his  Mus- 
sulman heaven — his  dreamy  happiness  with 
houri  flitting  before  him  in  his  visions,  like  a  fire- 
fly before  the  hall-closed  eyes  of  a  muser,  without 
being  often  disturbed  by  the  houri  herself  i 
suiting  him  on  some  knotty  point  which  was  t 
no  means  of  a  heavenly  nature,  for  their  house- 
keeping was  not  got  over  without,  much  planning 
and  contriving  on  their  parts.     Perhaps  the  plea- 

i  these  consultations  gave  to  both  might  have 
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been  a  great  cause  of  their  so  frequently  laying 
their  beads  together.  [1  beg  this  phrase  may  not 
be  understood  literally] 

Nature  had  made  it  impossible  for  Maria  to  do 
any  thing  awkwardly  ;  but  it  must  be  confessed 
her  knowledge  as  a  housewife  did  not  go  very  far, 
of  which  she  felt  rather  ashamed,  for  she  was  too 
much  of  a  real  lady  to  be  fine  lady  enough  to 
think  there  was  any  thing  grand  in  being  ignorant 
on  auch  subjects;  and  it  was  quite  in  vain  that 
Mont  fort  told  her  she  ought  to  give  herself  airs 
about  it  instead  of  trying  to  excuse  it ;  which  bIk1 
did  by  pleading  with  all  humility — "  You  know  I 
cannot  help  it,  that  it  is  not  my  fault,  for  I  never 
had  an  opportunity  of  learning  to  do  any  thing 
uicful :"— which  was  true,  for  until  thus  set  to 
exercise  her  ingenuity,  she  had  always  been  as 
useless  as  a  queen  ought  to  be.  But  thus  it  is,  that 
the  really  great  often  do  not  understand  the  affec- 
tations to  be  great  of  we  little  ones— do  not  exactly 
comprehend  to  what  end  all  our  mighty  efforts 
um.  We  may  strut  and  swell  like  so  many  turkey- 
cocks,  without  being  understood  for  our  pains. 


Mont  fort,  too,  was  above  such  vulgar  trash;  but, 
nevertheless,  he  did  not  think,  himself  justified  in 
ever  giving  his  ideas  in  any  case,  however  plain  it 
might  be,  without  first  having  plenty  of  conver- 
sation on  the  subject  ;  which  would  sometimes 
induce  Maria  to  give  it  as  her  candid  opinion,  "that 
he  did  not  really  know  much  more  of  the  mutter 
than  she  did,  although  he  pretended  to  do  so." 

1  have  endeavoured,  it  will  be  perceived,  to 
niark  a  difference  between  the  real  and  the  fine 
lady.  .  1  fain  would  do  go — as  deeply  as  it  is 
marked  in  truth.  And  the  difference  is  this :  the 
one,  above  silly  pretence,  and  actuated  by  good 
feelings  and  good  taste,  is  always  ready,  in  aa 
great  a  degree  as  is  to  be  expected  from  our 
nature,  to  give  herself  up  for  the  comfort  and  hap- 
piness of  those  around  her.  The  other,  fuli  of 
pretence,  with  grovelling  taste  and  blunted  feelings, 
cuts  through  and  mangles  those  of  other  people 
for  the  most  momentary  gratification  of  her  own 
course  mind. 

I  have  my  doubts  if  fine  ladies  (unless  they 
repent)  go  to  heaven. 


But  whilst  describing  how  fast  flew  the  time  of 
the  lovers,  I  must  not  forget  my  fair  reader,  who 
may  not  feel  it  move  so  rapidly  if  I  describe  every 
thing  they  said  and  did,  but  which  still  was  hap- 
piness to  them.  These  were  ample  for  their 
amusement,  but  might  not  prove  so  to  the  possessor 
of  the  sweet  eyes  that  now  rest  upon  these  pages, 
because,  to  fully  enter  into  their  feelings,  it  would 
be  necessary  for  her  also  to  be  in  love — which,  of 
course,  is  not  the  case,  although  that  blush  would 
seen  to  tell  a  different  tale.  I  shall  therefore  skip 
a  little,  just  to  save  her  that  trouble,  and  merely 
say  of  the  rest  of  this  day,  that  it  gave  Montlbrt 
more  strength  than  Maria  expected,  and  almost 
a*  much  as  she  wished. 

On  the  following  morning  they  were  not  near  so 
lazy-  Maria  was  out  of  the  hut  at  such  an  early 
hour  that  Montlbrt  feared  she  would  get  her  feet 
wet  before  the  sun  had  power  to  dry  up  the  dew, 
and  he  felt  at  first  inclined  to  scold  ;  for,  in  all 
their  wanderings,  it  was  a  deep  source  of  anxiety 
,  lest  her  strength  should  give  way  under 


178  THE    Ylll'NG    QQglfr- 

the  hardships  she  was  exposed  to;  but  when  her 
face  met  his  sight,  now  again  in  rosy  health,  it 
really  was  not  in  his  power  to  alarm  himself. 
although  he  tried  to  do  so;  and  his  delight  at 
seeing  her  so  well,  called  up  a  colour  in  bis  own 
cheek,  which  by  no  means  belonged  to  it  at  present. 
From  Maria  all  traces  of  her  fright  had  at  length 
disappeared,  and  Montfort  could  not  help  saying, 
"  It  is  such  a  comfort  to  see  you  looking  like 
yourself  again  1"  To  which  she  made  no  reply, 
but  cast  a  glance  at  the  exact  spot  where  she 
knew  the  lock  of  her  hair  was  lying.  It  was  not 
at  all  the  sort  oflook  to  stop  there— it  entered  Ins 
bosom  with  as  much  ease  as  the  sharpest  sword 
would  have  done  ;  indeed,  with  more  ease, —that 
is,  to  Montfort. 

Maria';-  colour,  although  not  quite  so  deep,  was 
full  as  honest  as  any  dairy-maid's,  and  her  face 
blood  washiug  as  well.  But  not  so  Montfort 's! 
When  the  excitement  was  over,  it  quickly  resumed 
its  invalidish  look  ;  for  although  another  night's 
rest,  and   another  good   sleep,    had   additionally 
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recruited  htm,  he  was  still  more  weak  thin  he 
could  have  fancied  it  possible  from  the  few  hours 
his  sufferings  had  lasted. 

When  Maria  next  remarked  his  face  at  break- 
fast-time, the  change  in  it  immediately  struck  her. 
"  Bless  me  !  how  sadly  pale  he  looks  again !  but 
he  was  not  pale  half  an  hour  ago.  What  could 
hate  given  him  colour  then  ?  He  must  have  been 
blushing!  What  could  it  have  been  at?  lamsnre 
it  was  not  at  any  thing  I  said,  for  I  could  not  say 
a  word — not  even  look  in  his  face  when  he  spoke 
•o  kindly  to  me.  Ah  !  then  that's  the  reason !  1 
myself  must  have  blushed.  Now  I  am  very  much 
vexed  at  that,  as  it  may  frighten  him  from  speak- 
ing to  me  in  the  same  way  again.  He  must  have 
thought  he  had  said  too  much — which  I  am  sure 
be  did  not.     But  he  is  very  foolish  !" 

Maria's  speculations  were  wrong  as  to  the  cause 
of  Montfort's  colouring,  but,  nevertheless,  I  may 
explain  the  meaning  of  them. 

Although  such  a  passion  as  her's  makes  us  as 
s  of  the  honour  ns  of  the  love  of  its  object, 


and  therefore,  as  I  have  already  said,  she  would 
not  for  the  world  have  had  Montfort  declare  the 
feelings  she  knew  him  to  possess,  still,  it  must  be 
confessed,  she  did  think  him  a  little  over-scru- 
pulous; and  that  he  need  not,  by  fits  and  starts, 
try  to  look  so  very  cold,  nor,  to  give  the  impression 
that  the  deep  interest  for  her,  which  he  was  aware 
he  could  not  always  conceal,  proceeded  from  that 
cause  alone,  be  constantly  talking  of  his  gratitude 
— an  odious  phrase,  it  would  have  seemed,  but  that 
Maria  knew  its  true  meaning. 

To  say  the  truth,  Mont  fort's  parrot-like  use  of 
this  word  did  sometimes  make  Maria  rather 
pettish  ;  and  now  and  then  her  pettishness  got  her 
into  a  little  scrape.  On  one  occasion  Montfort  had 
said  something  which  made  Maria  fancy  he  w 
for  the  moment  rather  desponding  on  her  account, 
for  which  she  laughed  at  him  and  asked,  "  Well, 
what  are  you  going  to  conjure  up  next  to  alarm 
yourself  about? " 

"  Nothing  can  alarm  me,  Maria,  whilst  you  arc 
sate  and  well."    This  was  said  with  all  his  heart. 
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Mul  it  pleased  Maria  accordingly  ;  bat  lie  quickly 
added,  in  what  she  fancied  to  be  an  altered  tone, 
*'  and  it  would  be  the  height  of  ingratitude." 

'■  O,  come!  do  more  gratitude!"  said  she, 
abruptly,  and  laying  a  greater  stress  on  the  last 
word  than  perhaps  the  sentence  required. 

"  But  I  meant  gratitude  to  Heaven,"  replied 
Montrbtl,  with  a  quiet  sort  of  stare  at  Maria's 
misunderstanding    the    meaning    of   to    plain    a 


"  Oh!  "  stammered  Maria,  in  some  confusion, 
"  I  fancied  it  was  to  me." 

"  Heaven  and  thee  I  "mused  Montfort.  "  Pretty 
juxtaposition  !  "  and  he  would  like  to  hare  sighed 
ajuaxingly,  but  did  not  dare. 

But  Maria  was  seldom  unguarded  enough  to 
let  her  hasty  feelings  betray  themselves  in  words. 
She  generally  argued  herself  out  of  them  by 
aaying,  "  Am  I  not  a  fool  to  feel  this  unreasonable 
waapishness  about  his  occasional  coldness  of  man- 
ner towards  me,  when  I  know  his  heart  ?  And  am 
1  not  worse  than  a  fool  to  feel  it  when  I  know  his 
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motive  for  acting  sq,  and  when  I  cannot,  even  i 
least  sensible  moments,  make  myself  believe  that 
be  does  not  deserve  every  credit  for  the  attempt 
And  then  she  usually  ended  by  adding,  "  But, 
poor  fellow  !  what  a  great  deal  of  trouble  it  would 
save  him  if  t  eould  only  tell  him  that  ail  his  efforts 
are  thrown  away  !  " 

Wheu  after  breakfast  Maria  was  again  busy  in 
her  occupations,  which  on  this  fourth  day  of  her 
apprenticeship  she  found  herself  much  more  a: 
home  in,— and  when,  of  her  two  "  plagues  anc 
troubles,"  as  she  was  never  tired  of  calling  them 
she  had  seated  the  one,  and  the  other  had  seated 
himself,  quite  comfortably  outside  their  door, 
she  looked  for  some  time  as  if  revolving  great 
things  in  her  mind.  At  length  she  said  with 
much  the  air  of  a  Pythoness  or  wrapt  Sybil,  "  I  'U 
make  a  cake  !"  lier  mysterious  looks,  which  had 
been  so  profound  as  to  have  attracted  the  notice 
of  one,  if  not  of  both,  of  her  companions,  were 
now  all  explained. 

"The  deuce  you  will,  Maria!  and  bow  will 
you  manage  it?" 


THE    YOITKO    QIJEEK.  183 

"  Why,  have  I  not  flour,  and  water,  and 
hands  !  " 

"  That  you  have,"  thought  Montfort ;  "  the 
prettiest  I  ever  saw,  though  not  always  the  most 
useful." 

"  And  I  'II  make  it  sweet  too,  for  1  '11  put  the 
honey  in  it !  " 

Had  Montfort  been  a  London  shop-boy,  he  must 
inevitably  have  said,  with  a  jerk,  and  a  smirk, 
and  a  wriggle,  that  "  Miss  might  save  the  honey," 
Bcc ;  and,  although  he  was  not  the  style  of  man 
who  could  posBtbly  utter  such  a  thing,  I  won't 
answer  for  it  that  the  cockney  idea  did  not  come 
into  his  head. 

Did  mighty  I.ove  himself  ever  show  a  mightier 
power  than  this,  of  transforming  a  gentleman  into 
any  thing  like  a  cockney  ' 

"  And  how  will  you  manage  to  bake  it, 
Maria?" 

"  Why,  1  will  make  it  very  thin,  and  bake  it 
upon  a  red-hot  stone." 

"  You  will  make  a  nice  mess  of  it !  " 
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"  Come,  come,  sir !  no  impertinence,  or  Li  Bad 
I  will  eat  it  all,  and  not  give  you  any." 

"  Then  perhaps  I  shall  be   saved  the  hardest 
part  of  the  job!" 

It  must  be  admitted  that  Maria's  bright 
ceptlou  was  not  altogether  realised ;  for,  for  the 
life  of  her,  she  could  not  get  it  to  stick  together, 
and  was  obliged  to  boil  it  at  last — when  it  made 
a  pudding  which  they  all  thought  very  good.  But 
the  principal  advantage  of  the  attempt  consisted 
in  its  making  thorn  laugh  a  good  deal  :  besides, 
the  lady's  little  royal  hands  did  look  so  pretty  dab- 
bled all  over  with  flour.  Their  cookery  in  general, 
I  must  confess,  was  by  no  means  scientific ;  and  had 
Montfort  been  an  epicure,  and  not  in  love  with  his 
cook-maid,  he  would  have  thought  it  very  bad. 

This  evening,  when  the  sun  had  got  low  enough 
behind  the  mountains  to  give  them  shade  and 
coolness,  Maria  led  her  patient  (who  was  quite 
sure  to  deserve  that  name  when  so  led)  a  few 
yards  from  their  hut  to  the  only  level  spot  near 
It  was  very  smalt,  but  had  a  nice  short 
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grassy  sward  orer  it.  Here  they  walked  slowly  up 
and  down  for  some  time,  Maria,  as  Montfortleant 
upon  her  arm,  looking  not  only  delighted,  but  also 
proud, — a  pride,  however,  which,  in  spite  of  the 
bull,  I  mast  call  a  "  humble  pride"— a  pride  whicli 
said  "  see  what  I  have  been  permitted  the  means 
of  doing,"  rather  than  "  see  what  I  have  done  1 " 
Sh«  looked  most  dangerous  as  she  told  him,  "  the 
fim  time  she  could  get  him  to  this  spot  had  been 
set  down  as  an  epoch  in  her  mind,  ever  since  she 
wms  sure  he  was  recovering,  but  that  she  hardly 
hoped  to  have  been   able   to   do   so   before   to- 


"  I  should  not  have  been  here  for  a  month  with 
any  other  nurse,  Maria — perhaps  never." 

"  Oh,  that's  nonsense!"  said  Maria,  looking 
almost  too  happy. 

"  It  is  no  such  thing  ! — but  to  say  nothing  of 
your  care  since,  do  you  think  I  have  forgotten 
your  bringing  me  to  the  hut?  Do  you  think  I 
shall  ever  forget  it?  Circumstances  have  com- 
ua  to  call  each  other  brother  and   sister 
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notwithstanding  the  real  difference  of  our  situa- 
tions in  life,  and  this  seems  to  have  been  pro- 
phetic,  for  you  have  shown  me  even  more  than 
sister's  kindness."  Maria  would  have  replied, 
"  that  it  was  not  every  sister  who  had  to  thank 
her  brother  for  life,  and  for  more  than  life ;"  but 
happiness  sometimes  had,  upon  her,  tbe  extraordi- 
nary effect  of  making  her  silent. 

Montfort  had  taken  advantage  of  their  walking 
up  and  down  to  mention  this  circumstance,  which 
be  thought  it  would  be  unkind  not  to  do  at  all, 
but  which  he  did  not  care  to  do  while  Maria  had 
an  opportunity  of  looking  in  his  face  as  he  spoke 
and  this  the  girl  naturally  would  do  if  she  could, 
without  any  evil  intention  on  ber  part. 

I  f  you  have  any  thing  deeply  interesting  to  speak 
of,  never,  under  any  circumstances,  do  so  whilst 
you  are  sitting  down  with  a  person  :  the  awful 
look  you  get  as  the  disclosure  takes  place  is 
enough  to  push  a  Dutchman  from  his  centre  of 
gravity.  If  the  subject  is  not  only  of  deep  interest, 
but  also  very  disagreeable,  try  to  catch  the  oppor- 


Unity  of  whispering  it  in  a  crowd.     1  have  found 
this  a  relief. 

One  does  now  and  then  make  such  provoking 
blunders,  and  in  the  roost  trifling  words  loo.  When 
they  bad  been  walking  up  and  down  in  silence  for 
a  time,  Montfort  said,  "Why,  even  the  colour 
upon  that  snowy  peak  looks  more  pure  and  beau- 
tiful to-night  than  usual."  But  for  the  word 
"e*eo,"  the  speech  would  have  been  nothing. 
As  it  was,  it  made  Maria  look  so  pleased,  that 
Montfort  looked  quite  displeased.  These  four 
letters  pointed  too  directly  at  the  cause  of  this 
effect.  They  would  have  made  the  dullest  girl 
consider,  "  if  every  thingappears  beautiful  to  him 
lo-night,  it  must  be  because  his  mind  is  disposed 
to  be  pleased  with  every  thing ;"  and  the  least  vain 
would  not  have  gone  beyond  herself  for  a  cause 
when  there  was  no  other  possible  cause  near.  Now 
Mima  had  not  dulness,  and  had  vanity— that  is, 
■  little  of  it — just  as  much  as  she  ought  to  have 
had.  Monitor t's  displeasure,  however,  did  not 
lail  long,  for  he  made  the  same  mistake  which 


1«8  THE    YOUNG    til'EES. 

many  of  us  do  in  graver  matters,  "  betweeu 
fessing  sins,  and  repenting  of  them  :"  so  he  just 
said  to  himself,  "How  very  wrong!"  and  by  the 
time  Maria  looked  up  again,  he  appeared  as  much 
at  his  ease  as  ever  he  was. 

When  Maria  thought  he  had  walked  quite 
enough,  she  proposed  to  return;  but  although 
Montfort  was  of  the  same  opinion,  he  nevertheless 
said,  "  What !  so  early,  Maria  1"  This  may  appear 
unreasonable  ;  but  the  fact  is,  he  found  it  so  delight- 
ful to  be  made  to  do  by  Maria  even  what  he  did 
not  wish,  that  he,  quite  unlike  FalstafT,  got  a  taste 
for  compulsion,  and  would  fain  also  be  made  to  do 
what  he  did  wish.  It  had  another  advantage — it 
gave  Maria  the  opportunity  of  repeating  the 
prettiest  sentence  they  had  ever  heard  in  their 
lives — so  they  both  thought  it  when  she  spoke  it 
the  first  time — "  It  is  high  time  for  us  to  go  home ! 
Our  home!  why,  it  called  up  a  whole  novel-fid 
of  feelings  in  their  bosoms,  and  made  Montfort 
look,  if  possible,  more  delighted  than  bis  guide, 
as  he  said,    on  their  turning   towards  the   hut, 
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"  Well,  Maria !  If  I  have  got  the  best  nurse  in 
the  world,  you  must  admit  that  there  never  was 
such  an  obedient  patient  before." 

•*  You  are  pretty  good ;  and,  indeed,  now  you  do 
every  thing  I  tell  you,  a  tolerably  reasonable  person 
altogether;  but,  to  be  sure,  I  had  some  trouble  to 
get  you  into  such  order." 
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"  Well,"  said  Maria,  after  thinking  a  moment, 
"  I  dare  say  I  might." 

There  ended  her  speech,  but  not  her  thoughts  : 
the  latter  continued  as  follows,  "  But  if  I  did,  my 
gentleman,  you  were  guilty  of  obtaining  a  hum 
under  false  pretences,  for  I  am  sure  it  must  have 
been  your  improved  looks  that  made  me  do  so ;  and 
what  had  become  of  them  when  we  met  again  ?" 

An  Maria  had  given  no  reply  to  his  request,  or 
rather  hint,  Montfort  continued,  "  If  you  sang 
then  without  being  asked,  you  must  be  a  very  ill- 
natured  lady  if  you  will  not  do  so  now  you  are 
asked  I" 

"Ob!  but  I  might  have  been  inclined  to  sing 
then,  and  not  now,  and  therefore  good-nature 
must  be  out  of  the  question  in  cither  case." 

"  ll  i*  a  hard  matter  to  conceive  good-nature 
having  nothing  to  do  with  any  of  your  actions." 

"Ay,  do  give  the  babe  a  sugar-plum  to  rati 
it  to  be  good!  But  now  I  am  nurse,  I  won't  be 
treated  like  a  child  j  and  1  have  a  great  mind  not 


itA  iu  rants  grssv. 

-  What  a  poor  silly  man  be  must  be,  Maria; 
■bo  teiiese*  every  dung  a  lady  Mfs!" 

"  And  pmy,  what  calls  forth  that  not  ntj  a* 
xacnvaan  joea  now  J" 

"  Why,  I  knew  you  would  sing  at  first,  beam 
you  were  asked ;  but  now  you  have  half  and  jos 
won't,  I  am  sore  no  earthly  power  could  law 

_V\JC." 

-  I  '11  stop  you !"  returned  Maria,  and  begusto 
sing  immediately. 

Who  erer  heard  of  a  heroine  with  a  bad  vast! 
How  ivtild  she  say  "soft  things"  with  it!  whka, 
:i  ivars*,  a±  heroine,  she  is  bound  to  do!    But 


:    YOKKO    QVEBK. 


193 


foot  leaves  in  the  snow !  What  wonder,  then,  if 
Maria's  whole  person,  and  her  voice  to  boot,  made 
Moutfort  post  off  to  Egypt?  Since  their  walk, 
Maria  had  very  often  looked  at  the  snowy  peak 
that  bath  been  mentioned,  and  she  did  with  all  her 
heart  agree  to  ita  seeming  more  than  usually  beau- 
tiful this  evening ;  but  she  expressed  no  surprise  at 
it — indeed,  she  felt  none — for  she  knew  whose 
speech  had  thus  made  brighter  earth's  brightest 
thing — had  thus,  in  truth,  "painted  the  lily  and 
cast  a  perfume  o'er  the  violet,"  and  (which  is 
strange!)  without  in  her  opinion  the  least  "waste- 
ful or  ridiculous  excess." 

As  she  now  turned  her  eyes  to  this  beautiful 
object,  on  which  the  sun's  last  rays  were  lingering 
yet,  and  the  sweet  low  sound  floated  around, 
her  lover  likened  her  to  a  "  sunset"  Memnon,  * 
for  it  seemed  to  his  fancy  that  she  caught  her 
inspiration  from  the  rays  reflected  by  that  pure 
and  glorious  spot- 

r  making  Maria  tnaienline— it  is  the 
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Maria  began  with  operas  and  ended  with  psal- 
mody, and  her  hearer  could  not  trace  that  differ- 
ence in  the  music  which  was  evident  in  the  ; 
cian  whilst  singing  it.  1  want  to  know  the  meaning 
of  "  sacred  music  V  1  am  sure  there  are  portiow 
of  the  Creation,  which,  had  they  been  first  brought 
out  in  an  opera,  uo  person  would  have  disco 
16  be  sacred,  and  there  are  parts  in  most  serious 
operas  which  would  not  beoutof  placeina  church. 
We  carry  our  fancies  n  little  too  far  when  we  try 
to  distinguish  between  the  serious  and  the  sacred 
in  music.  This  evening  all  that  Maria  sung 
serious  of  course,  for  with  such  beautiful  solem- 
nity around  her, — the  wild  and  mighty  mountains 
alone,  fading  from  her  sight  as  the  heavens  grew 
yet  more  pale  and  grey. — she  could  not  have  sung 
any  thing  else.  In  fact,  she  was  a  person  whose 
taste  was  sufficient  to  guide  her  without  having 
recourse  to  her  reason ;  and  therefore  the  latter 
gift,  like  gold  bestowed  on  one  who  has  no  oppor- 
tunity of  spending  it,  seemed  almost  thrown  away, 
I  wish  she  had  given  it  to  me ! 
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Although,  where  they  now  were,  they  had  no- 
thing to  fear,  the  habit  of  living  in  a  state  of 
alarm  had  given  them  such  caution,  that  Maria 
sung  softer  and  lower  than  even  the  hour  and  her 
feelings  would  otherwise  have  prompted.  This 
had  an  effect  on  Montfort,  which  she  did  not 
think  of,  hut  which,  had  she  known,  she  would 
not  have  regretted :  it  brought  the  idea  more 
direct  to  his  soul,  that  this  was  all  for  him, — for 
him  alone  were  all  these  rose-leaves  showered 
down  ;  for  such  the  sweet  notes  seemed  as  they 
fell  around  him.  His  delight  at  length  was  au 
excess  bordering  on  painful :  be  almost  wished  to 
ask  ber  to  stop ;  instead  of  which,  when  she  did  so, 
saying,  "  I  am  sure  I  have  tired  you,"  he  begged 
her  to  sing  an  evening  hymn;  and  then,  if  the 
music  sounded  more  sacred,  it  was  only  because 
such  were  the  feelings  of  the  singer. 

When  it  so  happens  that  all  things  around  us 
point  towards  happiness,  this  frumpy  old  world 
of  our's  can  never  let  them  stay  so  long  ;  but  it 
gives  a  jolt,  (over  Bonie  of  the  stars,  I   suppose,) 
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and  every  thing  goes  wrong  again.  They  mtut 
have  been  most  unreasonable,  even  for  lovers,  1 
could  have  wished  for  a  more  delightful  evening 
than  this  had  been,  which,  by  the  way,  as  Mam 
and  Mont  fort  were  quite  content  with  it,  proves 
them  to  have  been  reasonable  lovers— a  species  of 
animal  not  mentioned  in  Buffon,  and  of  the 
existence  of  which  1  was  before  by  no  mei 
aware-  Nevertheless,  at  midnight  there  was  > 
change  indeed  ;  for  the  rain  fell  in  torrents,  and 
among  the  hills  the  thunder  began  to  rouse,  a 
was  heard  in  short  interrupted  growls,  like  thost 
of  a  wild  beast  when  lashing  itself  into  fury, 

Monifort  was  awoke  by  the  first  sound,  but  lay 
still,  hoping  Maria  might  not  have  heard  it,  I 
that  it  either  would  not  rise  to  a  storm,  or  that,  i 
it  did,  it  might  roll  off  along  some  other  ridge 
It  went  on,  however,  louder  and  louder ;  anc 
Montfort  did  not  know  whether  he  had  better 
speak  or  no,  and  was  vexed  with  himself  that  1 
had  never  thought  of  asking  Maria  if  thunde 
frightened  her;  for,  mind  !  nobody  is  frightened  a 
the  lightning  ' 
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The  wind  now  blew  bo  hard,  that  it  shook  the 
hat  very  much :  Lion  started  up,  and  Montfort 
was  about  to  do  bo  too,  for  he  began  to  think 
seriously  of  Maria's  head,  which,  in  his  opinion, 
was  by  no  means  formed  by  nature  to  resist  the 
roofs  of  houses, — when  a  bright  flash  of  lightning 
showed  him  a  figure  nearly  over  his  own,  standing 
with  her  arms  thrown  up  in  the  air,  hands  spread 
out  flat,  and  head  shrinking  down,  as  if  she  fully 
expected,  but  by  no  means  wished,  to  catch  the 
creaking  rafters.  In  fact,  she  was  a  most  uncom- 
fortable-looking caryatide. 

"  Good  God,  Maria  !  what  are  you  doing 
there?"  said  Montfort,  jumping  upas  quick  aa 
his  wound  would  let  bin. 

"  I  hardly  know,"  replied  she,  in  a  voice  which 
rendered  what  she  added  quite  unnecessary  ; 
"  but  I  am  frightened,  I  believe." 

"  Yes,  indeed  you  are,  you  foolish  girl !  "  said 
Montfort,  in  that  tone  which  we  use  when  trying  to 
scold  a  young  lady  into  courage ;  but  he  continued, 
taking  her  hand  kindly — "  Now  sit  down,  and  tell 
me  what  you  are  afraid  of." 
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"  I  always  think  thunder  the  most  awful  of 
all  tilings,  and  I  was  afraid  the  roof  would  have 
come  down  upon  us,"  replied  Maria,  as  she  *at 
down  upon  the  bed,  and  Montfort  stood  beside 
her, 

"  That  was  the  most  reasonable  fear ;  bst  e 
that  was  nonsense,  for  you  know  it  is  so  light,  ii 
could  not  hurt  us." 

"  Oh  !  but  if  it  had  come  down  on  your  wound- 
ed arm  I " 

"Then,  why  did  you  not  speak  to  me  when  you 
got  in  a  fright  V 

"  I  thought  it  possible  you  might  Dot  have  been 
awake." 

"  Now,  Maria,  was  not  that  unkind  ?  Are  you 
not  ashamed  of  yourself  J" 

That  Maria  was,  in  spite  of  her  fright ;  hut  it 
was  only  shame  at  having  been  found  out  in  such 
a  situation — not  for  the  act  itself ;  in  which  respect 
she  was  like  some  of  the  greatest  rogues  unhung, 
or  hung.  She,  like  Montfort,  had  lain  awake  for. 
some   time,   but   was  sooner  and    more   deeply 


TBS   TOC!«C    QCEE.V.  iyy 

alarmed  at  the  thoughts  of  the  roof  coming  down 
upon  them,  on  account  of  his  arm ;  and  therefore, 
depending  upon  the  pitchy  darkness  for  not  being 
found  out,  had  stolen  quietly  out  of  bed,  but 
never  thought  of  the  lightning  until  the  first  flash 
discovered  her. 

"  How  long  had  you  been  there,  Maria  ? "  con- 
tinued Montfort. 

"Only  an  instant:  Lion  roused  himself  as  ! 
got  up.  But,"  she  added,  "it  does  blow  very 
hard — does  it  not  ?  " 

That  Montfort  was  of  this  opinion,  was  more 
evident  from  his  acts  than  his  words ;  for  although 
he  continued  to  explain  to  Maria  why  the  roof 
could  not  possibly  hurt  them  even  if  it  did  fall, 
and  would  therefore  be  but  a  temporary  incon- 
venience at  worst,  he  made  her  sit  down  upon  the 
ground ;  and  after  he  had  got  the  torch,  which 
Maria  lighted,  he  formed  a  sort  of  shelter  with 
their  bed -board  s,  by  placing  two  upon  end,  and  the 
other  two  across  them,  Maria's  hands  had  been 
obliged  to  assist  Montfort's  only  available  one  in 
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getting  the  boards  from  under  their  beds,  which 
they  contrived  to  do  without  disturbing  them 
much. 

Mont  fort's  contrivance  appearing  to  him  quite 
strong  enough  for  his  purpose,  he  made  Maria 
and  Li  get  under  it ;  the  latter  of  whom  required 
no  persuasion,  for  he  crept  in  in  a  great  hurry  the 
moment  Maria  had  done  so ;  seeming  to  rely  on 
it,  that  the  mistress  whom  he  followed  through 
danger  would  always  share  with  him  any  shelter 
she  might  have  for  herself. 

If  such  were  the  thoughts  of  beast,  those  of 
man  did  her  no  less  justice;  and  therefore  when 
he  had  wedged  the  boards  so  tight  that  there 
was  no  fear  of  their  moving,  Moutfort  completed 
the  trio ;  not  from  conceiving  there  was  any  danger 
for  himself— he  put  more  trust  in  his  own  skull 
than  in  Maria's,  in  this  one  respect ;  but  he  knew 
she  fancied  there  was ;  and  such  being  the 
he  was  aware  that  even  when  she  was  in  a  fright, 
(that  touchstone  of  a  mind  where  there  is  too 
much  of  self)  no  powers  could  persuade  her  to 
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accept  of  safety  unlets  lie  who  offered  it  should 
share  il  with  her.  Moreover,  being  quite  con- 
vinced such  would  be  her  sentiments,  he  by  no 
means  wished  to  force  ber  to  sport  them  at  tbe  mo- 
ment when  of  necessity  he  must  be  in  the  perilous 
situation  of  being  pressed  close  to  her  dear  Bide. 

Maris  now  felt  they  were  secure  from  the  prin- 
cipal fear — the  roof;  but  still  the  dim  light  of  the 
torch  discovered  to  Montfort  a  very  pale  face,  and 
each  flash  of  lightning  showed  hiru  eyes  turned 
up  full  of  awe. 

Downright  fright  takes  from  beauty,  but  awe 
adds  to  it — sublimes  it ;  and  on  no  features  has  it 
•o  great  an  effect  as  on  those  of  a  laughing  cast. 
It  is  a  moat  happy  mixture  of  the  sublime  ami 
beautiful.  Nevertheless,  Montfort  went  on  chiding 
her,  probably  as  an  excuse  for  having  taken  ber 
hand  again.  "  Tell  me,  dear  Maria,  how  it  hap- 
pens that  imaginary  dangers  have  more  effect  on 
you  than  real  ones  '.  for  I  know  it  is  the  thunder 
you  are  afraid  of" 

you  are  right,"  said  Maria,  attempt- 


ine  a  smile.  "  I  new  coald  help  being  more 
ahuwxd  at  thawder  than  any  thing  else ;  and  all 
the  schooling  at  eowvage  has  lately  bad,  has  not 
made  me  math  better."  As  Maria  finished  her 
speech  there  came  a  very  loud  peal,  at  which  she 
eaves  Hart,  and  her  heart  beat  so  quick  and  strong, 
■bat  Mocdbrt  eren  felt  it.  He  was  almost  tempted 
to  throw  his  arms  about  her  to  assure  her ;  though 
it  may  be  questioned  if  this  would  hare  tended  to 
sol)  her  heart.  However,  be  did  not  do  so,  and 
immediately  after  Maria  spoke  in  a  firmer  voice, 
bavins:  been  a  little  ashamed,  and  began  to 
pal  Li.  and  tell  him  he  was  nearly  as  great  a  fool 
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placed  it  in  the  most  sheltered  corner.  lie  was 
getting  up  to  bring  it  to  Maria  to  light  it  again,  but 
he  felt  both  her  hands  pressed  firmly  upon  his  arm 
to  keep  him  down ;  and  so  they  continued  until  the 
violence  of  the  gust  died  away,  when  they  gradu- 
itly  relaxed.  "  Now  that  there  is  no  danger,"' 
said  Maria,  "  you  had  better  let  me  get  the 
lamp."     But  this  he  would  not  do. 

When  they  were  again  seated,  Maria  said. 
alluding  to  the  beauty  of  the  evening,  "  what  a 
i-liange  a  few  short  hours  have  made ! " 

"  And  what  a  change  a  few  short  hours  will 
make,  Maria!"  replied  Monlfort,  "Instead  of 
sitting  under  this  place  in  a  great  fright,  you  will 
be  up  singing  at  your  work  so  merrily." 

*'  Do  you  always  look  on  the  bright  side  01 
things  I  or  is  it  only  for  the  sake  of  the  coward 
you  have  got  with  you  ?"  asked  Maria.  Thi.s 
was  a  question  Montfort  could  not  answer  eXttth 
as  he  wished,  for.  in  truth,  when  alone  he  was 
much  too  apt  to  seek  the  shadowy  side :  ami 
he  required  such  a  being   as  Maria  to  be    near 
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there  too,  id 
auc  he  vwfcred  where  tbe 
n« .  ix  rf  to-daT  be  to*8" 
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contrary,  could  he  have  turned  her  into  a  com- 
moner's daughter,  he  would  have  been  truly 
happy,  for  in  that  case  he  fancied,  in  apite  of  his 
modesty,  he  need  not  utterly  despair  of  winning 
her  heart  and  hand  ;  and  what  were  throne  and 
sceptre  compared  to  them  '.  Then  as  to  con- 
stancy, why,  the  north  star  was  not  to  be  com- 
pared to  him — except  that  at  this  unlucky  moment 
his  afiection  had  undergone  a  complete  revolution. 
But  don't  be  alarmed,  it  was  not  with  respect  to 
Maria — although  he  had  revolutions  there  too,  and 
so  many  of  them  that  he  wondered  where  the 
deuce  they  all  came  from ;  for  if  to-day  he  loved 
liur  with  all  his  heart  and  soul,  to-morrow  he 
loved  her  still  better,  which  must  have  been  with 
another  heart  and  soul. 

Neither  was  it  towards  the  noble  Li.  Had  the 
dog  been  the  reverse  of  what  be  was,  and  as 
"  Bour-natured  "  as  Crab  himself,  his  attachment 
to  Maria  would  have  secured  Montfort's  to  him. 

It  was  a  greater  wonder  still — the  little  tin  cup 
had  become  quite  a  favourite  with  him.  It 
was  not   that,   early  recollections  coming  to  his 
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mind  (which  are  very  apt  to  make  us  pathetic), 
he  likened  it  to  many  a  one  he  had  in  his  younger 
and  more  innocent  days  (as  they  are  called)  tied 
to  the  tails  of  unhappy  dogs — no!  the  flirtation 
began  in  a  different  nay.  When  he  had  become 
somewhat  reconciled  to  the  hard  necessity  of 
having  his  wound  dressed  as  the  wound  of  a 
decent  man  should  be,  he  began  to  laugh  at  him- 
self for  having  borne  towards  the  innocent  cause 
of  this  necessity  somewhat  the  feelings  ul'  the 
child  who  beats  the  bramble-bush  that  scratches 
him.  Then  he  began  to  remark,  "This  little 
wretched  smutty  thing  seems  to  be  looked  on 
by  Maria  quite  as  a  treasure  ;  it  actually  appears 
to  give  her  pleasure.  Then  ought  I  to  hate  the 
sight  of  it?  1  don't  hate  the  sight  of  it !  But 
why  does  it  give  her  pleasure '.  It  certainly  is  of 
great  use  in  dressing  my  arm  !" — and  whilst  he 
was  thus  reasoning,  as  fate  would  have  it,  he 
peeped  through  a  crack  in  the  door  (which  he 
was  very  apt  to  do  when  he  was  outside  the 
I  Maria  in),  and  saw  her  kiss  her  trea- 
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sure  as  she  put  it  on  the  shelf,  after  having 
dressed  his  arm  very  comfortably,  owing  to  its 
assistance.  "  Bless  me  !  how  could  I  think  it 
so  ugly?  Why,  it  is  quite  the  shape  of  the 
antique !  and  really,  considering  the  hard  usage 
I  have  no  doubt  it  has  met  with,  a  very  pretty 
little  cup!  I  quite  like  it;  indeed,  I  always 
thought  it —  " 

Another  walk  on  the  spot  of  turf— another 
twilight  hour  at  their  door,  and  again  Maria  went 
to  bed  with  her  young  heart  full  of  happiness. 

In   the   forenoon  of  the  following  day,  whilst 

ana  and  Mont  fort  were  seriously  debating  on 
the  means  of  getting  food,  their  stock  of  meat 
being  nearly  exhausted,  Lion  came  into  the  hut, 
began    to    pull    Maria    by    the    trowacn. 

Li,  for  shame!"  said   she,  "lie  down  and  be 
:t." 
i  had  no  notion  of  it,  but  began  to  be  more 

iquiet ;  pulled  her  again,  and  scraped  with  hi* 

it,  trying  by  every  means  in  his  power  to  make 

r  follow  him. 
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n  the  dog  mean  V   said  Montfort ; 
deee!" 

Tlicy  had  not  to  go  far,  for  at  the  foot  of  a  steep 
part  of  the  rock,  a  few  yards  below  their  hut, 
whither  Li  bounded  before  them  delightedly, 
they  found  a  kid  half  dead,  with  whose  throat  Li's 
teeth  bad  evidently  made  free,  as  it  was  torn  and 
still  bleeding.  It  was  by  no  means  a  pretty  sight ; 
and  as  Maria  had  already  made  a  face,  and  said, 
'*  Poor  thing  !"  Montfort  sent  her  back  to  the  hut, 
scrambled  down  the  rock,  and  with  his  one  hand 
managed  to  cut  "  poor  thing's  "  throat  effectually 
with  a  clasp  knife,  although  he  certainly  felt 
rather  disgusted  at  the  operation.  He  then  hung  it 
over  a  part  of  the  rock  with  its  bead  downwards,  to 
bleed.  From  the  way  the  animal  was  scraped  and 
scratched  against  stones  and  briars,  the  dog  must 
evidently  have  dragged  it  some  distance,  although 
he  could  not  have  been  long  about  it,  as  his  ab- 
sence had  not  been  observed.  Montfort  concluded 
Ibat  when  he  reached  the  rock,  he  had  found  a 
difficulty  in  getting  it  up,  and  therefore  had  come 
to  them  for  help. 
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,  would  amplv  reply  bis  additional  trout 
from  the  eomparatrre  safety  in  which  he  wm 
think  be  left  her  with  such  ■  guide  beside  hi 
His  grautnde  to  Li  for  the  supply  be  had  at 
browgbt  them  was  unbounded,  as  it  at  once  p 
an  end  to  most  painfol  doubts  and  fears.  He  ai 
already  positively  refused  to  let  Maria  go  in  qw 
of  food,  and  he  dad  not  suppose  he  should  at 
strength  enough  to  do  so  himself  before  their  ned 
aibe*  becasne  very  pressing,  if  even  then.  Like  Li 
a  had  been  turned  to  sheep- stealing, 
iieh  is  pretty  much  the  Ml 
thane ;  but,  as  many  of  as  are,  he  had  as  yet  ha 
kept  honest  m  this  respect,  from  want  of  a  leaf 
mg  opportunity  to  become  a  rogue.  He  had  oft 
naught  «f  the  goats  that,  half-wild,  stray 
the  aaoentai—  all  the  year  round,  except « 
wmwn  off  by  the  snow  ;  but  from  their  agility, 
their  being  an  shy.  be  doubted  the  posmoulrj 
****»g  wuhm  »hot  of  them  ;  and  even  si 
he  so  fortunate,  he  had  determined  not  to 
*■>  fiW  ■  gun  except  m  the  greatest  extremity.  E 
a  had  achieved  his  exploit  Montfon  could 
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make  out,  but  supposed  he  must  from  the  hut  have 
observed  the  kid  to  have  got  into  a  situation  where 
it  might  be  easily  surprised.  Be  this  as  it  may,  it 
turned  out  a  very  delicious,  as  well  as  a  targe  and 
seasonable  supply,  for  it  was  a  tine  anim.il  nearly 
half-grown,  and  furnished  forth  their  evening 
meal  sumptuously. 

And  again  the  6un  went  down  upon  them  as 
In^lit,  and  mi«  thero  as  happy,  as  it  had  done  on 
former  evenings.  As  they  stood  upon  a  rock 
watching  its  setting,  isolated  from  the  rest  of  the 
world,  fancy  might  have  pictured  them  the  children 
of  the  beam,  whose  "  westering  slow  "  they  loved 
to  mark  sojourning  upon  earth  but  gazing  back 
to  the  land  of  their  birth. 

But,  no!  they  looked  too  contented  with  the 
orb  they  were  on,  to  long  for  any  other. 

Maria  had  been  so  happy,  and  looked  so  happy 
for  some  time,  especially  the  day  before,  that 
M mi t fort  was  surprised  to  find  heron  the  following 
morning,  sitting  up  under  their  breakfast  tree  bi 
grate,  and   nearly  as  stiff,  as  a  country  Miss  at  ;i 
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solemn  tea-drinking — none  of  thai  repose  in  her 
attitude  which  speaks  of  repose  within — and  full 
of  thought. 

*'  Oh,  Maria  !  you  are  out  of  spirits  to-day  P 
said  he. 

Maria  started,  and  looked  perplexed,  and  said, 
with  a  hlush,  "  How  do  you  know  V 

"  1  must  be  dull  indeed  if  I  could  not  read  suci*  =3 
a  face  as  that!" 

"Don't  you  know,"  replied  she,    "it  is  ver— wr_ 
impertinent  to  try  to  read  a  lady's  thoughts  ?     A^^^A 
all  events,  it  is  sometimes  an  unprofitable  sin 
In  saying  this  there  was  an  attempt  at  her  usmv  -■*' 
merriment,  but  it  failed  ;  and,  altogether,  thei»  ^re 

*  an  impression  left  on  Montfort  which  he  him^caa- 
»elf  could    not    understand.      He    however   sai»-     W 

spirits  are  so  good  in  general,  that  1  l 
not   abuse  you  for    losing   liiein    now    and    tbr 
considering   the   circumstances    you    are   ond^S 
But,  dear  Maria  !  how  can  1  bring  then  back       ' 


'  Do  not  think  1  am  out  of  spirits,  a»d  perlup* 
I  shall  forget  it  too." 
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Aad  Maria  did  seem  to  forget  it,  and  1 
quite  cheerful ;  and  Iter  light- hearted  joyooa  laugh 
"as  heard  among  the  rocks  as  usual  at  any  sally  of 
Montfort '*,  whether  witty  or  no,  fur  in  such  cases 
'■'■'■  are  ut.jt  particular.  When  we  like  tin-  speaker, 
*e  often  give  a  laugh  on  credit;  ur  rather 
give  that  reward  to  the  attempt  at  being  clever 
*hich  prosy  people  would  say  is  only  due  to  the 
successful  execution.  But  in  thi»  I  disagree  with 
^nid  prosers,  for  when  a  pereon  has  any  thing 
fea%  clever  to  say,  he  will  say  it  on  Ins  own 
Account,  and  one  does  not  feel  personally  obliged 
10  him;  but  when  be  says  any  thing  not  very 
c'ever,  to  try  to  make  us  laugh,  it  is  clear  it  must 
°eall  for  our  sakes,  and  therefore  it  merits  our 
gratitude. 

Bat,  notwithstanding  the  sun-glimpse  which 
thus  broke  through  the  cloud  hanging  over  Maria's 
usually  bright  young  brow,  in  two  or  three  hours 
afterwards  Montfort  found  her  again  sitting  down 
(when  she  ought  to  have  been  minding  her  work 
too  1)  looking  more  sad  than  before.     He  did  not 
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seek  to  make  her  tell  a  story,  by  asking  her  the 
cause,  (which  he  thought  would  most  probably 
have  been  tht!  consequence  of  his  doing  so,  as  she 
had  not  told  hini  voluntarily,)  but  he  said  cheerfully 
and  kindly,  "  I  really  must  scold  my  servant  if  I 
find  her  so  idle  !  "  But  his  kindness,  instead  of 
brightening  up  her  countenance,  had  an  opposite 
effect,  which  Montfortsaw,  and  said,  '•  Maria,  M 
stay  here  too  long — I  do  not  wonder  at  your  being 
gloomy.  But  i  feel  that  I  am  now  strong  enough 
to  get 'forward  on  our  journey,  and  we  will  start 
to-morrow  if  you  wish  it." 

"  Oh,  not  for  the  world  !  "  said  Maria,  quite 
aghast.  "Imean,  you  are  not  nearly  strong  enough 
to  travel  yet,  and  I  would  not  for  the  world  you 
should  attempt  it  too  soon  on  my  account." 

Now  Montfort,  with  the  very  best  intention-, 
had  stumbled  on  an  awkward  way  of  comforting 
Maria.  If,  instead  of  asking  her  to  leave  their 
hut  to-morrow,  he  could  have  told  her  they 
to  remain  there  for  ever,  he  would  have  seen  a 
different  erlect   on   her  face.     Yes  !    but    for  her 
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lather's  sake,  sue  would  have  been  quite  content 
to  havfl  nestled  among  the  rocks  with  Montfort, 
like  a  couple  of  marmots,  for  the  rest  of  their 
lives  :  and  rather  amongst  these  rocks  than  any 
others  tn  the  world  ;  for  although  she  was  as  little 
of  a  heathen  as  any  body,  yet  still  a  portion  of 
that  love  will  linger  about  the  spot  where  a 
happy  event  lias  taken  place,  which  should,  per- 
haps, all  be  given  to  the  Disposer  of  events.  And 
what  did  not  Maria  owe  to  this  humble  shelter? 

Montfort 's  next  attempt  at  comforting  was 
more  successful,  when  he  said,  "  Well.  Maria,  we 
will  slay  as  long  as  you  think  proper — you  shall 
be  the  judge,  if  you  will  only  promise  not  to  be 
as  grave,  as  cold,  and  as  stiff  as  the  rocks  around 
700." 

"  Do  not  let  me  be  long  alone,  and  you  need 
not  fear  it.  Your  good  spirits  will  shame  my  bad 
ones,  and  they  will  leave  me." 

Here  's  a  pretty  business !  to  hear  Maria,  whose 
song  in  general  was  as  merry  as  the  skylark'?, 
because  her  course  was  the  same — heaven-ward — 
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talking  of  bad  spirits  !  But,  although  Montfort 
was  destined  to  be  kept  in  the  dark  as  to  the  cause 
of  this  change,  there  is  no  reason  my  reader  should, 
as  I  rather  pique  myself  upon  never  being  unne- 
cessarily mysterious  with  him.  I  have  no  idea, 
for  instance,  of  trying  to  throw  a  curtain  over  the 
loves  of  two  people  who,  it  is  evident  to  the 
meanest  capacity,  must  love  before  the  tale  is 
told  :  indeed,  it  is  rather  amusing  to  see  with 
what  an  air  of  grave  importance  people  draw  up 
their  curtains  to  show  their  lovers  kissing  at 
last,  when  every  body  has  known  what  was  going 
on  inside  it  all  the  time.  For  my  own  part,  1  like 
at  once  to  let  my  reader  (as  a  waiting-maid  would 
say)  "know  the  rights  of  it."  I  have  therefore 
over  and  over  declared  that  Maria  and  Montfort 
had  not  only  dipped  in  this  delicious  stream,  but, 
madness  as  it  was  in  their  case,  had  both  plunged 
in,  head  over  heels,  without  thinking  of  the  rocks 
that  might  be  at  the  bottom  to  bruise  them.  Poor 
Maria  was  already  knocking  her  head — no,  faith  ! 
her  heart — against  the  very  hardest  of  them 
remorse ! 
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Maria  had  now  known  herself  to  be  loved  one 
whole  week,  and,  except  during  the  time  of  her 
fright  and  fears,  it  had  been  truly  a  week  of 
happiness;  because,  however  composed  to  the 
eye,  her  mind  and  feelings  had  been  kept  in  such 
a  whirl  of  delight,  that  she  could  not  dwell  on 
any  thing  of  an  opposite  nature.     In  a  worldly 
sense,  to  be  sore,  her  lot  had  been  a  hard  one : 
bat  how  is  this  real  world  shut  out  from  our  view 
when  the  world  of  love  first  opens  to  us !     She 
had,  as  it  were,  lived  in  a  dream  ;  and  all  dreams 
may  be  troubled,  and  must  at  length  be  broken ; 
and  now,  alas  !  clouds  began  to  appear  in  the  hori- 
zon of  Maria's  hitherto  bright  land  of  visions. 

"  Oh,  how  heaven-like  has  been  the  beginning 
of  this  passion !  "  mused  she,  as  she  sat  waiting 
for  Montfort  under  their  breakfast  tree.  And 
scarcely  had  the  idea  been  formed,  when  another 
swept  across  her  soul,  as  fast  and  as  fatal  as  the 
poisonous  simoom  ;  and  with  faltering  voice,  and 
grief- stricken  look,  she  muttered,  "  But  the  end  !  " 
She    remained    in   the    position    in    which    the 


thought  first  struck  her  for  some  time,  ond 
with  a  look  that  to  be  seen  once  is  to  be  seen  U 
ever, — a  look  never  to  be  forgotten,  but  «twi 
memory  can  always  call  up  fresh  as  at  (irst  — »br 
added  solemnly,  as  if  pronouncing  sentence  w 
her  own  happiness,  "  In  all  human  probability, 
separation!  Then  what  have  1  to  answer  for' 
Oh  God !  support  me ;  and  forgive  me '.  Ho* 
have  1  repaid  all  he  has  done  for  me!  Bf 
making  a  wreck  of  his  happiness  !  " 

Tlie  mind  is  never  more  fertile  than  in  u** 
extremities.  It  seems  to  supply  apt  image*  ** 
pleasure — that  is,  at  its  pleasure,  not  o»rfc 
Ueaven  knows! — and  all  tin*  the  .1 
tude  had  ever  been  likened  to,  came  to  Maria's  * 
hideous  array.  As  her  eyes  rested  upon  the  bn»k- 
l"i-t  she  had  felt  so  much  pleasure  in  prejwnnC- 
she  said,  "  Do  I  not  owe  him  life— every  itiflf* 
even  food  ?  And  what  have  1  done  t—  poisoned  ><i 
and  given  it  back  to  him  to  eat."  And  thus  d* 
went  on  for  a  time,  lilce  the  hooked  shark  writhiwJ 
and  beating  itself  to  death :   but  at  length  *■ 
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found  some  comfort  as  the  mid  to  hemeif,  •*  A*  I 
expect  to  be  judged,  I  did  not  think  of  the 
VWe  I    On  the  contrary,  when  I  Ad 
4takne  that,  uI  was  ao  Jar  above  hwi 
W  W»fc  him  my  heart  and  eonl  wan  the 
fMuui  return  I  had  k  in  my  power  to 
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fat  I  could  not  help;  but  in  trying  to 

*to±  I  most  not  attempt  to  dkgm 

**U  did  do,  even  as  if  we  had 

Another  comforting  thought  was,  «• 

9*h*  u  we  haw  been,  oonld  he 

^8  me  although  I  bad  not  tried  to  wmhmloae! 

'toaotthink  he  oonld!    I  conld  not  help  lorn* 

^"   This  seems  like  canity;  and  aoumsne* 

tboQght  must  hare  crossed  Maria's  brain,  for  she 

84,(1  bitterly,  as  she  looked  up  to  Heaven,  "  Ob : 

*hat  hive  I  to  do  with  vanity  now  ?  " 

*te«e  thoughts,  however,  although  they  bzfit- 

ned  her  remorse,  did  not  dissipate  her  sorrow  , 

for  whatever  the  cause,  the  effect  on  their  hap- 

would  be  the  same.     Montfort  s  fate  the 
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could  not  bear  to  think  of ;  and  as  for  her  o*Bi 
an  abyss  seemed  slowly  but  surely  opening,  into 
winch  she  must  fall  at  last.  "  But  oh,  my 
father!"  said  she,  "how  have  I  treated  you? 
If  I    hud   a   right   to    risk    my    own   happine*;, 

Krcly  I  had  no  right  to  trifle  with  yours— and 
know  it  depends  ou  mine.  And  what  haw 
'  continued  she,  pursuing  the  subject,  "to 
winpense  me  for  all  this  ?  Oh,  let  me  oot 
no  ungrateful !  I  have  that  which  would  repay 
me  for  all,  if  1  alone  were   to  suffer — if  my  lif* 

i alone  were  to  pay  the  forfeit — yes '.  1  have  his  low!" 
It  was  at  this  moment  that  he  whose  l»tr 
was  recompense  enough  for  the  loss,  not  uf  » 
world,*  but  even  of  life  itself,  came  to  Mari»r 
and  that  the  conversation  already  related  took 
place. 
After  Montfort  found  Maria  a  second  til 
nearly  "like  Niobe,"  he  did  not  leare  her  alone 
■  Ti.  iirmj.  how  mae  we  ^ink  of  a  world  or  ... . 
•uk  cm.  1  I  Am  ny  j  u,e  gi¥eu  fcway  upwnri|,  of 
'Iwon,  Dm  »nd  lMt   ttjaeif. 


a  single  moment  for  the  rest  of  the  day,  but  strove 
to  cheer  her  by  every  means  in  his  power ;  which. 
when  Maria  perceived,  she  cast  her  eyes  upon  him 
and  could  have  cried :  but  if  every  additional  act 
of  kindness  made  her  reflect  with  deeper  sorrow 
on  his  doom,  they  also  served  to  confirm  her  in 
the  opinion  that  she  could  not  have  prevented  his 
loving  her  as  he  did.  And  then  came  the  golden 
thought,  that  a  higher  power  had  destined  them 
to  love  each  other — a  delightful  idea  at  all  times, 
but  on  Maria  it  had  the  effect  of  almost  reconciling 
her  to  herself— and  henceforth,  although  she  still 
blamed  her  want  of  caution  as  a  fault,  it  was 
never  afterwards  called  a  crime.  Her  regret 
never  again  amounted  to  remorse ! 

The  scene  around  her  had  also  something  to  do 
with  soothing  Maria  ;  for  she  was  not  one  of  those 
for  whom  the  god  of  nature  has  spread  out  his 
beautiful  world  in  vain.  The  day  was  neither 
cold  enough  to  chill  the  spirits,  nor  warm  eaoagfe 
to  give  them  languor;  but  fresh,  though  sunny 
and    Boft.     "  Heaven's    breath    smelt   wooingly," 
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and  Maria,  aot  being  in  her  bustling  humour,  sat 
down  to  enjoy  it  with  Montfort. 

There  are  times  when  merely  to  live  is  em- 
ployment enough  ;  you  ask,  you  want  no  other 
occupation,  than  to  sit  in  the  shade  and  breath* 
such  pure  air,  and  see  such  sunshine  around 
you. 

Such  a  day  was  this.   The  very  buz  of  the  smn- 
Qer-fly,  and  hum  of  the  bee,  were  music,  because 
they    spoke    of    happiness — or  of   life — whWi 
then  seemed  the  same  thing.      All  the  mountain 
rlowers  were  in  their  best ;  and  the  regal  gentian 
had  a  depth  of  purple,  and  a  brightness,  nbich 
mocked   the  colours  of  the  plains.     The  rhodo- 
dendron too,  which  in  Maria's  laughing  mooietiu 
she  would    pluck    by    hands    ful  at  once,  (sue*1 
was  their  profusion,)  and  scatter  iu  the  air  to  (*u 
in  a  shower  around  them,  now  looked  so  beakr 
tiful,   it  seemed  to  reproach  her   for  the 
of  so  much  sweetness  :  and  when  a  breath  of 
ft  lniU   .stronger  came,  and  all   these  bent  tin'1 
graceful    forms,    Mont  fort  said,    "Maria, 
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pretty  courtiers  are  bowtug  to  their  queen  I     Why 
don't  you  return  it  f" 

Such  a  scene,  "able  to  drive  all  sadness  but 
despair,"  aiding  Montfort's  efforts,  had  an  effect 
on  Maria's  mind,  which  she  would  have  been 
rather  indignant  to  have  heard  attributed  to  any 
thing  besides  her  own  powers  of  reasoning — such 
weak  things  are  the  most  sensible  of  our  kind  ! 

Mont  fort  noticed  all  Maria's  vagaries  ;  and  al- 
though he  did  not  then  know  she  had  so  good  a 
cause  for  them,  he  was  too  intimately  acquainted 
with  human  nature  to  be  surprised  at  vagaries 
even  in  the  being  whom  we  all  seek  to  make  out 
to  be  perfection— the  woman  we  love.  But  he 
thought  that  perfection  to  be  by  no  means  incon- 
sistent with  a  few  imperfections,  which  are  often 
endearing  instead  of  estranging  ;  and  therefore,  in 
place  of  wondering  at  them,  he  tried  every  means 
to  make  her  herself  again,  quite  secure  in  the 
opinion  that  so  she  would  have  acted  by  him  ; 
— "  only,"  he  modestly  observed,  "  with  infinitely 
greater  effect."     But  herein   he  was  wrong;  for 
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ojoy,  ud  endeavouring  to  keep  it  a  iriwn 
^oogto  that  troubled  her ;  which  mUmm  caw 
fat  the  fume  anleaa  the  wu  ■lone,  awl  that 
*e  batoned  to  Mootfort  ■gin,  aad  they  led ;  * 
*"t  be  ww  to  her  what  a  candle  is  to  a  ehH 
*■*  of  gbocta ;  bat  u  there  it  aotkac;  paeafc  m 
»  "fcrtlring  dip,"  Maria  called  trial  "thaaietaaaa; 
■a**  which,  icwed  away  all  her  tpeetna," 
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**nder  ordinary  circumstances,  he  very  often  got 
up  early  on  purpose  to  admire   them,   but   fre- 
1*art]y   his    duties,    and    more    frequently  his 
•ports  6y  wood  and  hill/'  had  given  him  oppor- 
tunities which  his  laziness  might  hare  denied. 
The  morning  after  Maria's  day  of  self-torment 
*  **d  penitence,  the  fog  was  particularly  striking  in 
appearance :  a  person  who  has  been  used  to  see 

* 

*t  only  in  a  northern  climate  come  sweeping  over 
%  flat  country,  in  a  body  so  dense  that  it  looks  as 
if  you  could  cut  it  with  a  knife,  can  have  no  idea 
of  such  a  scene.  When  the  dawn  came  on,  not 
deep  and  glowing  as  usual,  but  of  an  extraordi- 
narily light  and  delicate  pink,  the  wreaths -began 
to  rise  from  the  deep  vallies  and  low  woody  hills 
beneath  in  every  variety  of  fantastic  form — 
columns,  spires,  pinnacles,  and  airy  palaces ;  and 
one  which  might  easily  be  fancied  into  something 
like  a  female  figure,  they  named  their  Ballerina. 
In  a  dress  still  more  transparent  than  even  a  Balle- 
rina*s,  it  stood  with  one  toe  on  a  hillock,  as  if  about 
to  make  a  pirouette. 
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By  degrees  the  wreath*  grew  thicker  and 
thicker,  until  at  length  they  congregated  into  a 
downy  level  sea  that  the  eye  could  not  pierce—* 
sea  of  white  ostrich-feathers  ;  above  which  were 
seen  the  tops  of  the  lower  range  of  hills  like 
many  woody  islands. 

Still  it  came  rolling  towards  them  like  a  de- 
luge, island  after  island  being  swallowed  up, 
with  all  the  fairy  inhabitants  that  Maria  and 
Montfort  had  given  them.  "  Now,"  said  she, 
coming  close  to  his  side,  and  shrinking  up  her  face 
as  one  does  when  going  to  dip  into  cold  water, 
"  we  shall  be  devoured  too!  "  but  just  as  the 
mist  reached  the  edge  of  the  rock  on  which  their 
eyry  was  perched,  the  sun  having  acquired  suffi- 
cient strength  to  disperse  it,  broke  through  at 
once  when  it  was  in  the  very  act  of  sweeping  over 
their  heads.  The  thin  particles  that  remained 
immediately  about  them  for  a  moment  were 
quickly  exhaled,  and  a  huge  bank  rolled  off  on 
either  hand,  disclosing  the  scene  below ;  at  which 
they  had  hardly  time  to  look  down,  when  the 
banks  themselves  were  gone. 


So  sodden  and  striking  to  one  who  had  sever 
seen  any  thing  of  the  sort  before,  was  the  eicariwg 
up  of  the  scene,  that  Maria  would  not  alow  '*  to 
be  accounted  for  by  any  thing  leas  than  una  at 
meat ;  and  aha  said,  "  Don't  try  to  ezpbnn  it  I* 
me  in  any  prosy  way,  for  magic  I  am  deteranand 
to  believe  it,  and  magic  with  me  it  shall  be  !" 

And  now  nature,  like  that  other  bright  and 
changeful  thing  (no  earthly  power  shall  audte 
me  tell  that  I  mean  a  woman)  from  whom  a  tear 
has  hardly  gone  before  a  smile  often  »uw*»*i», 
presented  a  scene  of  quite  an  oppo*ile  d^wnptiou. 
Every  shrub,  every  flower,  every  blade  of  era**  »w 
hang  with  diamonds,  and  the  jewelled  leatwn*  >A 
the  gossamer  glistened  in  the  sun  almost  U"  bright 
to  look  upon.  The  very  spirit  of  life  and  (renin*;** 
waB  spread  around,  and  every  living  thin;;  that 
inhabited  so  far  up  the  mountain*  chirped  and 
sung,  or  skipped  about  on  the  dropping  rocks  a* 
if  it  scarce  knew  how  to  show  itn  joy.  Ther* 
seemed  a  universal  morning  hymn  of  thanks- 
giving rising  on  every  side,  in  winch  Maria  ami 
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HMHit  with  their  deKehted  faces,  and  Li  Ktm 
pexaac  abowt  like  a  wild  creature,  appeared  to  job 
1W  ant  mfrcmaa  we  receive  in  the  momii 
a*  aa*.  if  was  a  strong  ooe,  to  have  an  effect  up 
jwr  «pnU  daring  the  day  :  just  as  the  impressio 
.■*"  till  Toaih  mflaence  our  condnct  in  after-lif 
jfni-jWdr.  the  tone  of  Maria's  was  now  got 
There  ate  mus  wh.-n  we  cannot  see  approachi 
BHlixtn»,  however  near  they  may  be:  ifi 
m  os.  they  are  hid  from  our  view,  at 
i  sheet  out  toe  oear  object  as  well  as  I 
«  awnntam.  This  feeling  influenced  Mi 
■eh.  on  this  dav,  that  she  looked  forwaid 


tub  niM  qm*.  237 

via  walk  a  good  deal,  increasing  the  distance  by 
degrees.'* 

The  reason  of  Maria's  recurring  to  tbe  subject 
was,  from  ber  hat  ing  thought  a  great  deal  on  it  since 
Mont  fort  first  mentioned  it.  With  her,  to  think 
was  to  think  justl  y  j  and  she  reflected,  "thathow- 
pi«  much  she  wished  to  remain  where  they  were, 
when  once  a  necessity  for  their  dying  so  ceased  lo 
\ould  be  an  impropriety  in  her  linger- 
ing." Il  cost  her  an  effort  to  propose  to  go,  but 
she  was  afterwards  repaid  by  tbe  consciousness 
nie  a  sacrifice  in  the  cause  of  right: 
ud  ihia  Em  ling  gained  so  much  upon  ber,  that  she 
soon  set  herself  in  good  earnest  to  prepare  for  their 
departure. 

Hrr  most  essential  preparation,  accustoming 
Muiitfort  to  take  exercise,  was  likewise  her  most 
ddightftri,  Itfeause  lie  always  had  to  lean  on  her 
at  first :  but  she  was  no  less  diligent  in  others  ;  the 
principal  of  which  was,  making  two  bags,  to  throw 
»vcr  Lion's  back,  fci  enable  him  to  carry  what  e:it- 

Kthey  might  have  to  take  with  them. 


Maria  went  on  in   it  with  bo  much  ease,  t 
made  her  think  seriously  if  it  would  not  be  bcB 
to  try  for  the   future  to  avoid  ever  the  bfgal 
to  do  wrong,  lest  she  might  continue  in  it* 
a  like  facility. 

And  now  the  morning  of  the  last  day  of  t 
stay  had  arrived,  and  Maria,  in  spite  of  here 
awoke  with  a  sigh  in  her  mouth,  winch  shews 
not  have  done  if  she  could  have  reasoned 
herself  in  her  sleep.  According  to  the  then 
bare  laid  down,  she  would  have  gi 
-iJhiiu  ill  day,  yet  feeling  inclined  to  do  so, 
she  not  made  a  rally,  and  given  herself  anot 
severe  lecture.  This  lecture  may  seem  sonict] 
like  a  repetition  of  the  last,  but  neverthelot 
shall  give  it  as  a  pattern  to  young  ladies  in  gene 
1  wish  they  would  lecture  themselves  now 
then.  It  would  save  me  the  trouble  ;  and  t 
know  I  don't  like  to  scold  them  ever  so  little. 

"■  What !"  said  Maria,  as  soon  as  her  eyes  w 
well  opened,  after  she  had  caught  the  sigh  in 
fact — '*  What  ?  do  I,  whose  only  prayer 
ago  was  to  once  more  join  my  fatl 


grel  any  thing  which  brings  me  nearer  to  that 
end  ?  My  dear,  dear  father !  forgive  me !  I  thought 
my  wish  was  as  much  on  account  of  your  happi- 
ness as  my  own  ;  but  my  present  feelings  tell  me  it 
most  have  been  altogether  selfish.  Your  daughter 
is  unworthy  of  you.  Then  howcan  she  be  worthy  of 
the  only  person  she  ever  met  who  is  like  you  ?  How 
would  he  condemn  me,  if  be  knew  my  feelings? 

But  it  is  not  only  against  the  best  of  earthly 
fathers  that  I  have  sinned.  Oh,  let  me  never 
forget  what  were  my  thoughts  in  coming  to  this 
spot!  Were  they  not  steeped  in  utter  misery? 
Had  it  then  been  foretold  to  me  that  the  hour 
would  assuredly  come  in  which  we  should  be 
able  to  leave  this  place,  both  again  in  health, 
with  every  hope  of  ultimate  escape,  should  1  not 
have  blessed  the  tidings  that  delivered  me  from 
the  dreadful  fear  I  then  had  ?  The  event  which 
at  that  time  I  hardly  dared  to  hope  for  has  taken 
place,  and  how  do  I  show  my  gratitude  ?" 

When  once  we  begin  to  abuse  ourselves  with 
all  oar  hearts,  there  is  no  knowing  where  we  will 
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stop.  "Disgusting  wretch"  is  sometimes  the 
best  epithet  I  have  to  bestow  on  myself.  Hot 
Maria's  fancying  Montfort  would  have  condemned 
her  feelings,  was  going  rather  too  far.  The  only 
danger  likely  to  attend  his  knowing  of  them 
that  he  might  have  fallen  down  and  worshipped 
her  ;  so  much  would  he  have  loved  her  for  having 
them,  and  so  much  would  he  have  honoured  her 
for  thus  struggling  against  them. 

Maria  had  rated  herself  so  soundly,  thai  the 
only  feeling  which  remained  was  a  cheerful  resig- 
nation to  her  present  fate  ;  and  when  every  little  do- 
mestic service,  as  she  performed  it  during  the  day, 
told  her  it  was  for  the  last  time,  she  thought— 
"  Well,  cannot  He  who  disposes  of  happiness  "-ran! 
it  in  one  place  as  well  as  another,  if  He  thinks  fit ! 
—in  the  palace,  as  well  as  in  the  hut? — and  if  He 
does  not  see  fit  to  grant  me  the  happiness  I  desire, 
all  places  will  be  alike  to  nie.  Beside*,  if  I  do 
leave  this  spot,  will  not  he  who  has  made  me  love 
^o  with  me  V  It  was  a  long  time  before  this  last 
thought,  although  so  natural  a  one,  struck  Maria. 
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At  first  her  feelings  could  hardly  distinguish  be- 
lt* etn  quitting  the  place  she  had  been  bo  happy  in, 
and  quitting  happiness  itself, 

ft  may  seem  a  blunder  to  say  that  Maria's  being 
very  busy  to-day  served  to  keep  her  quiet — but  bo 
it  was :  the  great  work  of  having  to  dress  all  the 
meat  they  had  left  against  their  journey  occupied 
her  so  much,  that  it,  in  some  measure,  prevented 
thoughts  coming  into  her  mind  which  would  have 
agitated  her.  When  the  usual  time  for  their 
evening  walk  had  passed,  Montfort  said,  "  Maria, 
are  we  not  to  bid  adieu  to  our  park?"  To  Ins 
surprise,  she  replied — "  1  think  you  have  had  ex- 
ercise enough  to-day."  But  seeing  that  he  was 
disappointed,  she  added,  after  a  little  hesitation, 
"  Well,  if  you  wish  it,  and  do  not  think  it  will  be 
too  much  for  you,  let  us  go !" 

Maria  would  fain  have  avoided  this  leave-taking, 
but  to  sacrifice  herself  was  part  of  her  present  sys- 
tem, both  becauseshe  thought  it  right  to  do  so,  and 
because  she  looked  on  it  as  a  sort  of  penance  for 
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her  late  offences  ;  aod  therefore  she  readily  wtul 

when  asked  to  do  so. 

They  walked  up  and  down  for  some  time,  either 
in  perfect  silence,  or  making  those  unavailing  effort* 
at  conversation  which  may  be  likened  to  trying 
posh  a  weight  that  is  too  heavy  for  our  si 
tip  a  bill ; — it  is  sore  to  come  hack  upon  iu,  mi 
find  us  more  exhausted   from  our  attempts,  id 
therefore  less  capable  of  renewing  them.    After 
while,   the   pauses   growing   longer   and 
Montfbrt  saw   that   matters  were    not   likely 
mend ;  and  therefore,  casting  round  one  fai 
look,  be  took  the  opportunity  of  the  first  turn  tfc 
brought  them  near  the  entrance  of  the  spot,  « 
led  Maria  out  without  saying  a  word. 

The  evening  was  chilling  and  dreary  in  an  w 
usual  degree  for  such  a  climate,  at  that  season 
the  year.  The  winds  sighed  and  moaned  ;  an<Um 
cutting  blasts  came  off  the  neighbouring  peal 
that  they  appeared  to  make  the  flowers  even  V> 
cold  and  comfortless.  Such  a  scene, 
time,  seemed  to  aggravate  their  fates,  when  both 
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quired  rather  to  be  soothed  and  reconciled  to  them. 
Maria  sat  shivering  outside  the  hut,  and  could  not 
help  looking  very  pensive  as  she  cast  her  eyes 
around,  and  thought  misfortune  appeared  already 
to  have  come  upon  them.  But  that  look,  was 
quickly  turned  into  her  kindest  smile,  for  Mont- 
fort  brought  out  both  parts  of  the  cloak  and 
wrapped  about  her,  and  made  Li  lie  down  upon 
her  feet,  to  keep  them  warm,  where  he  looked  happy 
at  least,  which  he  bad  not  done  for  some  time  before. 
"If  you  are  determined  to  sit  out  here,  I  am 
determined  you  shall  not  catch  cold,"  said  Mont- 
fort,  Bitting  down  close  beside  her,  but  on  the 
windward  side,  which  Maria  contended  against, 
alh-ging,  "  that  as  she  had  the  cloak,  it  would  be 
but  fair  for  him  to  be  in  the  shelter."  But  Mont- 
fort  replied,  "  No,  as  we  are  going  on  our  way 
to-morrow,  it  is  time  for  me  to  cease  to  be  the  pro- 
tected, and  to  become  again  the  protector.  " — "  But 
that  must  depend  upon  me,"  returned  Maria ; 
"for  as  I  have  been  acknowledged  dictator,  it 
■  with  me  when  I  will  lay  down  my  poi 
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(  Bless  me,  I  fear  we  shall  convict  Maria  of  being  I 
little  blue-stocking,  after  all !  I  hav'n't  a  doubt 
she  had  read  Iivy.) 

"'  Well,"  replied  Montfort,  "  I  will  not  object 
your  retaining  it  until  to-morrow,  if  you  will  lay  it 
down  when  we  leave  the  place  where  you  haw 
used  it  go  tyrannically.     But,  in  the  mean 
I    must   humbly  beg    to    be  permitted  to  stt] 
where  I  am,  for  I  am  really  not  at  all  cold, 
you  can  hardly  help  shivering  now." 

When   they  had  again  been  silent  for  a 
while,  and  their  faces  had  again  begun  to  as 
somewhat  of   the    appearance    of   the   wei 
Montfort  said,  "There  is  a  sadness  in  leavings 
place  for  ever,  even  one  that  we  dislike !  " 

"  Anddo^ou  dislike  this  place?  " 

"Oh,  Maria!"  uttered  reproachfully,  ww  1 
only  reply. 

Short  as  their  sentences  were,  they  implied  I 
much ;  and  Maria,  in  great  confusion,  began 
unsay  her  part  as  well  as  she  could.  "Snr 
we  never  can  think  of  this  spot  without 
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to  Him  who  led  us  here,  most  probably  to  save 
both  our  lives." 

Moutfort  rather  felt  that  Maria  had  no  business 
to  take  away  his  own  word — gratitude — from  him  ; 
and  naturally  thought  "  if  it  had  the  same  meaning 
with  her  aa  with  him."  Nevertheless,  it  appears  he 
was  not  too  much  hurt  to  make  use  of  it,  a3  he 
said,  "  And  must  not  my  gratitude  to  Him,  Maria, 
be  mixed  with  gratitude  to  one  without  whose  aid 
I  never  should  have  got  here  ?  " 

"  Do  not  begin  to  talk  of  my  poor  services 
again,  or  you  will   find  what  a  beggar  I  am  in 


"  Poor  services  ! — Were  they  not  such  as  no 
other  girl  in  your  situation  would  have  thought 
of  attempting,  and  did  not  my  life  depend  upun 
them  ?  " 

"  But  what  are  they  compared  to  those  you 
have  rendered  me  ?  " 

Montfort,  after  pausing  a  moment,  said,  "  1 
mentioned  the  subject,  perhaps  without  think- 
ing ;    but  if  both  have  rendered  services,  let  us 
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think  they  have  been  repaid  by   those  we  hare 
received."' 

"Then  you  do  not  like  to  be  my  creditor  or 
debtor "'.  "  said  Maria,  rather  demurely. 

"  Can  you  think  as  you  speak  ?  Can  you 
believe  I  would  not  rather  give  up  my  life, 
give  up  having  had  it  saved  by  you — by  your 
sisterly  kindness?" 

"  No,"  returned  Maria;  "  I  cannot  conceive  you 
impatient  under  any  kindness  you  may  think 
you  have  received,  for  I  cannot,  myself,  by  auy 
means  give  into  the  odious  sentiment  of '  Gratitude 
being  a  burthen.'  To  deprive  me  of  the  gratitude 
which  1  trust  1  feel  to  those  to  whom  I  stai 
indebted,  would  be  to  deprive  me  of  most  of  n 
happiness." 

"Oh !"  said  Montfort,  catching  up  the  glow  from 
Maria's  face,  "  it  is  one  of  the  sweetest  feelings." 
He  laid  such  a  stress  on  one,  that  it  naturally 
made  his  hearer  think  of  other  sweet  feelings 
with  which,  it  appears,  they  both  of  them  s 
what  confounded  gratitude. 


tub  rotue  queen.  '247 

Maria  now  spoke  with  much  more  confidence. 
She  had  gained  strength  and  support  from  its 
being  near  the  hour  of  prayer.  Happy  are  they 
who  thus  hail  that  hour  as  a  refuge  and  resource  ! 
The  only  truly  happy !  Some  may  call  this 
cant.  If  men  so  call  it,  my  only  answer  is, 
that  it  is  a  matter  of  indifference  to  rne  what 
they  think,  except  in  as  much  as  one  would 
wish  all  to  thiuk  rightly.  If  any  woman  leans 
to  this  opinion,  I  would  tell  her,  that  although 
not  very  old,  I  have  tried  many  ways  to  attain 
happinciLs,  hut,  baffled  and  tortured,  have  been 
forced  to  confess  at  last  that  what  the  holy  say  is 
true.  This  is  no  boast  on  my  part,  for,  alack !  alack  ! 
there  ri  a  wide  difference  between  being  what  w 
ought  to  be,  and  only  knowing  what  we  ought  to  be- 
As  this  sacred  hour  approached,  Maria  felt  as  If 
more  drawn  under  His  wings  who  alone  can  shelter. 
She  knew  it  a  weakness  to  suppose  that  He  would 
lesa  surely  protect  at  one  time  than  at  another 
those  who  deserve  His  protection  ;  but  it  was  a 
i  she   would  not  now  give    up   for   the 
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best  strength.  She  felt,  not  as  if  earthly  feeling? 
had  less  power  over  her,  but  as  if  heavenly  had 
greater.  She  did  not  love  her  lover  and  her 
father  less  ;  but,  from  the  sure  and  certain  hope  of 
at  length  meeting  them  where  they  should  part  no 
more,  she  could  have  at  that  moment  borne  their 
present  loss  better.  In  this  hour  Maria  did  feel 
confidence  in  spite  of  the  reproaches  she  uttered 
against  herself  in  her  lectures ;  for  she  never 
could  persuade  herself,  that,  whatever  her  errors 
might  be,  she  did  not  wish  and  try  to  act  rightly, 
which  she  knew,  although  not  sufficient  for  men, 
would  be  accepted  of  God  ;  and  this  had  at  length 
such  an  effect  upon  her,  that  before  they  went  to 
sleep  she  became  the  more  cheerful  of  the  two, 
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CHAPTER  XL 


But  now  lead  on ; 
In  me  is  no  delay  ;  willi  (Lee  to  go, 
I*  to  stay  here  ;  without  tbee  bere  to  slay 

li  to  go  hence  iuih  ill  in.,  . 

Milton, 


And  now  the  morning  really  came  when  they 
were  to  part  from  the  shelter  they  owed  so  much 
to — that  shelter  which  had  given  life  to  one ;  and, 
if  not  given,  at  least  confirmed,  a  new  being  to 
both  ;  for  love  is  a  new  being  1 

As  they  had  agreed  to  start  very  early,  Mont- 
fort  was  out  at  his  toilet  whilst  it  was  yet  dusk. 
Maria  immediately  got  up  and  put  the  things  they 
were  not  again  to  use  in  the  same  order  as  usual, 
tot  so  her  feelings  prompted  her  to  leave  them: 


t*s  bed  and  kined  it, 
c  had  been  of  nse  to  him  in  ba 


'."ras  ansa  hreskawK — a  hasty  and  sflent  one— 
imicr  3Mor  3ee.  un  which.  Maria  tfaooght  it  WJJ 
ham  ±ac  Xumtbre  had  sever  cat  her  name,)  ui 
•an  aiaxai  aax  her  ears  which  she  knew  they  mwt 
sjun  hear,  box  which,  nevertheless  startled  her, 
'  Cjibb.  jest  Xanal  it  is  time."  Withwt  re- 
aivTiis.  Xarra  went  mm  the  hot  for  a  moment 
t=iac  her  eves  once  mora  roand, — came  out;  Moot- 
aire  Jrew  her  ana  duoagh  his,  and  they  did  W* 
soeak  again  anal  they  had  walked  aconaideiaUa 
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gixnl  opportunity  to  make  her  now  solemn- looking 
features  relax  a  little,  and  therefore  declared  he 
would  not  give  her  any  tiling  to  carry  except  the 
anus,  with  which,  when  she  still  insisted,  he 
decked  her  out,  protesting  he  had  never  seen  so 
fierce  and  assassin-like  a  looking  person  before  ; 
in  fact,  that  he  wondered  Li  and  he  did  not  run 
away  from  her. 

Maria  saw  for  what  this  nonsense  was  intended, 
and  soon  began  to  talk. 

But  before  she  begins  to  talk,  I  must  take  ad- 
vantage of  her  silence  {as  it  is  not  a  very  common 
tiling  with  her),  and  say  a  word  or  two  for  myself. 
1  hare  declared  Maria  thought  it  bard  Mont- 
fort  had  never  cut  her  name  on  their  tree.  That 
I  must  confess  was  a  little  idea  of  my  own,  for 
she  was  quite  aware  that  since  the  days  of  Orlando 
this  bad  been  one  of  the  most  approved  methods 
of  discovering  a  passion,  and  therefore  his  doing  so 
would  not  very  well  have  accorded  with  a  con- 
cealed lover;  but  nevertheless  she  did  once, 
whilst  sitting  under  it  very  happy,  think  that  she 
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should  like  to  have  their  names  cut  wlicit 
they  had  spent  so  many  hours  together.  \y- 
and  had  she  told  the  truth,  it  would  hate  I 
been  that  she  wished  them  joined  to 
surrounded  by  hearts  and  darts,  aud  true  ) 
knots  and  turtle-doves,  and  "the  further  we  fl; 
tlie  faster  we  tie,"  and  all  that  a  village  girl  ll 
sentimental.  These  were  the  very  thoughti  ( 
a  Queen ;  so  true  is  it  that  love  has  nothing  to  A 
with  sophistication.  Other  feelings, — pride,  i 
nity,  ambition, — bear  us  away  from  simple  a 
but  love  leads  us  back  to  her  altar,  blushing  M 
trembling.  He  who  knew  human  nature  I 
never  spoke  more  truly  of  it  than  when  he  a 
the  lover  duke  long  for 

"  The  song  we  had  1m 
Mark  it,  Cesario  ;  it  is  old,  and  pUa  i 
The  spinsters  and  the  knitters  in  the  sun, 
And  the  free  maids  thai  weave  their  thread  with  h 
Do  use  to  chnunt  it ;  it  is  silly  sooth. 
And  dallies  with  the 
i.ikt  the  old  age." 
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I  think  I  have  somewhere  made  out  love  to  be 
all  artfulness  instead  of  all  simplicity.  I  hardly 
know  which  is  the  trulh  ;  but  there  arc  so  many 
contradictions  in  it  that  I  am  by  no  means  sure  it 
is  oot  both. 

I  must  also  take  advantage  of  Maria's  con- 
tinued silence  (for  who  can  say  when  such  a 
thing  shall  happen  again?)  to  mention  another 
subject. 

It  has  been  hinted  to  me  that  people  in  general 
make  some  excuse  for  their  heroes  and  heroines 
Killing  in  love,  and  give  a  "  why  "  and  a  "  where- 
fore" for  their  doing  that  which  it  was  very-natural 
iliey  should  do ;  and  that  I  ought  to  follow  the  ex- 
ample. I  shall  do  no  such  thing  !  Had  they  not 
fallen  in  love  with  each  other,  then  indeed  an 
excuse  might  have  been  required,  and  it  -would 
have  puzzled  me  to  have  made  a  good  one.  \t 
tSuil  bad  not  loved  Montfort,  she  ought  to 
bare  been  ashamed  of  herself:  and  what  makes 
Dae  think  this  would  have  been  the  case  is,  that 
b  not  at  all  ashamed  of  loving  him ;   I  do 
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not  mean  that  she  was  not  all  blush  about  it!  but 
that   she  never  could  bring   herself  to  thint  it 
was  wrong.   To  be  sure,  she  did  not  try,  being 
perfectly  convinced  that  it  was  right.     And  til 
Montfort,  had  he  not  loved  Maria,  I  would  rait 
have  poisoned  him  than  writteu  about  him. 

But  now  1  think  of  it,  I  will  make  a  defer 
for  them— as  unnecessary  defences  arc 
made — just  to  show  how  clever  I,  the  defend' 
am. 

In  the  first  place,  spending  such  a  time  togeth 
as  they  had  done  in  the  hut  would  have  sto 
the  heart  of  even  a  tailor,  or,  in  more  approprtsU 
phrase,  would  have  "cabbaged  "  it.  Theirb 
to  be  sure,  were  not  of  the  sickly  i 
sort ;  but  neither  were  they  of  the  quality  of  the 
nether  millstone,  which  sometimes,  when  1  am 
a  rage  and  very  wicked,  I  think  mortal  hea 
ought  to  be,  to  enable  them  to  stand  the  wear  ■ 
tear  of  this  world.  It  required  that  a  sw 
should  give  Maria  something  more  than  a  lit 
guishing  look  and  a  sigh  before  she  could  I 
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herself  in  love  with  him — it  would  hate  been 
more  likely  to  produce  laughter  than  love ;  yet,  it 
may  be  recollected,  she  had  declared  that  she 
thought  it  necessary  to  human  happiness  for  the 
heart  to  hate  something  near  it  to  rest  upon. 
lmtfort  echoed  her  words;  but  with  an 
echo  something  like  Paddy  Blake's — not  exactly 
m  repetition.  He  said,  in  much  more  pompous 
phrase,  "'  Why  doth  the  miserable  beggar, 
whom  all  else  shun,  share  the  crust  he  can  but 
hardly  spare  with  that  wretched  cur*  Because 
•  "greater  power  than  we  can  contradict"  hath 
said,  "thou  shalt  love!"  Now  Mont  fort  had 
nothing  else  to  love,  and  Maria  was  surely  better 
than  a  long-backed  cut ' 

Dut  bad  their  hearts  still  resisted,  sufficient  yet 
remained  to  have  bowed  them  down  before  the 
altar  of  the  "  Lord  of  folded  arms."  Why,  the 
rery  powers  of  Heaten  seemed  leagued  against 
their  peace.  When  storm  and  tempest  howled 
around,  must  he  not  Bhield  and  protect  her  1  and 
must  she  not  cling  closer  to  her  sole  support? 
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But   when   the    moon    was    up — there   was  BO 
standing  the  moon  ! 

Fancy   such  a  creature  as  Maria  lying  a 
under   your  watch  and  safeguard — the   Lady  o 
the  night,  who  is  not  only  a   real  lady  herself, 
but  who  makes  eveiy  thing  she  shines  uponlc 
lady-like  too,  throwing  her  holy  rays  around  her! 

Why  a would  have  become  spiritualised,  an 

a have  gained  softness.   To  talk  of  giving  ll 

protection  of  a  brother  to  such  a  being  is  very  ti 
and  full  as  easy  is  it  to  do  so ;  but  to  retain  die  fad- 
ings of  one,  and  no  more,  is  not  so  easy, 
too,  had  her  trials  in  this  sort,  and  one  of  then 
would  have  made  a  picture,  had  I  ability  to  paint  it. 
However,  I  must  stop  ;  for  I  am  now  trying  to 
take  too  much  advantage  of  Maria's  wonderM 
silence,  and  beginning  to  tell  of  things  that  1 
not  yet  taken  place.  I  will  therefore  let  her 
tongue  loose,  and  speed  them  on  their  way. 

Maria  had   somewhat   resisted    being   inmti 

up  in  arms,   which   made   Montfort  say, 

shame,  Maria !    Have  you  not  given  up  ail  powtf 

again  ?  " 
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■'•  No,  1  did  not  give  you  the  power  to  make 
me  ridiculous !" 

"  Because  neither  you  nor  any  body  else  could 
do  (hat." 

"  That  is  the  way  poor  women  are  always 
treated,"  said  Maria,  looking  quite  up.  "  When  we 
resist,  you  throw  us  a  little  flattery  to  put  us  in 
good- humour,  just  as  I  should  give  Li  a  bone; 
hut  it  is  treating  us  with  great  contempt,  and  I 
won't  bear  it.  I  expect  to  be  treated  as  I  deserve, 
and  I  am  quite  certain  I  don't  deserve  that." 

Montfort  by  no  means  wished  her  to  be  treated 
as  she  deserved,  for  in  his  opinion  that  could  not 
possibly  be  on  earth :  however,  he  did  not  think 
it  necessary  to  explain  this  to  her,  but  said, 
"  Then,  by  virtue  of  my  authority,  I  order  you  to 
be  made  ridiculous  !  " 

"  There  is,  of  the  two,  less  nonsense  in  that ; " 
and  she  forthwith  submitted,  but  rather  against 
her  inclination ;  and  if  my  reader  cannot  guess 
at  her  reason  for  this,  as  she  knew  it  was  done  to 
t  laugh,  I  must  explain  it  to  him — it  was 


because  she  thought  it  might  make  her  look,  n 
culine.  Now  her  weakness  may  be  forgiven,  if, 
of  the  two,  she  would  rather  have  been  found  out 
committing  a  fault  than  have  looked  masculine  in 
the  eyes  of  her  lover — for  what  more  disgusts  i 
man  of  good  taste?  and  what  kdy  ever  thought 
her  lover  was  not  such  ? 

But  it  was  a  foolish  idea,  for  the  girl  might 
have  known,  that  had  not  Montfort  been  well 
aware  it  could  not  have  had  this  effect,  he  would  a= 
soon  have  thought  of  tarring  and  feathering  her. 

When  Montfort  had  told  Maria  how  fierce  |j 
looked,  and  that  he  wondered  he  and  Li  did  n 
run  away  from  her,  she  turned  round  to  her  pet 
and  said,  as  she  patted  him  on  the  head,  with  her 
face  rather  made  up  for  a  smile  than  smiling,  "  Ah! 
my  poor  dog !  You  have  a  great  deal  more  & 
than  your  master  !"  and  then  she  looked  as  if  the 
could  have  bitten  her  tongue  off. 

Had  I  been  near  tbe  young  lady  at  the  time,  I 
should  have  tuld  her  it  was  her  own  fault,  and  that 
if  she   chose  to  let  her  tongue   remain   so  Ion; 


TUB     TO  UNA      QCEE.V. 


259 


without  speaking,  she  must  expect  it  to  blunder 
when  it  began  again. 

Th«  mistake,  however,  did  no  harm,  for  Mont- 
fort  did  not  find  it  out ;  and  had  he  even  remarked 
the  words  more  than  he  did,  I  do  not  think  he 
was  metaphysical  enough  at  the  time  to  have 
traced  them  up  to  the  thoughts  and  feelings  which 
they  sprung  from ;  and  therefore  the  blunder  would 
still  hare  been  no  blunder  to  him. 

Nevertheless,  I  may  tell  my  reader  what  it 
was.  Maria  loved  to  consider  herself  so  wholly 
bis,  that  she  looked  upon  herself,  if  I  may 
ao  express  it,  as  his  spiritual  wife;  and  every 
thought  connected  with  him  had  reference  to  this 
idea:  she  had,  therefore,  in  her  own  mind,  endowed 
bitu  in  accordance  with  the  laws  of  most  nations 
with  all  her  worldly  possessions, — which,  poor  girl .' 
were  not  at  that  moment  very  large,  Lion  being 
the  chief  part  of  them.  But  that  was  no  matter, 
for  giving  in  this  sense  was  giving,  whether  it  was 
a  share  of  a  kingdom  or  a  share  of  a  crust ;  and, 
according  to  this  rule,  she  being   Li's  mistress, 
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Montfort  was  Li's  master ;  and  so,  without  think- 
ing of  it,  she  had  called  him.  It  is  strange  that 
that  should  not  have  struck  Montfort  at  all,  which, 
to  Maria's  fears,  seemed  little  less  than  the  heinous 
offence  of  having  made  him  an  offer. 

Montfort  had  walked  so  well  to  their  first  rest, 
that  Maria  did  not  object  to  bis  afterwards  carry- 
ing all  the  things  except  those  Lion  was  the  bearer 
of,  which  he  took  some  trouble  to  tie  and  stick 
about  him  so  as  to  have  his  good  arm  at  liberty. 
"  Ah  !  he  does  apprehend  some  danger  still,  I  see," 
thought  Maria,  "  although  he  tells  me  the  con- 
trary." But  she  was  quickly  relieved  from  her 
fears,  when  a  short  time  afterwards  he  said,  think- 
ing, or  pretending  to  think  she  looked  a  little  tired, 
"  I  am  perfectly  recovered  !  but  I  shall  not  think 
nyself  so  until  I  again  feel  you  making  use  of  my 
strength  for  assistance,  instead  of  my  leaning  on 
yours." 

"  1  really  do  not  require  it  yet,"  replied  Maria, 
as  she  took  his  arm ;  "  but  I  suppose  1  must  con- 
vince you  that  you  are  well." 
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When  they  had  done  a  rather,  but  not  very, 
short  day's  journey,  they  came  to  where  the  moun- 
tain ridge  sunk  suddenly  into  deep  woody  vallies ; 
the  hills  betw«m  which  might,  in  most  countries, 
bare  aspired  to  be  called  mountains  themselves ; 
bat  here,  not  only  the  disproportion  of  height,  but 
their  being  all  covered  with  forest,  marked  the 
difference  between  them  and  the  bare  monsters 
around  them. 

Although  both  agreed  that  it  would  be  quite 
refreshing  to  get  once  more  under  trees,  they  did 
not  think  it  prudent  to  venture  down  amongBt  them, 
as  they  could  spend  the  night  in  security  where 
they  were,  and  of  course  could  not  tell  what  they 
might  meet  with  below;  and  they  hoped,  on  the 
morrow,  to  get  through  all  the  woody  country, 
and  reach  the  mountains  beyond  it  before  night. 
Fortunately,  too,  this  evening  was  the  opposite  of 
the  preceding  one,  and  even  so  high  up  as  they  were, 
was  quite  as  warm  as  they  could  have  wished  it. 

Maria  did  at  first  miss  the  sheltering  roof,  and 
all  that  she  had  lately  been  accustomed  to;  but 
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when  she  thought  she  saw  that  Montfort  missed 
them  also,  she  exerted  herself  so  much  to  □ 
him  forget,  that  she  soon  forgot  them  herself. 

If  they  had  before  found  the  maintain  air  give 
them  such  appetites  as  to  muke  them  often  laugh 
about  it,  exercise  being  now  added  to  this  EMM  had 
such  an  effect,  that  when  supper  was  over,  the 
remains  of  Maria's  "  poor  thing  I"  had  nc.nly  dis- 
appeared. But  this  they  did  not  mind,  as  thoy 
had  enough  left  for  breakfast,  and  after  that 
Montfort  was  to  forage  fortbem,  as  he  used  todo. 
By  the  way,  he  told  Maria  that  "  her  eating  the  kid 
so  heartily,  after  having  been  so  pathetic  about  it, 
was  really  too  bad  !  and  what  he  did  not  expect 
He  thought  to  have  had  it  all  between  Li  and 
himself." 

Maria  professed  to  have  had  some  idea  of  not 
interfering  with  them,  but  then  she  knew,  "if 
left  to  themselves,  he  and  Li  would  have  fought 
about  it." 

This  conversation  passed  as  Maria  was  in  the 
act  of  putting  a  great  lump  of  bread  and   meat 


before  herself,  a  still  Inrger  one  before  Montfort, 
and  a  huge  mass  before  Lion. 

"  Wiiv,  Maria,  you  surely  do  not  mean  to 
devour  oil  that  1 " 

"  Indeed  I  do  !  and  if  you  do  not  make  haste 
and  eat  your's,  perhaps  I  shall  come  in  for  some 
of  n." 

'*  Quite  shocking !  "  returned  Montfort,  "  now  I 
will  tell  you  how  a  young  lady  ought  to  live.  For 
breakfast,  she  should  sip  a  little  dew  off  a  rose- 
leaf,  and,  if  very  hungry,  eat  a  bit  of  the  leaf 

itself.     For  dinner, "     But  here  inning  that 

Maria  was  not  paying  the  least  attention  to  him, 
but  rery  great  to  what  was  before  her,  he  could 
resist  no  longer,  and  soon  was  the  most  busy  of 
the  three.  Perhaps,  too,  he  might  have  had  some 
fears  of  her  really  putting  her  threat  into 
execution. 

For  the  benefit  of  my  readers,  1  shall  say  what 
Montfort 'a  real  opinion  on  the  important  subject  of 
eating  was,  as  I  think  it  the  correct  one.  Fine 
i  fine  gentlemen,  used,  with  tlio  had 
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taste  natural  to  such  persons,  to  pretend  to  hardly 
eat  any  thing.  Now,  a  bad  appetite  is  a  sign  of 
bad  health;  and  although  bad  health  is  to  t* 
pitied,  there  is  nothing  so  pleasing  in  the  idea  of 
it  as  to  induce  one  to  affect  it.  The  reverse  would 
be  the'  much  more  excusable  affectation,  u  the 
wish  to  give  the  impression  of  health  and  freshne* 
is  to  be  understood.  This  stupid  Taney  baa  nearly 
disappeared. 

Very  soon  after  their  supper  was  over,  Moat- 
fort  said,  "  We  must  have  no  romanticising  to- 
night,— no  looking  at  setting  suns  or  rising 
moons,  although  there  should  be  a  dozen  of  them : 
but  as  soon  as  I  have  made  your  bed,  you  must  go 
to  sleep." 

Maria  might  have  thought  it  a  little  hard  to  he 
sent  to  bed  so  early  when  she  had  not  done  any 
thing  wrong,  but  she  did  not  object  to  it  for  three 
reasons.  1st.  When  the  could  tiot  have  her  ovn 
ttay,  she  found  a  pleasure  in  obeying  Montfort,** 
it  was  a  part  of  her  fancied  duty  to  her  ideal  lord 
and  master.     2nd.  She  ivas  a  little  tired, 
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the  (lid  not  own  it.  3rd.  The  sooner  she  went  to 
deep,  the  sooner  would  Montfort  consent  to  wake 
her,  and  take  her  place.  She  therefore  only 
stipulated  for  assisting  in  collecting  her  bed. 

Maria,  with  her  legs  in  the  sack,  and  bundled 
op  in  the  cloak,  made  an  odd  figure  in  the  day- 
light ;  but  she  consoled  herself  by  telling  Montfort 
(bat  she  should  soon  see  him  in  the  same  situa- 
tion ;  and  was  shortly  sound  asleep. 

This  first  attempt  at  camping  out  again  was 
altogether  successful ;  and  on  the  following  morn- 
ing, after  breakfasting,  they  continued  their  way 
with  their  spirits  as  light  as  their  provision-bag,  in 
which  there  was  nothing  left  but  one  little  bit  of 
bread,  saved  for  Maria  to  eat  during  the  journey, 
to  keep  up  her  strength. 

If  Maria  was  armed  yesterday  merely  for  amuse- 
ment, to-day  she  had  a  brace  of  pistols  stuck  in  the 
waist-belt,  or  rather  sash,  which  made  part  of  her 
peasant's  costume,  from  n  different  motive — that 
die  might  be  better  disguised  in  case  of  netting 
e  down  in  the  country  they  had  to  traverse, 
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far  m  tammttm  mat  the  custom  of  carrying  a 
israt  a  aora  waa  man  remarkable  without  t 
want  tWaa-     It  alao  made  Montfort  more  p 
as  fats  appearance,    for  two  brace  of  | 
adrSlMB  to  a  carabine,  was  rather  overdoing  I 
tfraag.  akrhaagk  one  and  a  dagger  were  considJ 

TWy  immediately  began  to  descend,  and  ! 
sot  hato  the  woods,  Maria  running  down  the  sJ 
*  last  that  Moruibn  was  obliged  to  scold  her.l 
■:  might  get  her  legs  into  some  bolir] 
meet  with  an  accident.     Such  t 
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enjoying  every  step,  and  finding  out  more  beauties 
than  ever  before  were  discovered  in  such  a  scene, 
light  or  shade,  dense  forest  or  open  glade,  it  was 
all  the  same  to  them ;  it  only  seemed  changing  from 
one  delight  to  another.  You  would  have  thought,  to 
have  heard  them  talk,  that  nobody  had  ever  been 
in  a  wood  before — that  it  was  some  new  invention, 
or  late  discovery. 

They  did  not  meet  any  body  for  the  whole 
morning  except  a  boy  with  a  herd  of  pigs ;  but 
this  they  were  prepared  for,  as  Montfort  had 
reconnoitred  tlie  country  well  from  the  mountains, 
and  perceived  very  few  villages,  columns  of  smoke, 
or  other  traces  of  inhabitants. 

When  they  saw  the  herd,  they  began  to  think 
"  what  a  very  nice  thing  a  roasted  pig  is !"  but, 
fortunately  for  the  boy  and  his  charge,  he  told 
them  that  two  or  three  miles  further  on  the  road 
they  bad  been  following  there  was  a  very  good 
aubergt.  The  boy  also  asked  if  they  were 
going  to  against  the  fGte ;  to  which  Mont- 
fort promptly  replied    "Yes!"  and  the  moment 


THE    YOUNG     QUEES. 

they  got  out  of  eight  he  wrote  down  the  name 
of  the  village  with  his  pencil,  for  fear  of 
forgetting  it,  determining  to  make  this  their  pus- 
port  until  they  had  proceeded  beyond  it,  in  ca«e 
any  more  questions  should  be  asked  them. 

When  they  had  got  a  mile  or  two  further,  they 
were  suddenly  struck  dumb  with  admiration  arid 
surprise  at  finding  themselves,  on  turning  round  a 
hill,  all  at  once  on  the  shores  of  one  of  the  prettiest 
little  lakes  in  the  world.  It  was  a  scene  in  which  the 
different  parts  were  properly  balanced.  The  ex- 
panse of  water  was  not  so  great  as  to  give  the  hills 
an  insignificant  appearance,  neither  were  they  of 
sufficient  magnitude  to  make  the  lake  look  like  a 
slop-basin.  There  ran  a  bold  and  craggy  range  of 
heights  at  the  back,  whose  lower  sides  were  covered 
with  forest,  in  parts  close  to  the  edge  of  the  water, 
into  which  jutted  some  little  bead-lands  crowned 
with  noble  trees,  whose  shadows  were  8ung  far 
out  upon  the  surface.  This  is  one  of  the  great 
advantages  of  lakes  over  bays — of  fresh 
over  ualt—  that   trees  frequently  grow   so    clow 


as  to  hang  over  the  one,  but  seldom  dare  to  ap- 
proach very  near  to  the  other.  On  the  tideles* 
shores  of  the  Mediterranean,  however,  you  do 
sometimes  see  it. 

It  was  still  rather  early  for  them  to  stop  for  the 
uight ;  bat  they  instantly  made  up  their  minds  to 
do  so,  as  they  could  not  find  it  in  their  hearts  to 
pass  so  lonely  a  spot,  and  they  had  before  given 
up  all  hopes  of  reaching  the  mountains  ei"  night 
fall,  the  distance  having  proved  much  greater  than 
it  had  appeared.  Montfort  was  also  now  con- 
vinced that  they  bad  got  out  of  the  track  the  hoy 
:!',  as  they  had  not  seen  an  aubtrgt, 
nor  bad  he  said  a  word  about  a  lake :  they  there- 
fore considered  it  their  most  prudent,  as  well  u 
most  agreeable  plan  to  remain  where  they  were — 
for  Montfort  to  leave  Maria  in  some  secure  place, 
and  then  go  to  seek  provisions. 

Marta  did  not  say  a  word  against  this  part  of 
the  arrangement,  as  she  knew  it  was  a  thing  that 
must  he  ;  but  she  would  fain  have  made  out  a  cue, 
had  it  been  possible,  and  bad  she  only  consulted 
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her  own  feelings  as  to  the  propriety  and  eligibility 
of  her  going  with  him.  But  although  she  did  not 
say  any  thing,  one  -who  looked  in  her  face  might 
have  seen  a  solemness  come  over  it,  and  a  knitting 
of  the  brow,  slight  in  itself,  but  which  spoke  of 
such  trifles  as  rend  our  very  heart-strings.  B 
the  only  person  who  could  have  looked  in  her  6 
always  made  a  point  of  looking  the  other  way  « 
such  occasions. 

They  soon  found  a  place  of  concealment,  aw 
Montfort  said  gaily,  *'  Now  I  expect  to  find  nr. 
warlike-looking  little  brother  laughing  when 
come  back !  But  it  is  no  great  matter,  for  « 
I  do  come,  1  will  answer  for  his  laughing  at  t! 
quantity  of  provisions  I  mean  to  bring." 
calling  Lion  to  him,  who  was  lying  down  a  ft 
yards  off,  he  said,  pointing  to  Maria,  ' 
mind  I  leave  our  charge  under  your  guardianship! 
Lion  sat  down  and  beat  the  ground  three  tim 
with  his  tail,  which  might  be  conceived  to  intiin 
as  follows  :  "  Mind  your  own  work — make  hai 
and  get  us  something  to  eat — and  I'll  mind  c 


Maria  also  said.  Dot,  however,  explaining  her 
meaning  in  the  same  way,  "  Giving  me  in  charge 
to  Lion  is  rather  casting  a  reflection  on  my 
*  doublet  and  hose,'  especially  as  it  is  at  present 
guarded  by  two  pistols ;  but  I  assure  you,  I  do 
feel  quite  safe  now  I  have  him  with  me,  and  not  at 
all  in  the  fright  I  used  to  be  ;  so  pray  do  not  over- 
exert yourself  to  get  back  soon ;  for  mind,  it  is  still 
necessary  to  be  careful  of  your  strength." 

Whenever  Montfort  called  Maria  "his  little 
brother,"  or  "his  brother  Paolo,"  (the  name 
she  passed  by  when  they  were  amongst  people, 
whilst  in  her  male  attire,)  it  was  a  sign  that 
be  was  in  a  gay  humour,  or  that  he  wished  to 
make  her  so.  He  never  now  used  the  expres- 
sion on  common  occasions,  and,  when  in  a  pa- 
thetic mood,  he  would  not  have  made  her  of  the 
masculine  gender  for  the  world.  Indeed,  it  then 
appeared  quite  as  much  as  he  could  do  to  call  her 
sister.  Maria,  too,  had  latterly  dropped  the  word 
"  brother  "  altogether,  except  when  merry  and 
laughing;  or  if,  when  her  feelings  were  opposite 
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to  this,  she  found  it  necessary  to  use  it,  to  hide  ui 
colour  an  excess  of  thankfulness  on  her  part,  si* 
preferred  calling  him  her  "more  than  brother,'* 
which  she  casuistically  decided  "could  not  bet 
brother  at  all."  At  first  they  bad  both  used  Ihe 
trim  often,  because  each  felt  an  inclination  to  bf 
more  familiar  than  their  length  of  acquaintance 
would  seem  to  authorise  even  under  their  un- 
common circumstances.  "Now  calling  each  other  by 
the  name  under  which  they  were  sometime* 
obliged  to  pass,  was  an  innocent  way  of  accom- 
plishing this  end.  It  was  also  an  innocent  way  of 
forgetting  the  difference  of  their  stations  in  hit. 
But  their  situation  with  respect  to  each  other 
having  made  them  better  acquainted  in  a  few  Jay* 
than,  under  ordinary  circumstances,  tbey  wouM 
have  been  in  as  many  years,  and  their  unreserwd 
and  perfect  intimacy  causing  them  to  totally  fo«|Bt 
adventitious  circumstances,  there  soon  became  tto 
necessity  for  this;  other  feelings, too,  springingup 
is  their  hearts,  ■'brotherand  sister,"  howeierswetl 
at  first,  had  fallen  into  disgrace.     If  it  be  thought. 
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«hat  they  had  substituted  in  their  steads — Mont- 
fort  sometimes  venturing  (on  great  occasions)  to 
call  her  "  dear  Maria,"  for  instance,  was  rather 
lover-ltke  than  brother-like,  it  must  be  recollected 
that  they  had  agreed  to  consider  it  as  the  latter, 
and  that  they  were  by  no  means  anxious  to  scruti- 
nise the  term  very  narrowly. 

With  respect  to  rank,  the  wild  life  they  now 
led  would  alone  have  been  enough  to  make  them 
forget  that;  but  love  still  more  speedily  caused 
this  distinction  to  disappear ;  or,  if  I  may  so 
express  it,  it  resolved  them  into  their  first  principles. 
The  Queen  had  disappeared,  but  the  woman 
remained:  they  felt  themselves  equal  before  God, 
and  alas  1  sighed  that  they  were  not  so  before  men. 

When  Montfort  fiist  thought  on  this  subject,  In 
imid  to  himself,  "  Maria  naturally  wishes  me  to 
treat  her  as  an  equal— any  one  under  her  oicoaMr 
stances  would  feet  empty  ceremony  to  be  n 
heartless  mockery.  But  am  I  not  carrying  it  too 
far? —  How  can  I  carry  it  too  far  if  she  wishes 
it  ? — Her  wishes  are  surely  first  to  be  attended  to ! 
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:  wider  bet  pe- 
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■■■iH  in  — Jke  her  oat,  la* 


mt  lent,  she  is  not  ihovag 

in  toy  P& 

i  she  peeps  o«t  fim  tbe 

Bit 

people!    I  h»«w< 

.  H  Mostftn  kaew  this  that  he  would  tta* 


275 

Maria  hai  beat  dowa  the  barims  ao  at  to  amke 
tpeep4wle  oat  of  the  leafy  icrea  she  was  hid 
behind,  and,  to  her  great  joy,  she  saw  Moadbct 
wfrm  bag  befete  she  expected  him,  ■hhoaghher 
••ck  was  already  aaaily  stiff  from  keepiag  it  so 
mtodymoDepoeitioa.  B«t  the  littfe  decakfel 
thsgnotchooeing  to  be  caaght  ao  ■luiiiasly  oa 
to  witch,  the  moment  he  came  in  sight  palled 
*p  the  branches  into  their  original  mate 
fegm  playing  with  Ii9a  earn  ao  qaiedy  that 
Jtottfcrt  aaw  her  he  was  ahnoat  piqaed  at 
**faeiice.  Bat  if  this  was  ma  fiiat  feeling,  he 
**saoon  quite  restored  to  himself  by  perceinnz, 
*hen  she  gave  him  her  hand,  not  a  tremour,  but 
*  thrill  which  could  not  be  disguised. 

"I  told  you  I  should  make  you  laugh/   said 
Montfort,  as  Maria  smiled. 
"But  what  hare  you  got  ?"  asked  she. 
"You  shall  see,"  replied   Mont  fort,  tnumph- 
mtly. 

Cheese,    salt-fish,    dressed    meat,   olires,   and 
hree  huge  loaves  of  nice  fresh  brown-bread,  were 


276 


DIE    VOTING    QUEEN. 


displayed  to  Lion's  and  Maria's  devouring 
eyes. 

"  That  speaks  for  itself,"  said  Montfort,  pointing 
to  the  wine-skin  ;  "  but  1  have  also  got  something 
to  drink  it  out  of;" — and  he  produced  a  little 
horn  cup. 

"  But  were  you  not  afraid  to  buy  so  much  at 
once?" 

"  No !  I  said  there  was  a  party  in  the  woods, 
on  the  way  to  the  fete,  that  I  had  been  sent  to 
get  provisions  while  the  others  slept,  and  that  «f 
were  going  on  further  as  soon  as  we  had  rested." 

"  But  what  possessed  you  to  bring  so  roach 
wine  1" 

"  I  was  afraid  to  buy  less ;  for  they  would  natu- 
rally think  that  the  number  of  men  who  could 
need  so  much  to  eat  would  at  least  require  thai 
quantity  to  drink; — but  you  know  we  need  not 
hniBh  it  to-night,  and  to-morrow  we  can  take  some 
on  our  journey,  and  with  the  rest  pour  a  pure 
libation  on  the  ground,  or  into  the  lake,  to  ihi 
goddess  of  its  lovely  waters." 
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"  Ah  !  now  we  have  plenty  to  eat  and  drink, 
we  begin  to  get  poetical,  and  to  think  about 
(he  beauties  of  nature  again!"  said  Maria, 
laughing. 

•'  And  very  naturally,"  replied  Montfort ;  "  for 
although  all  the  morning,  until  we  got  very  hun- 
gry, we  talked  of  such  scenes  as  this  as  if  nothing 
else  were  necessary  to  happiness,  yet  we  cannot  eat 
hills  or  woods." 

"  But  we  can  drink  lakes,"  said  Maria,  going 
towards  the  water  with  the  cup  in  her  hand. 

"  Not  whilst  we  have  wine,"  interposed  Monl- 
fert,  "  and  not  until  you  have  eaten." 

"  Oh,  you  need  not  be  one  bit  afraid  of  my  ap- 
jK-lile,  I  assure  you,"  replied  she,  as  they  sat 
down  to  their  dinner. 

Maria  wished  to  have  taken  possession  of  one 
of  the  little  wooded  headlands  ;  but  Montfort, 
although  lie  did  not  apprehend  any  danger,  was 
too  much  of  a  general  to  venture  into  a  place 
«here  their  retreat  might  have  been  so  easily 
cut  off.     They  therefore  chose  their  lair  on  the 
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case,  and  hidden  oo  the  land  side  by 
mt  irzaxs  and  mrrtle. 
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U  heaven  and  earth  are  (till — though  not  in  sleep, 
But  breath  lei  i,  ai  we  grow  when  feeling  most ; 

Arid  ijlent,  as  we  stand  in  thoughts  too  deep: — 
All  heaven  and  earth  are  still  i  from  the  high  host 

Of  ibn,  to  the  lull'd  lake  and  mountain  coast, 


ill  i 


i  life  i, 


Bat 
When 


Where  not  a  beam,  nor  air,  nor 

But  hiitli  a  part  of  being,  and  i 

is  of  all  Creator  a: 


Whe.n  dinner  was  over,  there  was  yet  a  good 
while  until  evening,  which  Maria  proposed  to  fill 
up  by  fishing.  Montfort,  amongst  his  other  con- 
trivances, had  furnished  himself  with  a  few  hooks 
and  a  line,  thinking  it  by  no  means  impossible 
hut  that,  on  some  occasion,  a  mountain  stream 
might  furnish  them  with  a  repast  which  no  other 
part  of  the  mountain  would  :  bait  they  could  never 
be  at  a  loss  for,  as  the  unsophisticated  fish  of  that 
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wild  region  would  not  refuse  to  bite  at  o  scrap  of 
the  coarse  red  lining  of  his  peasant's  jacket. 

Montfort  was  rather  surprised  to  hear  Mann 
make  the  proposal,  and  told  her  he  was  sure  she 
would  not  like  it ;  but  when  she  said  she  was  sure 
she  should,  he,  of  course,  had  nothing  further  to 
urge,  and  to  fish  they  went. 

Maria,  mistaking  the  delight  of  having  any 
employment  with  such  a  companion  in  so  beau- 
tiful a  spot  as  they  had  chosen,  for  the  pleasure 
of  fishing,  was  much  pleased  for  a  time,  although 
they  were  unsuccessful.  Montfort  had  con.iiucm.cii 
instructing  her  in  the  art,  albeit  his  own  knowledge 
extending  no  farther  than  to  be  quite  clear  on  one 
point — that  it  was  necessary  to  put  the  hook  in  the 
water  before  the  fish  could  bite  at  it. 

"We  shall  never  get  even  a  nibble,"  at  length 
said  Montfort,  solemnly. 

"  It  is  only  owing  to  your  awkwardness,"  re- 
plied Maria  :  "  let  me  try." 

And,  strange  to  say,  she  had  not  taken  the  stick 
honoured  with  the  name  of  a  rod,  more  than  a  mi- 


However,  I  wiU  not  ay  that  U*  la  as) 
their  now  pnia«aaing  to  ferze  ft  stock  **sa 
of  there  being  no  luciaity  far  Xasawats 
risk  for  some  time  which  the  taoaataatam 
with  hrm,  hftd  otf  also  «oa«  ««««  a  aaka 
cheerful ;  ud  his  »p«nt»  always  ssat  m  m 
They  now  Ml  where  they  crwaaiaw 
across  the  lake,  and  Maria  sad.  ■  Y« 
cannot  be  such  *  tyrant  as  w>  tbak  •*"  aw 
go  to  bed  verr  early  to-aewt '  Tat  haw 
plenty  of  sleep  last  night,  awi  way  aw 
to-day.  I  tell  yon,  I  iiaanlj  al  ai 
sleep  if  yon  do ' " 

Montfort  wfti  mi  lid  m  asr  waaaai 
shook  bi*  bead. 

"Well,  you  wall  had,  ja  aVaaaa 
that,  though  yon  can  Bake  mmhI 
cannot  nuke  me  go  to  aeep.  aaaaant,  i 
the  power  of  even  the  great  goaxasr  wf  1 
to  make  a  man  sleep  a  praai ;  ai  1 1 
rained  to  keep  my  eyes  open, 
you — and  to  look  at  this  beawiM  ake 
may  as  well  let  me  stay  up." 


"  Very  Serene  Highness,"  that  she  broke  the  rod 
across  her  dutiful  subject's  head,  to  the  do 
amusement  of  both.    So  ended  their  fishing. 

And  when  day  at  length  began  to  close,  nem 
did  it  close  upon  a  lovelier  scene,  or  upon  thow 
who  were  more  capable  of  enjoying  it ;  for  both 
were  in  delightful  spirits,  but  not  from  a  cause 
which  associated  with  what  was  around  them,  for 
there  was  nothing  whatever  of  the  romantic  in  it" 
it  was  from  the  downright  vulgar  one  which  I  h»« 
already  mentioned,  of  having  plenty  to  eat  M^ 
drink. 

Let  no  high-born  damsel  toss  up  her  head  >( 
the  idea  of  such  a  thing  as  a  dinner  having  «" 
effect  upon  the  spirits  of  a  Queen,  until  she  her- 
self has  undergone  a  little  starvation,  which  nw) 
alter  her  opinion  wonderfully.  I  have  been  ">" 
formed,  on  very  good  authority,  that  both  king* 
and  queens  eat  and  drink  as  we  do,  and  that  th*J 
have  been  known  to  get  quite  cross  at  having  '•■?.<"'■ 
kept  waiting  for  their  dinners;  but  this  I  *ont 
vouch  for,  although  I  firmly  believe  the  fir" 
assertion . 


However,  I  will  not  say  that  the  knowledge  (from 
their  now  possessing  so  large  a  stock  of  provisions) 
oflhere  being  no  necessity  for  Montfort  to  run  any 
risk  for  some  time  which  she  should  not  have  to  share 
with  him,  had  not  also  some  effect  in  making  Maria 
cheerful ;  and  his  spirits  always  rose  as  her's  did. 

They  now  sat  where  they  commanded  a  view 
across  the  lake,  and  Maria  said,  "  You  surely 
cannot  be  such  a  tyrant  as  to  think  of  making  me 
go  to  bed  very  early  to-night !  You  know  I  had 
plenty  of  steep  last  night,  and  very  little  walking 
to-day.  I  tell  you,  I  positively  will  not  go  to 
sleep  if  you  do  !  " 

Montfort  was  amused  at  her  vehemence,  but 
shook  his  head. 

"Well,  you  shall  find,  you  ill-natured  thing, 
that,  though  you  can  make  me  go  to  bed,  you 
cannot  make  me  go  to  sleep.  Recollect,  it  passed 
the  power  of  even  the  great  governor  of  Barataria 
to  make  a  man  sleep  in  prison  ;  and  I  am  deter- 
mined to  keep  my  eyes  open,  on  purpose  to  vex 
you — and  to  look  at  this  beautiful  lake ;  —so  you 
may  as  well  let  me  stay  up." 
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After  explaining  that  he  could  uwke  her  torn 
her  face  towards  a  rock  or  a  bosh,  in  which  case 
her  keeping  her  eyes  open  would  be  no  particular 
amusement,  he  did  own  that  he  thought  she  could 
not  require  any  extraordinary  quantity  of  sleep, 
which  Maria  interpreted  into — "she  might  stay 
up  as  long  as  she  chose." 

There  they  sat,  talking  as  great  nonsense  as  if 
they  were  at  a  fashionable  rout,  only  laughing  a 
great  deal  more  than  it  would  be  thought  proper 
to  do  on  such  an  occasion  in  England.  Montfcrt 
insisted  on  Maria's  drinking  a  second  cop  of 
wine.  "  A  pretty  thing  it  will  be,"  said  she,  "  if 
you  bring  me  to  my  father  quite  accomplished  in 
the  art  of  tippling — a  complete  toper !" 

"  I  shall  bring  yon  to  your  father,  as  perfect  in    - 


come*  into  one's  head,    and    the  i 

the    liberty     of  ottering    it  without 

-or  rather,  in  spite  of  ourselves.     Maria  reUied 

first,  and  said,  with  a  laugh  and  a  little  blush, 

"  Come,  cone,  air!  la  thia  keeping  your  promise, 

—  not  to  natter  me  on  any    (object  except  my 

courage,  whilst  I  am  under  yew  can  ?  " 

Tina  "  under  your  care  "  waa  a  phrase  Montfbrt 
loved  so  much  to  hear,  that  it  had  always  the  effect 
of  making  him  silent  with  delight  for  a  moment ; 
bat  he  soon  said,  "  Courage  is  a  subject  on  which 
1  think  it  will  rather  go  against  your  conscience 
to  flatter  me,  after  what  you  have  seen  to-day." 

Maria  now  laughed  with  her  eyes  and  with  her 
heart,  as  she  replied,  "  I  should  have  thought 
your  conduct  downright  affectation,  had  1  not 
seen  the  real  fright  you  were  in;  and  had  I  not 
recollected  that  nothing  mortal  could  daunt 
another  valiant  soldier  whilst  fighting  his  foes, 
except  —  the  face  of  a  white  horse.  But  no! 
there  was  no  mistake  in  your — "  (continued  she, 
mimicking)  "  '  Oh,  Maria !  let  us  go  away  ! '  as  I 
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*d  the  deadly  enemy  that  would  have  put 
ighty  hero  to  flight,  had  he  not  been  protect' 
y  a  still  more  mighty  heroine." 

This  alluded  to  a  scene  which  took  place  tat 
morning,  when  they  had  Bat  down  on  the  few 
of  a  fallen  tree  to  rest.  Montfort  had  a  w 
terrible  antipathy  to  a  spider ;  and  a  great  hht 
hairy  moncter  crawled  out  of  the  trunk  cloml 
him ;  crawled  is  not  the  expression,  for  i 
motion  was  so  rapid  that  it  seemed  rather  to  4» 
He  started  up  in  such  dismay  that  it  quite  nigh 
ened  Maria,  until  she  knew  the  cause.  She  f 
o£  coolly  to  take  it  up  and  throw  it  a* 
,v  dislocated  her  shoulder,! 
1 
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then  two  to  the  right,  and  keeping  bis  eyes  fixed 
with  an  expression  of  concentrated  horror  on  the 
"  villain  he  did  not  love  to  look  upon,"  but  could 
not  help  it.  He  then  added  the  pathetic  appeal 
above  mentioned,  "Oh,  dear  Maria!  let  us  go 
away ! " 

When  this  was  over,  it  made  them  both  laugh 
a  good  deal ;  and  Maria  declared  she  was  so 
lie-lighted  to  have  such  a  quiz  against  him,  that 
he  never  should  hear  the  last  of  it — which  had 
a  contrary  effect  upon  his  vanity  to  that  of 
mortifying  it:  for,  knowing  that  in  reality  Maria 
looked  upon  him  as  much  more  valiant  than 
Hector  and  Achilles,  both  put  together,  he  felt 
pleased  at  her  badinage  on  the  subject.  He  hardly 
knew  why,  but  it  Battered  him. 

To  Maria's  mimicry,  he  replied,  "  But  if  I  am 
not  to  flatter  you,  you  have  no  right  to  compare 
me  and  my  spider  to  Henry  the  Fourth  and  his 
white  horse." 

'*  Oh  !  "  replied  Maria,  trying  to  look  innocent, 
"  I  did  not  consider  thai  a  breach  of  contract,  as 


I  thought  you  would  set  the  flattery  down  ir 
ode  instead  of  yours." 

"  Am  I  so  vain  as  all  that,  Maria  ?  " 
"  Why,  to  tell  too  the  truth,  I  do  not  k 
that  you  have  an  orer-abnndance  of  posture  n 
direct  vanity  (although  you  have  quite  encugbl 
that)  ;  bat  yoa  hare  a  great  deal  of  round-abo* 
vanity.  If  you  do  not  make  yourself  out  to 
the  first  of  mortals,  you  fancy  your  friend  aV 
such  ;  which  is  only  self-praise  in  disguise, at  tk 
tood  qualities,  of  course,  are  reflected  cat  bis 
whom  such  perfections  condeacead  to  be  fi 

"  Well  then,  for  the  future,  I  will  thick* 
friends  the  worst  in  the  world  —  at  all  e 
know  one  whom  I   shall  have  a  very  bad 
of  if  she  abases  me  so." 

Maha's  speech  made  an  impression  on  J 
which  she  did  not  intend :  it  made  him  an 
while ;  for  he  began  in  earnest  to  consider  i 
bad  not  some  truth  in  it.     "  But.  no !  " 
he,  "that  cannot  be  the  case !     I  do  m 

•Her  of  myself  on  that  account:  for  I  do  i 
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think  myself  worthy  of  such  friends  ! — for  in- 
stance, how  unworthy  of  the  one  who  is  nearest 
(be  might  as  well  have  added  dearest)  to  me ! " 

But  although  her  speech  was  not  attended  with 
exactly  the  effect  she  wished,  she  yet  had  an  object 
in  making  it— or  rather,  as  we  have  for  most  of 
the  speeches  we  utter,  a  half  object — a  motive  ap- 
pearing in  the  distance,  but  not  very  clearly  made 
out  even  to  ourselves. 

What  prompted  Maria  thus  to  speak  was,  that 
she  truly  wished  Montfort  had  not  quite  so  high 
an  opinion  of  her.  She  had  a  tolerably  good 
opinion  of  herself,  but  she  knew  that  poor  Mont- 
fort'* had  gone  beyond  all  bounds  ;  that  he 
thought  her  far  better  than  any  thing  that  ever 
existed  before,  that  was  mortal,  and  only  mortal. 
Now  this  gave  Maria  serious  concern,  "  for  what 
human  being,"  said  she,  "  can  stand  such  a 
notion  ?  With  such  an  idea  in  his  head,  the  more 
he  knows  me,  the  more  shall  I  sink  in  his 
opinion." 

It  w»  at  this  fancy  of  bis  that  Maria's  speech 
oi_  t.  N 
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glanced,   but   was    not    seriously   aimed.     This 
object  showed   itself  to  her  mind   through 
haze,  but  she  hardly  expected  her  almost  random 
shot  to  hit,  or  do  any  good  if  it  did. 

By  his  reflection  on  the  subject,  it  appears  that 
Maria  was  quite  right  not  to  suppose  much  good 
would  result  from  what  she  said.  Poor  girl 
would  have  been  difficult  indeed  to  have  lowered  his 
opinion  of  her ;  and, in  fact,  the  attempt  would  have 
been  a  practical  bull,  for  the  more  she  tried  to  pull 
it  down,  the  more  would  she  in  reality  have  raised 
it  up.  Had  she  said,  "  Montfort,  I  wish  you 
would  not  be  so  silly ;  you  think  me  something 
more  than  mortal,  whereas  the  utmost  praise  I 
deserve  is  that  of  being  a  well-intentioned,  girl;' 
he  would  have  raved  out,  "  Why,  this  very  humi- 
lity stamps  you  as  perfection  itself!"  I  see  no 
help  for  her.  She  must  be  contented  to  be 
angel — at  least  in  her  lover's  opinion.  And,  after 
all,  'tis  no  such  very  great  hardship,  but  what 
happens  to  some  of  her  sex  every  day  ! 

After  a  little  pause,  Montfort  said,  "  But  could 


you  not  find  oat  some  more  amiable  reason  for 
my  thinking  my  friends — that  is,  Maria,  my 
•itiitHt  friends ! — so  very  good  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  I  could  if  I  were  so  inclined  ;  but  I 
cannot  be  amiable  now — 1  can  only  be  merry." 

"  Only  merry  ?  Quite  the  contrary  1  You  are 
now  getting  so  deep  that  I  don't  understand  you ; 
marking  a  difference  where  nobody  else  can  see 
a  distinction." 

"In  what?" 

"  In  merry  and  amiable,  as  applied  to  you." 

"  Ah  !  that  's  a  relapse  !  " 

And  thus  they  went  on,  conversing  gaily,  until  the 
rising  moon  had  turned  to  silver  the  golden  hues  of 
evening.  Then  the  hour  had  its  effect  upon  those 
who  were  not  enough  rennod  to  think  there  was  any 
thing  vulgar  in  giving  way  to  their  feelings,  whe- 
ther they  led  to  laughter  or  to  seriousness.  I  believe 
I  am  wrong — I  do  not  mean  refined — for  their 
heads,  and  hearts,  and  tastes,  and  manners,  gave 
them  every  claim  to  refinement;  but  fashionable 
i»  the  word — in  which  line  I  fear  I  never  shall 
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make  any  thing  of  them.  They  never  will  be  fit 
to  be  introduced  into  good  society !  they  are 
"  past  praying  for"  in  that  respect.  I  see  no  hope 
for  them,  the  only  radical  cure  for  such  being  to 
carefully  extract  the  brain  aud  heart,  and  fill  the 
cavities  with  those  of  a  dandy,  lizard,  or  some 
other  cold-blooded  animal ;  an  operation,  I  am 
sure,  they  will  not  consent  to  submit  to.  They 
never  could  be  made  even  to  understand  that  en- 
thusiasm is  low,  and  an  emotion  little  short  of  a 
crime.  So  far  from  this,  if  Maria  only  found  a 
flower  more  than  commonly  pretty,  she  used  to 
run  to  Monlfort  with  it  as  if  it  were  Tery  nearly 
as  valuable  as  the  Pigott  diamond  ;  and  when 
he  discovered  a  beautiful  view,  from  the  c 
ner  he  would  hurry  Maria  to  look  at  it,  one 
would  have  thought  there  was  a  great  chance 
of  its  running  away.  Now,  how  very  bad 
this  shows,  when  compared  to  the  conduct  of  a 
high-born  countryman  of  mine  whom  1  once  saw 
cast  a  first  look  up  at  St.  Peters, — so  languid,  as  if 
he  "  really  had  seen  so  many  St.  Peters,  that  he 
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was  quite  tired  of  them."  I  longed  to  give  him  a 
thump  in  the  back  ! 

But  to  return  to  the  sitters  by  the  lake, 
who  themselves  were  turning  from  the  lively  to 
the  serious,  as  naturally  (only  a  little  faster)  m 
the  caterpillar  turns  to  the  chrysalis  ;  and  who,  if 
you  only  wait  until  to-morrow  morning's  bright 
sun  shines  out,  I  have  no  doubt  will  be  as  merry 
again  as  butterflies.  Now,  however,  their  conversa- 
tion took  its  colouring  from  that  which  was  around 
them,  and  deepened  into  subjects  of  greater  interest, 
or  they  sunk  into  silence  and  meditation.  They 
talked  by  fits,  not  of,  but  at,  their  future  prospects  ; 
and  the  train  of  thoughts  that  this  called  up  in 
Maria,  deepened  into  gloom — as  deep,  compared 
to  her  former  gaiety,  as  the  dark  shadow  of  the 
tree  they  leant  against  was  to  the  now  bright 
track  of  the  moon  on  the  lake,  into  the  midst  of 
which  it  was  flung,  making  a  gap  of  darkness. 

This  only  lasted  for  a  time,  for  when  her  eyes 
dwelt  upon  all  the  glorious  host  of  Heaven  which 
now  came  forth  glittering  in  gold,  and  throned  on 
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purple,  like  princes  of  the  sky,  she  could  not 
despond ;  and  she  pointed  to  them  and  spoke  of 
hope  to  her  lover,  who,  she  saw,  was  gloomy  too— 
not  directly  of  their  fondest  hope ;  but  to  lead  his 
mind  to  hope  at  all  was  to  give  it  the  tone  she 
wished.  Laying  her  arm  upon  his,  as  a  real 
sister  might  have  done,  she  said,  "  Does  not  th:» 
mighty  work  of  exceeding  love  teach  us  to  put 
confidence  in  the  Being  who  created  it?  Does  it 
not  say,  that  he  who  made  all  this  for  his  creatures 
will  surely  not  leave  his  work  incomplete,  but  will 
give  happiness  to  those  who  deserve  it?  and  if  he 
does  not  see  fit  to  give  it  here,  they  will  be  fully 
recompensed  hereafter  I  Our  dangers  and  our  suf- 
ferings now  seem  to  me  to  disappear,  and 
almost  reproach  myself  forever  having  looked  upon 
them  as  such." 

Ere  she  took  off  her  arm,  Maria  felt  that  on 
which  it  rested  tremble ;  but  she  received  no 
answer.  He  who  an  hour  before  had  been  making 
kind  orflattering  speeches  with  impunity  in  the  day- 
light, would  not  at  present  have  ventured  one  of 
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them  for  worlds.  A  single  sigh,  he  thought,  would 
have,  «aid  fill  that  it  waa  possible  for  him  to  Bay — 
and  be  put  on  an  air  as  if  no  torture  should  wring 
that  from  him. 

But  not  less  dangerous  was  the  utter  silence  into 
which  they  at  length  sank.  Seeing  the  odds  were  so 
terribly  against  the  resolution  he  had  formed,  Mont- 
I'kI  d pterin ined  to  be  especially  circumspect ;  so  he 
linked  straight  across  the  lake.  However,  as  soon 
as  he  got  into  deep  thought,  which  in  such  a  scene 
there  was  no  resisting,  lie  began  to  forget  his  deter- 
mination ;  and  his  looks  wandered  from  one  bright 
topped  tree,  or  silvered  crag,  to  another,  each 
shining  more  brilliant  than  its  fellow,  and  each 
of  coarse  bringing  them  nearer  to  the  brightest 
of  all  objects  in  his  eyes.  Gradually  did 
her  lover  turn  round  to  Maria  as  flowers  placed 
in  partial  darkness  turn  to  that  light  they  cannot 
lire  without.  When  he  had  reached  the  point 
of  danger,  there  is  no  doubt  he  would  have 
been  recollected,  and  turned  back  again  with 
renewed  determination,  but  that  he  was  electrified 


by  seeing  a  smile  on  Maria's  face,  although  it  uas 
now  bent  on  the  ground  moat  assiduously. 
"Maria!"  said  he,  half  inquiringly,  without 
exactly  knowing  what  he  was  about. 

"What?"  replied  she,  "you  think  it  time  for 
me  to  go  to  bed  !  Well !  I  believe  it  is ! — good 
night!"  and  Montfort  was  left  at  his  watch,  pon- 
dering on  that  most  unaccountable  of  aJl  created 
things — a  woman. 

I  cannot  say  that  I  am  one  bit  astonished  ;• 
Maria's  smiling.  I  only  wonder  she  did  nut 
laugh  outright.  She  saw  as  plainly  as  he  did 
nay,  much  more  plainly  than  he  could  see — all 
that  was  going  on  in  his  mind.  I  sometimes 
know  in  a  manner  that  I  cannot  account  for,  and 
which,  though  pleasing,  is  almost  startling,  what 
is  passing  in  the  mind  of  a  friend  who  happens 
to  be  present ;  and  could  often,  before  he  speaks, 
tell  what  he  is  just  going  to  say  ;  and  this,  when 
previous  conversation,  or  circumstances,  would 
not  appear  to  have  thrown  our  minds  at  all  into 
unison.     How   easy   then  is   it    to    believe   that 
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Maria  should  have  divined  her  lover's  thought, 
when  their  minds,  and  feelings,  and  circum- 
stances, all  harmonised  ' — when  there  was  one 
cloud  hanging  over  them,  which  reflected  a  rosy 
light,  or  threw  a  shadow,  as  the  case  might  he, 
equally  upon  both  ? 

And  if  Maria  smiled,  that  smile  was  not  from 
want  of  feeling:  I  caught  it  as  it  left  her  lovely 
mouth,  and  sent  it  to  a  chemist  to  be  analysed. 
It  contained  nearly  equal  proportions  of  appro- 
bation, sadness,  and  triumph  ;  but  hardly  a  grain 
of  mirth.  Thexe  contradictory  qualities  puzzled 
the  operator  so  much  that  he  could  not  tell  what 
to  make  of  it,  and  at  last  came  to  the  conclusion 
that  I  had  sent  him  a  sigh  in  mistake.  But  there 
was  no  mistake  in  the  matter  !  The  approbation 
was,  that  her  lover  did  struggle  with  his  passion — 
the  sadness,  that  there  was  occasion  for  a  struggle 
—and  the  triumph,  that  he  struggled  in  vain. 

Wluri  Maria  went  to  bed,  she  was  foolish  enough 
to  blame  herself  for  doing  what  she  could  not 
possibly    avoid.      "My  seeing   his   love  for  me 
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so  plainly  seems  almost  like  a  want  of  modesty 
on  my  part ;  but,  dear  fellow  I  how  can  I  help 
it,  when  he  merely  hides  his  head,  like  the  silly 
bird  of  the  desert,  and  thinks  that  therefore  the 
rest  of  his  body  is  not  seen  ?  " 

The  next  morning,  just  as  it  broke,  when  it 
was  their  time  for  relieving  watch,  there  was 
such  a  pretty  mist  upon  the  lake,  that  they  could 
not  help  stopping  a  minute  or  two  to  look  at  it 
together.  From  the  surface  of  the  water  arose 
a  light  haze,  having  the  appearance  of  a  thin 
gauze  curtain,  which  disappeared  so  regularly  and 
quickly  when  the  first  beam  fell  upon  it,  that  it 
might  be  fancied  to  be  drawn  up.  Maria  said, 
"  Nature  must  be  going  to  give  a  grand  opera. 
Curtain  drawB  up.     Enter  Sun,  solus." 

"  It  really  is  too  bad,  Maria,  that  I  should 
lose  such  an  hour  as  this  in  sleep.  1  have  a 
great  mind  to  stay  up  and  enjoy  it  with  you 
instead." 

"  You  may  stay  up  and  enjoy  it ;  but  if  you 
were  to  do  any  thing  so  very  wrong,  I  do  not 
think  you  would  enjoy  it  with  me." 
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''Come,  Maris!    yn  cannot  pat  c 
look  whilst  every  thing  m  aerif 
joa  need  not  try." 

"  r-"  k  tmt  ihW  infnt ' "  itH  Maria.  » 
mg  quite  like  the  thing*  around  her. 
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\i  


An  hour  be fore  the  wo 
IW<1  forth  the  goldci 


wiiiilow  of  the  enst." 


■•  Hail,  thou  fair  Heaven  ! 
boine  in  the  rock,  yet  use  tl.ee  not  10  hardly 
prouder  liven  do." 


When  Montfort  was  asleep,  and  Maria  dabbling 
in  the  lake,  she  thought  she  had  been  a  pro- 
phetess in  speaking  of  Nature's  Opera,  for  such  a 
Dumber  of  singers  in  the  bushes  she  had  never 
heard  before,  never  before  having  been  in  so  fa- 
vourable n  situation  for  it  thus  early. 

In  that  hour  of  joy  Maria  could  scarcely  be- 
lieve there  was  such  a  thing  as  inanimate  nature. 
Jvery   thing   around   her   seemed   to   live.     The 


dewy    blades    of   grass    appeared   to   be    lifting 
themselves  up  to  meet  the  son ;  and  as  the  little 
bird  shook  the  glittering  spray,  it  seemed,  to  ber 
faucy  as  if  the  spray  itself,   "instinct  with  life,' 
had    thrown    that    shower  of  brilliants    to   the 
ground.     From  the  tops  of  the  trees,  a  vapoi 
Uke  breath ,  arose.     She  quite  exulted  in  her  01 
existence,  and  in  all  the  life  that  was  about  her. 
But  of  all  the  enjoyers  of  the  late,  Lion  » 
foremost.     There  was  hardly  any  keeping  him  o 
of  it ;  and  a  dozen  times  in  an  hour,  if  he  had  n 
been  stopped,  would  he  have  come  and  laid  bnt 
wet  head  on  Maria's  knees.      Montfort,   on  hi* 
waking,  also  discovered  Maria  enjoying  it,  in 
odd  way,  it  may  be  thought,  for  a  young  lady  ; 
caught  her  in  the  act  of  throwing  bits  of  stick  a 
stones  into  it  with  all  her  might,  fbf  her  favour 
to  swim  and  dive  fur.     "  How  use  doth 
habit  in  a  man!" — or  woman!     1  do  not  uk 
that  Maria  had  been  in  the  habit  of  Uirovi 
nones;  but  the  rough,  wild  life  she  had  uu*  I 
for  so  long,  bad  taught  her  to  do  things  she  woi 


not  before  have  thought  of:  being  obliged  to  do 
so  much  for  herself,  and  lately  for  her  fellow- 
traveller,  had  given  her  the  idea  of  doing  whatever 
she  felt  inclined.  This  feeling  made  her  conduct 
sometimes  approach  towards  that  of  the  sex  whose 
dress  she  wore  (nor  am  I  altogether  sure  that  the 
dress  had  no  effect  on  her);  and  the  very  cause  which 
might  have  been  supposed  to  operate  most  against 
lh»,  her  having  before  been  under  greater  restraint 
than  persons  in  a  lower  rank  in  life,  made  her,  on 
the  contrary,  run  deeper  into  the  opposite  extreme. 
She  was  more  the  child  of  Nature,  from  having 
before  been  more  kept  down  by  art.  Such  would  not 
have  been  the  case,  had  not  her  feelings  always 
been  in  opposition  to  her  style  of  education  ;  but 
for  this,  ber  spirit  would  have  bent  to  its  daily 
moulding :  whereas  now  it  sprung  back  the  more 
strongly  t"  its  native  state,  for  having  been  forcibly 
pushed  aside.     In  fact,  she  had  quite  run  wild. 

Any  thing  really  coarse  Maria  could  not  do,  as 
coarseness  proceeds  from  the  mind,  and  into  hers 
no  such  thought  could  ever  enter;  but  what  she 


I 


raa  tticsc  aran*. 

often  dnl  do  would  hare  made  any  one  who  had 
not,  like  her,  broken  loose  from  society,  laugh  i 
hearalT  at  her  as  did  31  on  libit,  when  he  found 
her  «t  her  new  employment.  She  did  not  mind 
his  laugh  one  tittle  ;  on  the  contrary,  she  enjoyed 
it.  Although  she  bad  once  been  frightened  at  the 
thought  of  looking  masculine  in  his  eyee,  she  * a* 
not  now  the  least  alarmed  on  that  score,  for  a 
instantly  saw,  in  spite  of  the  speech  which  * 
pained  it,  that  his  was  a  laugh  of  sheer  delight, 
without  any  mixture ;  and  doing  what  pleased  him, 
and  doing  what  was  right,  were  sadly  confounded 
m  her  ideas. 

Now.   Maria,  are  you  not  ashamed  uf  year- 
T?"  «akl  Montfort,  as  soon  as  he  could  sneak. 
■  No  t  not  a  bit  *"  replied  Maria,  wi th  a  to*  «f 
her  nose  in  the  air,  as  she  stood,  with  a  stoat m 
her  hand,  precisely  in  the  same  attitude  in  whtrh 
he  bad  caught  her,  looking  half-laughing   art 
half-ashamed.    The  toes  of  the  nose  is  to  he  u 
stood  as  a  little  note  of  defiance,  which  muat  "" 
added  to  her  shame  and  laughter,  to  gi*e  a  c 
idea  of  her  face. 
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"  Then,  why  do  you  look  so  1" 
"  1  do  not  know  that  I  do  look  so." 
"  Oh  fie !  do  not  tell  stories,  Maria !  But  if 
you  look  bo  without  knowing  it,  it  is  a  greater 
proof  still  of  your  being  guilty.  Why,  you  wild 
girl  !  I  shall  be  obliged  to  tell  you  how  to  behave 
at  last.  Fancy  a  young  lady  of  such  rank  being 
t.iu;>lii  how  to  behave  by  a  rough  soldier  !  I  shall 
be  quite  ashamed  to  call  you  my  sister,  when  you 
get  on  your  woman's  dress  again  ;  don't  you  think 
1  shall?"  said  Munttbrt,  holding  out  his  hand 
for  her  to  give  him  the  stone. 

"  You  shall  not  have  it !  and  I  will  do  whatever 
I  like,"  said  Maria,  as  she  threw  the  stone  into 
the  water, — but  not  very  far  this  time, — not  now 
with  all  her  might! — only  just  as  I  have  seen  a 
lady  throw  a  stone  at  a  pic-nic,  by  way  of  being 
rural. 

Maria  had  a  very  unmanageable  mind.  It  was 
of  that  quick  kind,  that  a  disagreeable  thought 
would  occasionally  come  jumbling  in  amongst  her 
pleasing  ones  when  least  expected,  and  make  a  sad 
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revulsion  ;  and  now,  when  Montfort  Said  "  he 
should  be  obliged  to  teach  her  how  to  behave,"  it 
caught  at  the  recollection  of  all  the  disgusting  forms 
she  bad  before  been  obliged  to  endure,  and  which 
she  at  this  moment  hated  with  all  her  heart. 

This  hating  of  ceremony  and  pomp  was  of  her 
father's  teaching,  as  well  as  of  her  nature's 
he  inuglit  her  to  despise  it,  which,  with  an  ardent 
mind,  is  nearly  the  same  thing.-  He  used  tony 
to  her,  "  Perhaps  it  is  necessary  (which  he  tot 
it  hard  to  make  her  believe),  but,  at  the  same  ti; 
a  thing  to  be  looked  down  on,  (this  was  easy  of 
belief )  and,  in  some  sort,  even  degrading  to  the 
person  who  is  the  subject  of  it,  because,  if  really 
required,  it  shows  the  weakness  of  that  nature  of 
which  he  is  part."  Maria  learnt  the  latter  p 
of  the  lesson  so  well,  that  when  surrounded  by 
the  utmost  state,  she  felt  it  as  a  mockery; 
then  her  father  thought  it  necessary  to  begin  to  t 
to  unteach  what  he  himself  had  taught,  and  * 
unreasonable  enough,  for  a  time,  to  hope  to 
succeed  ;  but  he  had  just  that  degree  of  i 


which  teachers  usually  bave  who  do,  not  believe 
their  own  doctrines. 

When  the  painful  idea  at  present  came  into  her 
mind,  she  thought  to  herself,  "  I  was  always  con- 
vinced that  the  forms  and  ceremonies  of  courts  wen- 
unnecessary,  or,  if  necessary,  at  least  unsuited  to 
my  nature  ;  but  now  they  will  hang  about  me  like 
chains  ;  and  if  they  are  gilded  ones,  that  will  not 
make  them  the  more  bearable  to  me  !  " 

Seeing  her  look  so  serious,  Montforl  said, 
"  Maria,  I  must  make  you  throw  stones  again, 
■s  that  seems  to  be  the  only  thing  that  can  please 
you  at  this  moment."  The  cloud  then  instantly 
passed  away,  and  she  ran  off  to  get  their  break- 
fast ;  but  before  she  had  taken  half  a  dozen 
bounds,  she  heard  Mont  fort  say,  "Oh!  hang 
you  1 "  as  her  playmate  came  out  of  the  water  to 
follow  her,  giving  Montfort  such  a  dripping 
greeting  as  he  bounced  and  splashed  by  him,  that 
j  rly  saved  him  the  trouble  of  washing  him. 


>Vhat !"  said    Maria,  stopping   short   in    In  i 
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coarse,  and  with  a  most  th  reaiem  ng  look,  a! the*  *^M-gh 
she  was  at  like  suae  time  laughing  at  the  duel* 
hchad£oC;"h*ngli?" 

"  I    weald    rather    hang    Li's    master  1" 

**  I  be&eve  you  would  t "  returned  Maria ;    ■- 
took  two  wwre  bounds,  bat  then  stopped  agates  r 
"  and  prat-.  Sir,  who  is    Li's  master — I  i 
hie  to  know*" 

"  Why,  you  called  me  so ! " 

"  Did  1  ?  then  I  should  not  hare  done  i 
and,  as  she  thought  of  the  cause  of  her  bloc 
she  went  to  the  right-about-face  quicker  than  * 
dtd  ragieantt,  and  continued  her  way  with 
speed  of  an  antelope. 

And  Maria's  speed  was  only  equalled  by  he?  *" 
oh  \  bless  me !  What  was  f  going  to  say  !  Tl»  *-"" 
ntoToktng  words,  that,  like  Macbeth  s  witcfc* 
"paster  with  us  in  a  double  sense,"  often  get  *" 
into  a  scrape  !  But  1  mean  that  such  a  *""  *" 
would  hare  nude  any  other  girl  pant  for  an  hot  * 
nberras  Maria  only  drew  one  greater  breath  thw- ^ 
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,  a  little  flush  passed  over  her  temples,  and 
you  would  not  have  known  she  had  been  running 
at  all.  The  fact  is,  Montfort  had  got  her  into  as  good 
training  as  Captain  Barclay  himself  could  have 
done,  without  however  having  any  idea  of  the 
ring — that  is,  of  the  prize-ring. 

As  a  proof  of  what  an  excellent  walker  she  had 
become,  when  first  their  wanderings  began,  she 
used  to  stop  to  drink  at  every  stream  they  came 
to;  but  he  had  so  completely  broken  her  of  this, 
that  she  could  now  walk  for  a  whole  day  without 
feeling  thirsty.  Her  step,  too,  would  have  been 
as  springy  at  the  end  of  a  day's  walk  as  at  the 
beginning,  but  that,  for  private  reasons  of  her 
own,  she  often  chose  to  appear  to  require  that 
support  which  she  did  not  really  stand  in  need 
of. 

As  I  have  shown  Maria  doing  such  a  girlish, 
romping  thing  as  throwing  stones,  I  must  in  justice 
say  (although  I  hope  my  reader  has  already  found 
it  out),  that  no  one  could  be  the  reverse  of 
this  more  naturally :  and  a  woeful  effect  on  poor 
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Montfort's  heart  it  had,  to  see  this  apparently 
thoughtless,  heedless  girt  take  her  place  so  deci- 
dedly when  it  became  her  to  do  so.  If,  in  bet 
wildest  flights,  any  thing  jarred  upon  herreligioui 
or  moral  feelings,  or  sense  of  propriety— if  Montfort 
uttered  a  speech,  without  thinking,  that  was  not 
in  accordance  with  them,  she  would  point  it  out 
to  him,  and  lecture  him  with  all  the  authority  of 
a  right-minded  woman.  And  if  this  was  preaching, 
it  was  such  true  preaching,  that  to  Montfort  »t 
seemed  to  come  direct  from  above  i  he  listened  U> 
her  as  to  a  young  priestess,  pure,  holy,  and 
inspired.  Then  the  absorbing  interest  she  showed 
about  him,  that  he  should  not  only  act,  but  always 
even  think  rightly  on  such  subjects,  joined  lo  the 
implicitness  with  which  she  deferred  to  his  judg- 
ment on  all  others,  made  him  love  her  almost  to 
distraction.  He  would  on  such  occasions  turn  away 
from  her,  as  if  obliged  either  to  do  so,  or  to  throw 
his  arms  about  her  and  press  her  to  his  heart. 

And  if,  to  see  one  so  capable  of  teaching,  look 
to  him,  in  all  else,  to  be  taught,  raised  Montfort  in 
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i  opinion;  the  same  feeling  was  produced 
in  Marians  he  hung  upon  her  words,  and  listened 
to  them  as  to  those  of  an  oracle.  Although  they 
did  not  agree  to  flatter  each  other,  they  did  so  with 
all  their  might.  There  was  no  danger,  however, 
of  this  spoiling  Maria,  for  on  her  flattery  had  lost 
its  effect.  She  knew  herself  to  be  beloved  ;  and 
what  (tottery  can  go  beyond  that  i  It  includes  all 
praise  i  any  thing  further  would  be  cold  compared 
to  it.  The  gift  of  a  flattering  speech  is  thought 
little  of  by  that  person  who  has  received  the  gift 
of  a  heart. 

When  Montfort  had  indulged  himself  in  a 
delicious  swim,  and  joined  Maria  at  their 
breakfast,  she  said,  "We  must  make  haste  and 
go  away  from  this  beautiful  spot ;  as  it  is,  I  am 
sore  I  shall  regret  it." 

**  And  I,"  replied  Montfort,  "have  been  just 
thinking  how  delightful  it  would  be  if  we  were 
forced  to  stay  here  some  time." 

"  But  I  tell  yon,"  said  Maria,  looking  quite 
jealous,  "  von  must  not,  and  shall  not,  like  it  as 
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"  Would  you  not  rather  have  spent  the  time 
here?" 

'*  No :  the  shelter  that  rugged  spot  afforded 
is,  like  kindness  from  one  whose  appearance  does 
not  induce  us  to  expect  it,  was  more  rained 
because  the  spot  was  rugged.  I  am  sure  I  am 
more  thankful  for  having  received  it  there,  than 
should  have  been  for  it  here :  but  this,  I  suppose, 
I  ought  not  to  own,  as  it  is  a  weakness." 

"  But  it  is  a  weakness  that  makes  the 
mind  which  bears  it  appear  any  thing  but 
weak." 

This    was    uttered    in    a    sufficiently     solemn 
manner,    and    therefore  Maria  did    not    call 
flattery.     Flattery    is    seldom    found    fault   with, 
because  seldom  detected,  when  it  approaches  us 
with  a  grave  face. 

Although  they  talked  of  making  haste,  they 
yet  lingered,  loth  to  leave  so  much  beauty  which 
they  might  never  look  upon  again.     But  they  did 

ive  it,  threaded  the  woods,  and,  before  the  day 
was  half  over,  were  once  more  upon  the  tnoun- 
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tains — where  they  were  received  in  a  most  moun- 
tain-like manner. 

Early  in  the  afternoon,  as  they  were  travelling 
on,  they  heard  occasionally  an  ominous  roll  of 
thunder  away  amongst  the  more  distant  peaks, 
but  rain  had  kept  off  so  long  that  they  hoped  to 
escape  it  altogether.  It  came  down,  however,  so 
violently,  just  after  they  had  passed  an  opening  in 
a  rocky  cliff,  that  they  ran  back  there  for  shelter. 
Tney  found  it  to  be  a  cave,  the  mouth  of  which, 
under  a  projecting  rock,  was  overshadowed  by  .an 
enormous  oak ;  the  lower  branches  nearly  shutting 
out  the  view  of  a  mountain  rising  abruptly  oppo- 
site, on  whose  precipitous  sides  huge  rocks  were 
stuck  op  as  if  for  no  earthly  purpose  but  to 
tumble  down  again. 

every  one  who  is  in  a  wild  mountainous 
■y,  it  is  incumbent  to  say  something  about 
£alvator  Rosa.  Indeed  I  can  hardly  reconcile 
it  to  my  conscience  to  have  put  it  off  so  long. 
But  I  gladly  avail  myself  of  this  opportunity  6t 
saying,    that  the  scene    now   before    them    was 


tumble  di 

On  t  v  i 

—** 

S«l»itor 


-  aaate  *  Sahaftor ."—only  that  he  *otld 
lafcv  Wk  placed  «  groop  of  banditti  ndtf 
•afc.  wM  Moatfort,  ud  especially  Mai* 
thaagh  crmi  loren  of  the  rnetureeqne,  wotM 
r    -I  ,  ;.i"i;  ■(-  vemrat 


tioHi«i'lkciTT,  they  discovered  the  (urtiiif 
*f  at  to  have  been  shaped  into  a  rude  i 
mm*  bcrmx  of  the  by-eooe  day,  who,  allhooi 
had  and  *poQ  a  spot  retired  m  itself.  1 
choaea  on*,  as  bemMai  often  do,  id  nghl  ( 
aataataom  of  nea ;  far  from  it  he  could  look 
ob  Tillage*  in  the  country  below. 

War  m  last  *       Is    it    an  involuntary  raw 
towards  oar  kind,  even  when  we  ouraermf 
we  have  given  them  op  ? 

At  fire*  they  looked  about  upon  the 
green  walls  to  see  if  they  could  find  any  ■ 
bon  to  tell  them  who  had  lived,  ar 
died  there  ;  but  the  thunder  becoming 
Maria's  race  longer,  Montfort  led  her 
the  door-wav  as  he  could ;  and  she  aat  da 
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t  of  the  altar,  with  her  hand  clasped  in  his, 
for  she  was  now  beginning  to  get  frightened  as 
fast  as  she  could. 

They  beard  the  heavy  drops  fall,  clear  and  dis- 
tinct, upon  the  oak  without,  and  the  wind  blow 
in  abort  hollow  gusts  ;  and  then  the  silence  was 
more  marked  when  both  wind  and  rain  paused  for  a 
moment.  Maria  sat  with  her  hand  clasped  in  Mont- 
fort's  ;  but  not  with  her  face  turned  away,  or  any 
thing  that  denoted  consciousness  of  her  situation. 
On  the  contrary,  their  eyes  were  upon  each  other, 
Maria's  full  of  awe,  and  Montfort's  looking  en- 
couragement. 

At  length  a  low  rumbling  noise  began,  and  the 
earth  trembled  slightly  around  them :  then  came 
a  heavy  sound,  as  some  loosened  rock  rolled  into 
the  valley  below.  Maria  grew  paler  and  paler, 
and  stood  up  unconsciously.  Montfort  supported 
her,  and  they  both  looked  as  if  prepared  for  the 
presence  of  some  awful  being. 

At  once  the  Spirit  of  the  Storm  seemed  to  cast 
himself  madly  before   them.      A  flood  of  light 
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red  into  the  care :  a  crash  of  thunder  fol- 
lowed, soeb.  as  is  beard  only  amidst  mountains- 
tt  burst  amongst  them,  and  they  might  be  thought 
to  roose  >>*"■»■ **— «  and  shake  it  from  their  sides 
indigrjaotlv  ;  bat  a  sound,  more  terrible  than  than- 
der,  contended  with  it,  rose  above  it,  and  at  length. 
that  horrid  noise — an  earthquake's  roar  * — a) 
was  heard.  It  seemed  as  if  the  angel  of  des 
tion  were  harrying  on,  sweeping  the  earth  1 
the  besom  of  destruction — the  hills  shook  to  t! 
very  centres — the  old  oak  groaned  and  < 
without — the  everlasting  rocks  around  themg 
and  splintered,  threatening  to  crush  them  to  ai 
Maria,  abandoned  to  fear,  threw  herself  into  Moot 
fort's  anus,  and  hid  her  face  in  his  bosom.  Mont 
fort  bent  over  her  for  an  instant ;  but  his  I 
taking  the  direction  of  hers — that  they  might  I 
buried  by  the  falling  rocks — he  bore  her  to  tl 


*  I  would  have  called  it  the  "  braying  of  an  mi 
quake,"  ■«  that.  I  think, i*  the  nearest  term,  but  li 
afraid  people  might  be  uncivil  enough  to  think  of 
bray  log  of  something  else. 
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door;  beyond  which,  however,  he  did  not  dare  to 
move,  lest  they  might  meet  the  death  they  sought 
to  avoid  from  the  huge  stones  thut  rotted  down 
almost  incessantly  from  the  crags  above,  or  the 
smaller  booghs  of  the  oak,  which  were  rent  off 
and  whirled  aloft  like  so  much  thistle-down.  Lion 
was  fully  aware  of  this  danger,  for,  though  much 
frightened,  he  did  not  venture  out,  bat  stood 
trembling  by  their  sides. 

The  shock  did  not  last  many  seconds — but  they 
were  seconds  that  left  ages  of  recollections — and 
almost  as  quickly  passed  away  the  storm ;  so  that 
the  tears  were  stilt  on  Mana's  eye-lashes  when 
she  blushed  at  the  situation  she  had  been  in,  and 
tried  to  smile  at  her  fears. 

"The  morn  is  up  again,  the  dewy  morn. 

With  breath  all  incense,  anil  with  cheet  all  bloom. 

Laughing  the  clouds  away." 

..That  "breath,  all  incense,"  which,  poet  though 
***  was,  ha  loved  a  thousand  times  better  than  even 
***  breath  of  mom,  whispered  to  him,  "  You 
CaA-Hot  dow  praise  my  courage !  It  did  indeed  give 


Ifi  THE    MM    QOEB*. 

way ;  and  had  I  not  had had  I  been  a 

think  I  should  have  died  of  fright."  And  if  ll 
cheek,  was  not  "  all  bloom,"  as  she  said  thus,  b 
lover  was  quite  contented  at  seeing  it  "i 
blushes. " 

"  I  must  not  allow  you  to  condemn  youndt 
Maria,  because  the  courage  of  a  young  girl  ww 
not  immoveable,  where  that  of  man  never  m  h 
Let  no  one  flatter  himself  that  he  has  no  fev, 
until  he  has  passed  the  ordeal  of  a  severe  e 
quake.  I  once  had  an  opportunity  of  e 
effect  on  those  who  for  years  had  waded  thrw£» 
blood  and  slaughter  to  victories  with  which  tl 
world  has  rung  ;  and  there  was  not  one  face  lb 
did  not  torn  pale,— nor  do  I  doubt  that  mine  fi 
like  them.  I  know  nothing  so  terrible.  It  K 
me  much  more  than  a  storm  at  sea — perhi 
cause  confidence  is  shocked.  A  storm  at  «*i* 
thing  we  expect;  but  when  the  old  earth  1 
to  rock,  we  not  only  feel  frightened,  but  i 
treated." 

Montfurt  ended  his  speech  smiling,  butrestu» 


19 


htt  seriousness  as  he  continued,  "  I  should  have 
been  in  a  much  greater  fright  now  if  you  had  not 
been  with  me :  but  vanity,  although  often  called 
a  trifling  feeling,  has  wonderful  power.  I  am 
ashamed  to  be,  and  therefore  I  cannot  be,  a  cow- 
ard before  a  woman,'' 

**  I  will  not  hear  you  attribute  good  conduct  to 
a  bad  motive,  even  in  yourself,"  said  Maria. 

"Then,  perhaps,  you  will  let  me  say,  that  it 
was  fortunate  for  me  your  courage  did  give  way  a 
little,  as  it  served  to  sustain  my  own." 

"That,  though  perhaps  not  exactly  the  truth, 
I  can  believe  to  be  something  like  the  truth.  I 
think  it  possible  I  might  have  been  leas  a  coward 
if  the  only  person  beside  me  had  been  one  still 
more  helpleas." 

After  a  pause,  Maria  asked,  "  But  why  should 
I  have  been  in  so  much  greater  a  fright  now  than 
when  in  danger  of  tailing  into  the  hands  of  those  I 
dreaded  worse  than  death?  Vet,  bad  1  to  take 
my  choice  this  instant,  !  would  much  rather  die 
by  ««h  a  visitation,  than  be  put  to  death  by  my 
it -creatures  !  " 


"  So  it  is,  Maria  !  I  can  fully  enter  in 
feelings,   although   I   cannot  account  for 
Perhaps,  in  an  earthquake,  before  we  ha 
to  think,  we  feel  as  if  brought  in  contact  * 
Deity   himself — as  if  He  who  made  m 
antagonist ;     and,    therefore,     against 
courage  does  not  dare  to  rise:  but  it  m 
when  opposed  to  mere  mortals  like 
with  them  we  can  contend  ;  and  any  a 
contending— nay,  the  very  idea  of  doing  m 
a  certain  degree  of  courage.     This  I  it 
our  first  feeling;  but  when  we  have  time 
we  are  aware  that  whatever  fate  ai 
the  Being  who  rules  the  elements,  it  i 
mercy — from  man,  perhaps,  in  hate." 

Maria  shook  her  head,  as  if  she  were 
fied  with  this  explanation,  but  could  n 
better. 

There  was  one  object  in  the  cave 
Maria's  heart  turned  as  soon  as  their 
over.  Shut  out  so  long  from  public 
rude  altar  reminded  ber  of  it,  < 
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thing  of  that  sort  of  feeling  which  would  have 
been  a  heathen's,  had  he  mat  with  his  household 
gods  in  a  strange  land  :  and,  although  it  is  not 
the  fashion  for  ladies  to  lead  gentlemen  to  the 
altar,  yet  now  Maria  did  so — not  however  with 
mar  idea  of  marrying  Montfort  out  of  hand,  but 
only  to  return  thanks  for  their  preservation. 

Maria  then  wished  to  have  gone  on  their  way, 
but  the  fear  of  not  getting  a  dry  place  for  her  lo 
sleep  after  the  torrent  of  rain  that  had  fallen, 
induced  Montfort  to  decide  on  their  remaining 
there  for  the  night.  Maria  could  hardly  help 
shuddering  as  she  looked  Up  at  the  most  un- 
comfortable-looking  green  mouldy  walls  of  rock, 
which  certainly  showed  the  choice  lo  be  &  haul 
<nc,  when  persons  could  decide  on  spending  a 
night  in  such  a  place  for  fear  of  not  getting  one  so 
good  elsewhere. 

Montfort  immediately  began  to  collect  stones, 
and  pile  them  up  inside  the  cave,  facing  the 
opening,  «o  as  to  have  one  corner  of  it  well  shel- 
tered, at  least.      He  then,   after  a  great  deal  of 
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difficulty,  made  a  large  fire  in  this  snag  corner, 
the  wood  being  much  easier  collected  after  the 
late  stonn  than  made  to  burn.  In  the  midst  of 
his  operations,  he  uttered  a  most  energetic  and 
pathetic  lament — "  What  are  we  to  do  for  a  bed 
for  you,  for  the  leaves  must  be  wet?" 

"  Oh  !  is  that  all  ?  I  can  sleep  very  well  upon 
the  ground.' 

Hut  before  she  had  finished  her  speech,  short  u 
it  was,  he  had  gone  out  to  collect  ferns  to  dry  by 
the  tire,  which  operation  succeeded  tolerably  well ; 
for  by  the  time  they  were  required  to  be  used, 
they  were  in  such  a  state  that  he  did  not  appre- 
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'  A  beivy  summons  lies  like  lead  up< 
And  yrt  I  would  rial  sleep." 


'  TIi*  lady  watcli'd  Iict  lover." 

By  kon. 


V'hen   night   came   on,   and    they  were   sitting 
round  their  blazing  fire,  this 


!    Of 


gn*Y 


life 


struck  them  much,  as  it  was  new  to  both.  The 
smoke  fortunately  found  a  draught  out  over  the 
top  of  the  dry  wall,  and  did  not  annoy  them 
beyond  laughing  point,  if  that  can  be  called  annoy* 
ance  :  now  and  then  they  got  a  puff  in  their  faces, 
which  only  made  them  cough  a  little,  and  laugh 
mora — except  Li,  who  thought   it  no  wanner  of 


yoke,  and  sn»  quitted  fur  looking  sulky  on 


And  tbey  quite  caroused,  (bo  Maris  said,)  i 
became  gipsies,  for  tbe  air  and  sides  of  the  an 
were  so  damp,  that  Montfort  made  her  drink  not 
wine  than  she  had  ever  done  at  one  time  in  hat 
Ufa  before.  In  fact  there  is  no  knowing  to  wfcit 
extent  be  might  hate  carried  his  kindness,  bad  net 
she  protected  that  she  was  apprehensive  of  tnH 
low;  knowing  bow  to  conduct  herself. 

As  the  shadow   of  Maria's  light  and   gTBC*"* 
figure  was  thrown  upon  tbe  damp  mildewed  willljj 
the  blaze,  it  seemed  strangely  out  of  pli 
rest  of  the  group  round  the  fire,  howcrer,  * 
not  oat  of  keeping — the  huge  shaggy  dog,  i 
Montfort's  bold  bearing,   as  he  sat  with  his 
rabine  bc&idc  him,   and  pistols  in  his  belt; 
Maria's  duguisc  scarcely  served  to  make  her 
bit  more  in  character  witb  the  rest,  than  if 
had  not   had   it   on.     The   only   fault 
e\er  found  with  her  was,  that  she  was  the  a 
difficult  person  m  the  world  to  disgnwe.     I  do 
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know  if  bis  opinion  was  correct,  but  he  was  most 
religious  in  holding  it,  "That  if  you  were  to  put 
her  in  a  bag,  she  would  still  look  like  a  lady." 

Their  conversation  was  admirably  suited  to  the 
•eene,  being  naturally  all  about  earthquakes  end 
horrors. 

"The  mountains  have  received  their  admirers 
rather  too  roughly,"  said  Montfort. 

"Ah!"  replied  Maria,  "that  is,  perhaps,  be- 
cause we  proved  somewhat  false  to  them  at  that 
enchanting  little  lake." 

"  Then  if  this  was  to  win  our  love  back  again, 
I  must  say  that  1  do  not  wish  for  any  more  sucb 
wooing.  It  puts  one  in  mind  of  the  savage  we 
read  of,  who  gets  at  his  mistress's  heart  by  break- 
ing her  ribs  with  a  club." 

Maria  did  laugh,  but  her  features  soon  recovered 
their  earthquake  solemnity  again  ;  and  it  was 
shown  what  was  in  her  mind  by  her  shortly  after- 
i  saying  without  preface,  "  Of  all  visitations, 
t  is  the  most  awful !" 

I   know   not   when   it  is  most   awful,'' 
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Momt'oit.  taking  up  the  subject  in  the 
ishetlier  when  it  comes,  as  it 
did  to-day,  in  storm  and  tempest;  or.  as  I  have 
kw«n  it,  during  a  serene  and  beautiful  moon- 
hgfct  taght  of  a  southern  sky.  I  think  it  seems 
more  cruel  then.  Did  you  know  what  it  Was 
at  first  *" 

"  Tea,  instantly !  but  I  was  first  struck  by  lion's 
fneht,  for  he  was  affected  in  a  way  in  which  I 
new  saw  an  animal  before." 
"  I  did  not  look  at  him,"  returned  Mont  fort ;  which 
mws  natural  enough,  but  he  need  not  have  said  so, 
■i-  rt  pirirRted  Maria  from  giving  a  full  and  true 
»rvon«t  of  how  a  dog  stands  an  earthquake,  for 
•he  instantly  stopped  short  in  her  speech  from  a 
.-on«»->ottsness  of  who  he  did  look  at. 

Tw  strange  how  great  and  mean  things  are 
nta  juxtaposition  in  conversation — old 
shoes  and  earthquakes.  The  former,  I  admit,  ia  a 
matter  not  so  generally  interesting  to  the  world  as 
the  Utter,  but  to  Maria  and  Montfbrt  it  might 
been  a  matter  of  full  as  much  consequence. 
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When  ihey  had  finished  talking  of  their  terrific 
subject,  Monttbrt,  like  Satan, 

"Toid  of  real, 
"  Ilia  |.oIentsle»  to  council  cull'd  by  night  :" 
that  is,  Maria  and  he  held  a  sad  and  solemn 
consultation  on  the  bad  state  of  repair  of  her 
shoes— her  best  and  worst,  poor  girl !  Montfort 
insisted  on  looking  at  them.  If  it  was  with  any 
idea  of  getting  a  peep  at  her  pretty  little  foot,  lie 
was  disappointed,  for  she  drew  it  hack  behind  her 
as  she  was  sitting,  only  giving  one  shoe  at  a  time, 
so  that  be  could  no  more  see  it  than  if  it  had  been 
hid  under  petticoats.  Nothing  could  be  much 
worse  than  the  condition  they  were  in — gone  at  the 
toes,  going  at  the  heels,  and  threatening  to  go  all 
over.  It  was  evident  they  could  not  hold  out  more 
than  two  or  three  days,  and  they  had  no  hope  of 
finishing  their  journey  in  less  than  thrice  that  time. 
"  Nay  !"  said  Montfort,  "  I  think  they  roust 
have  blistered  your  feetalready  !"  Oh,  the  villain  ! 
he  did  not  want  to  look  at  them  too,  to  be  sure  ' 
Whether  he  did  or  no,  he  took  Maria's  word  lor 
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it  that  they  bad  not  done  so ;   and  with  respect  L 
two  of  the  worst  breaches  in  the  shoes,  be  c  I 
them  ap  with  puces  cf  leather  cut  from  his  own, 
sewed  on  the  outside  ;  the  work  being  too  bard  fix 

When  Cup*J  is  determined  to  have  his  own  wij, 
it  is  of  no  ns*  trying  to  thwart  the  little  grtiilr- 
oiau.  for  have  it  he  will.  Had  Mont  fort  been  »» 
tot  instead  of  all  Etna  before,  this  new  trade  ol  im 
must  ha«e  set  him  on  fire.  Only  fancy  '■  taendivt 
the  shoe  of  the  very  prettiest  foot  that  ever  tH 
upon  this  earth,  light  and  silent  like  a  flake  *f 
snow  !  Conceive  the  sweet  sensations  it  mustl**** 
communicated  through  the  fingers'  ends  up  to 
the  heart — the  trepidations  it  must  have  «* 
sioned  :  the  trepidations,  however,  can  scared*  ■* 
looked  upon  as  an  advantage,  as  they  ■ 
times  occasioned  the  stocking-needle  to  enter  ■** 
fingers  instead  of  the  upper  leather. 

Had  not  Maria  kept  a  good  look-out  on  k 
I  am  sure  Montfort  would  have  kissed  the  sho**1 
although  they  had  not  been  properly  cleaned  for 
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month.  Bat,  notwithstanding  that  be  bore  than 
such  love,  he  determined  on  trying  to  get  a  new 
pur  on  the  following  day, — much  against  Haria'i 
washes,  as  the  wanted  to  make  these  do  as  long 
as  possible,  and  then  trust  to  fortune  for  a  supply, 
rather  than  he  abonk)  ran  any  risk  in  procuring 
others. 

But  Hontfort  had  reasons  of  sufficient  weight  to 
make  him  decide  against  her  wishes,  although  she 
told  him,  after  he  bad  explained  them  moat  care- 
fully to  her,  that  she  believed  it  was  only  for  the 
pleasure  of  doing  so.  He  feared  that  to  walk  a 
whole  day  in  a  new  pair  of  shoes  would  certainly 
hart  her  feet;  but  if  he  got  a  pair  immediately, 
she  could  walk  half  an  hour  in  them  the  first 
day,  an  hour  the  second,  and  so  on  until  they  wen.- 
fit  to  use  altogether ;  and  the  old  ones  might  be 
coaxed  to  last  sufficiently  long  for  that  purpose. 
The  village  also  where  the  f<Jte  was  to  be  on  the 
morrow,  lay  at  the  foot  of  the  hills,  apparently  not 
fir  from  their  intended  course  ;  and  aa  there  would 
be  doubtless 'many  strangers    there,    it  was    not 
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likely  that  he  would  be  remarked  if  lie  were  I 
venture  amongst  them. 

After  these  important  affairs  had  been  ««&. 
Vloiitfort  carried  aJl  the  blazing  sticks  fatf  (■ 
fire  out  of  the  cavern,  and  made  Maria's  beo  ** 
her  feet  towards  a  great  heap  of  live  embers.  *w 
promised  not  to  dream  of  an  earthquake  if  "* 
could  help  it ;  and  as  she  knew,  in  case  one  difl 
happen,  that  Montfort  would  lie  instantly  a(  b« 
side,  she  went  to  bed  with  some  degree  of  «r 
ti  deuce. 

KBut  the  night  passed  off  quietly  ;  and  Mari»i  * 
spite  of  a  gloomy  cavern,  damp  walls,  a  bard  brf- 
*nd  dread  of  being  crushed  to  death,  slept  as  in* 
u  she  had  ever  done. 
Not  bo  Montfort ;  when  it  came  to  his  turn 
lie  down,  after  a  few  hours  of  tossing  and  luroi« 
dreaming  of  being  buried  and  dug   up  again, 
arose  nearly  as  unrcfreshed  us  he  had  gone  to  re 
The  cool  air  of  the  morning,  however,  joined  U 
good  breakfast,  and  his  own  atrength,  aoo 
hira  forg«t  his  wmnt  of   *ieep  .  and  Uiey  , 
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-  way  rejoicing  tliat   the   weather   was   now 
exactly  what  they  wished  it  to  be. 

When  they  had  travelled  about  twelve  miles, 
they  found  themselves  at  that  point  of  their  route 
lying  nearest  to  the  village  Montfort  intended 
to  go  to,  but  which  now  appeared  at  a  much 
greater  distance  from  them  than  they  had  supposed 
it  would  have  been :  Maria  guessed  it  to  be 
twenty  miles  off  at  least,  and  entreated  him  to  give 
up  all  idea  of  the  shoes.  Montfort  supposed  it 
about  half  that  distance,  and,  after  hesitating  for  a 
moment  at  the  thoughts  of  the  possibility  of  his 
not  being  able  to  get  back  before  dark,  he  deter- 
mined to  make  the  attempt  at  all  events  \  intending 
to  go  towards  it  for  half  the  time  which  remained 
of  daylight,  and  if  he  could  not  reach  it  theu.  to 
(urn  back  immediately.  Maria  argued,  that  he 
would  over-exert  himself,  hurt  his  arm,  and 
be  very  ill ;  and  that  at  best  it  would  only  be 
throwing  away  his  time  and  strength  to  no  pur- 
pose, as  she  was  quite  sure  it  was  impossible  he 
could  succeed:  but  when  she  saw  she  was  not  to 
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have  her  own  way,  she  told  him,  that  even  if  uicht 
did  come  on  before  his  return,  he  was  not  to 
fatigue  himself  too  much,  for  with  Lion  and  the 
full  moon  she  should  not  be  the  least  afraid. 

This  journey  was  one  of  the  most  anxious  and 
unpleasant  Montfort  had  ever  performed.  The 
village  seemed  to  run  away  from  him  :  as  he  got 
nearer  to  it,  it  appeared  more  distant ;  but  after 
finding  out  that  Maria's  guess  was  not  further  from 
the  truth  than  his  own,  he  did  reach  it  within  the 
time  he  had  allowed  himself,  and  found  no  difficult; 
ingettingwhat  he  wanted.  He  also  bought  ate* 
things  for  Maria  which  he  could  easily  carry, — i 
little  fruit,  and  some  sweet-meats  :  and  also 
garments,  whose  names  1  need  not  mention, 
for  himself  and  her,  of  the  coarse 
of  the  country, — which,  by  the  way,  he  h: 
always  done,  as  occasion  offered ;  but  this  d 
not  increase  their  travelling  wardrobe,  as,  whi 
they  obtained  new,  they  abandoned  the  >>l 
Maria  not  being  an  expert  washerwoman.  N> 
theless,    I  must  record,   that  even  this  task 
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did  perform  once  upon  a  time,  when  at  their 
but  Fancy  a  descending  angel,  with  a  clean 
abirt  in  he*  hand!  Montfort,  however,  thought 
Maria  had  hardly  ever  looked  more  like  one  than 
when  she  brought  him  a  garment  of  that  sort, 
quite  clean,  but  not  otherwise  well   put  out  of 

"What,  Maria!"   said  he,    "have  you  done 
even  this  for  me  \  " 

"  And  why  not? "  replied  Maria,  almost  choking 

I     from  the  swell  of  gratified   feelings,  as  she  saw 
tn*  effect  her  kindness  had  on  him — "  Why  not  i 
Is  it  not  a  woman's  place  to  do  it  ?  " 
"  Ay  !  but  not  a  queen's." 

"  But,  when  there  is  necessity  for  it,  it  is  a  sister's, 
and  that  is  the  only  title  1  wish  you  to  recollect  now." 
The  poor  man  was  weak  at  the  time,  and  when 
she  left  him  to  put  it  on,  he  was  obliged  to  brush 
the  hack  of  his  hand  across  his  eyes,  and  man 
himself  by  saying,  "  This  is  unmanly !" 

If  Montfort  found  little  enjoyment  in  his  walk, 
whilst  going,   he  liked  it  still  less  on  Ins  return. 
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After  pursuing  for  some  time  what  he  took  to  be 
the  ri»ht  path,  he  found  that  it  led  away  to  quite 
a  different  part  of  the  mountains;  and  when  lit 
discovered  his  mistake,  he  had  already  gone  on  so 
long  in  a  wrong  direction,  that  lie  thought  there 
was  no  chance,  with  all  the  exertion  he  could 
possibly  make,  of  being  able  to  reach  the  spot 
where  he  had  left  Maria  before  day-light  closed. 
Then  came  the  terrible  thought,  that  perhaps  by 
the  uncertain  light  of  the  moon,  he  might  not  be 
able  to  find  the  place  again — of  her  being  alone 
all  night,  and  of  her  consequent  fright  and 
of  mind. 

For  an  instant  he  was  almost  overcome  ;  I 
immediately  recovering  his  presence  of  mind, 
took  the  best  observation  as  to  his  proper  direr - 
lion  that  the  place  he  was  in  would  admit  of,  and 
then  hurried  forward,  running  wherever  the  as- 
cent was  not  too  steep,  or  fatigue  did  not  compel 
bun  to  give  over. 

It    was    fortunate    for    Mont  tort    that    he    was 
a hli^ed  to  make  such  exertions,  which  in  a  great 
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measure  prevented  his  mind  from  preying  on 
itself;  but  as  it  was,  he  was  nearly  frantic  at  his 
own  stupidity  in  not  better  marking  the  road. 

Ever)'  now  and  then,  he  lost  all  traces  of  a 
path,  when,  still  having  sight  of  the  mountain  on 
which  he  had  left  Maria,  he  would  rush  despe- 
rately towards  it,  over  ground,  which  at  another 
time  he  could  not  have  passed  slowly  without  the 
utmost  caution.  Still  be  went  on,  unhurt,  over 
rock  and  chasm,  through  bush  and  brier.  His 
desperation  seemed  to  be  a  charm  to  him.  He 
rushed  at  what  looked  dangerous,  and  the  danger 
disappeared.  He  bounded  easily  over  every  ob- 
fllacle,  as  we  sometimes  appear  to  do  in  a  dream, 
utmost  without  any  exertion  on  our  own  parts. 

After  the  evening  bad  become  quite  dusky,  he 
reached  a  spot  which  he  thought  looked  like  the 
place  where  he  bad  left  Maria  ;  then,  ho  much 
was  the  appearance  altered  by  the  difference  of 
light,  he  began  to  doubt  if  it  was  the  same ;  and 
at  length  life  seemed  to  die  within  him,  as  he 
fancied  he  discovered  objects  totally  new  to  him. 
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He  made  the  appointed  signal,  rather  in  despair 
than  hope  j  and  when  he  paused  to  listen  for  a 
reply,  his  heart  beat  bo  violently  that  he  thought 
be  should  have  fallen.  "Thank  God!"  he  ex- 
claimed as  he  hurried  forward  at  Maria's  mil, 
and  in  an  instant  stood  at  her  side,  trembling  in 
a  way  which  he  could  not  conceal. 

"  Good  heavens  !  what  agitates  you  so  V 

"Oh,  I  thought  I  should  never  find  yon;  1 
thought  I  had  mistaken  the  place." 

"  Sit  down  !"  said  she,  dragging  him  down  with 
all  her  might,  as  he  seemed  inclined  to  resist ;  and 
she  ran  and  poured  him  out  a  cup  of  wine. 

By  the  time  Maria  returned,  Montfort  had 
recollected  himself,  and  said,  "  I  have  run  *o 
much  up  the  hill  that  I  am  quite  exhausted  ;  but 
it  will  only  last  a  moment.  ilave  you  been 
alarmed  ?" 

"Not   on   my  own  account;  but  1    began 
think  it  was  time  for  you  to  return." 

This    gives    a    faint    idea    of   the     hours 
suspense  which  she  had  passed. 
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Their  bivouac  to-night  was  under  a  tree  011 
the  mountain  side,  in  n  place  secure  from  observa- 
tion, but  from  whence  you  could  see  all  around. 
A  few  bushes  grew  about  it,  sufficient  to  give  them 
a  shelter,  which,  however,  the  delicious  mildness 
of  the  air  rendered  almost  unnecessary. 

At  their  supper,  Maria  observed  that  Montfort 
could  hardly  keep  his  head  up;  it  reeled  with 
sleep.  At  one  moment  he  made  an  effort,  and  Si- 
eves were  wide  open  ;  but  the  next,  away  went 
sight  and  sense  headlong.  lie  had  gone  between 
iid  fifty  miles  during  the  day,  which,  when 
,  and  in  a  tolerable  country,  he  would 
have  thought  little  of;  but  such  miles,  as  far 
the  greater  part  of  them  had  been,  were  enough 
in  his  present  state  to  make  even  him  feel 
fatigued.  In  fact,  he  was  tired  to  death;  and  his 
broken  rest  the  previous  night  hud  added  to 
his   exhaustion. 

When  their  meal  was  over,  and  they  had  eaten 
the  fruit  which  Montfort  brought  for  Maria,  the 
latter  seemed  labouring  for  sonic  time  with  some- 


a,  *t»* 

*«t.  "  3»  X  m*  m  4Maest  ?  * 

'    uww  —i!     Sac  win*  »ttabout?" 

'  l*n*  .  «r.  *  *imt,  &*Kg»i  you  to  do  ■n^"* 
:s^.  «■>    (M!!R>|Mrr  jr*«rr  KN&&  .'  * 

•  V-w     3*  «fc* ?• 

'  T*Mk "  *•*  *w.  iiWwi|ih»E  him,  "  wi*.  * 
«.■*  '.«mh»  W  J»  *htt  t  jkU  now  wk  too,  if  i*  * 
o  mmOwt  -a*  -•«•*  jr  ib*  <itbcr  ?  "* 

-    t    i  jvv-  n.t  uwrtw  with  tow  salttv,  I  * 


t  -mm*    nm  m«v  Mfavnt  a  imi  deal 
■  UMpK  *r-ifc*  dhaa  w*i  iMB^bt  to  kftra  dose ! 
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hand,  and  squatted  it  harder  than  he  had  et er 
squeezed  her's  in  his  life,  and  said,  -  Jffow,  I 
will  not  he  pwt  off  with  a  lengh ;  he*  if  yo* 
nhe  ny  wishes  in  the  leant,  yon  will  not 
refine  me/9 

Moatfort  was  ahnoat  a/raid  to  ntler  the  "  J?e  !" 
that  wan  upon  hi*  tongue,  for  he  did  not  know  to 
what  length*  her  ardour  to  gain  her  otyeet  might 
carry  Ber— perhaps,  he  dreaded  her  net!  ate? 
would  6e  a  him! 

"Well,  Maria!'9  aaid  he,  "do  not  harry 
yourself— let  us  talk  of  it  calmly/' 

"  No,"  replied  the  energetic  girl,  "I  will  noi 
talk  of  it  calmly  !  for  if  yoa  talk  calmly,  you  will 
not  do  it." 

"  Then  you  want  to  hurry  me  into  promising 
what  I  ought  not  to  promise." 

"  I  do  not !  I  only  want  you  to  promise  to  do 
it,  if  your  unprejudiced  opinion  decide*  that  there 
i«  no  reasonable  apprehension  of  danger/' 

Maria  was  "all  soul !  "—not  the  " all  soul"  of 
the  orer-amiable  Miss  Wilhelmina,  whose  equally 
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thing  on  her  mind  ;    at  last,  addressing  him,  *i    J  -l 
said,  "  Do  I  look  in  earnest  ?  " 

"You  do  indeed  !    But  what  is  it  about?  " 

"  Have  I  ever,  in  earnest,  begged  you  to  do  an«~*  - 
thing  very  improper,  or  very  foolish  ?  " 

"  Never  !    But  what 1" 

"  Then,"  said  Maria,  interrupting  him,  "  wil  •  "■* 
you  promise  to  do  what  I  shall  now  ask  you,  if  i  *  ' 
is  neither  the  one  or  the  other  1 " 

"  If  it  does  not  interfere  with  your  safety,  l 
will ! " 

"  It  cannot !  you  have  undergone  a  gi«at  deal  **' 
more  fatigue  to-day  than  you  ought  to  have  done !?  ^ 
Will  you  lie  down  and  sleep  now,  and  let  me  alecp*^  - 
afterwards  1  " 
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hand,  and  squeezed  it  harder  than  he  had  ever 
squeezed  her's  in  Ins  life,  and  said,  "  Now,  i 
will  not  be  put  off  with  n  laugh  ;  but  if  you 
value  my  wishes  in  the  least,  you  will  not 
refuse  me." 

Mont  fort  was  almost  afraid  to  utter  the  "No!" 
that  was  upon  his  tongue,  for  he  did  not  know  to 
what  lengths  her  ardour  to  gain  her  object  might 

Sher — perhaps,    he  dreaded    her  next  step 
be  a  kiss! 
Veil,   Maria!"   said    he,     "do  not    hurry 
df — let  us  talk  of  it  calmly." 
"  No,"  replied  the  energetic  girl,  "  I  will  not 
talk  of  it  calmly  !   for  if  you  talk  calmly,  you  will 
not  do  it." 

"Then  you  want  to  hurry  me  into  promising 
what  I  ought  not  to  promise." 

•I I  do  not!  I  only  want  you  to  promise  to  do 
it,  if  your  unprejudiced  opinion  decides  that  there 
is  no  reasonable  apprehension  of  danger." 

Maria  was  "  all  soul !  "—not  the  "  all  Boul"  of 
the  over-amiable  Miss  U'ilhelmina,  whose  equally 


bDt  anead  aM» ha a»  because  she  b  made  up  ■ 
dgfcs  and  seatunenl  of  a  sickly  growth — but 
■  i— .  Marias  aoul  bad  such  power  orer  her 
that  it  would  twtli— »  take  ber  up,  and 
awaj  wttb  ber ;  and,  when  it  pot  ber  down  again 
»b<  often  looked  *m  much  ashamed  of  what  rl 
bad  taade  ber  do.  For  instance,  she  bad  now  seized 
McolMl  b  band  and  wrung  it,  without  knowing 
what  she  waa  exactly  about,  until  an  astonisl 
took  from  him  made  her  soul — not  "put  I 
down  again,"  but  ••  throw  her  off."  in  to 
.-  awMsa. 

■g  this  favourable  opportunity,  Montfort 
began  to  spread  a  flew  honied  woids  over  tii 
bitterness  of  a  refusal ;  but  this  recalled  Maria  t 
herself,  aud  when  he  said  "  Dear  Maria!  you 
know  I  would  do  any  thing  to  — — " 

She  stopped  him  by  saying,  "  I  must  not  have 
kind  words  from  you,  instead  of  a  kind  act. 
will  not  listen  to  them,"  continued  she,  putting 
her  hands  to  her  ears,  "  for  you  will  think  tbetn 
sufficient  to  give  me." 
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"  Mnni  !  do  I  treat  my  friends  so  hollowly  ! " 

i  Montfort. 

'Did  /say  so?"  replied  Maria;  and  tears — 
ro old  he  be  mistaken  ? — tears  gathered  in  her  eyes. 
No!  There  was  no  mistake!  they  glistened  in 
the  moonlight,  and  then  rolled  down  her  cheek. 

Although  Maria's  tears  were  caused  by  a 
momentary  impulse,  and  were  blamed  by  herself, 
never  were  those  of  a  crocodile  better  timed  or 
more  effective. 

"  Have  I  been  the  cause  of  this  ?"  said  Mont* 

tfg  !  my  own  folly  has  !  But  whatever  1  said 
that  was  wrong,  proceeded  from  anxiety.  How- 
ever, 1  must  speak  no  more  on  the  subject  !" 

"  Maria,  I  will  do  any  thing  rather  than  " 

"  Then,"  said  she,  starting  at  his  words,  and 
quite  forgetting  her  late  promise  to  speak  no  more 
oh  the  subject,  "  do  as  1  ask  you." 

"  1  will  if " 

•■  Now,  what '  if  can  there  be?" 

"  If  it  is  quite  sufe — and  I  see  that  it  is  so  !" 
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'  Now  you  are  good,  indeed !"  replied  Maria, 
"  but  you  reward  me  for  being  the  reverse."  ' 

Still  Montfort  seemed  scarcely  reconciled  to  the 
promise  be  had  made,  and  asked  one  of  those 
questions  which  we  all  ask  now  and  then,  although 
we  perfectly  well  know  what  the  answer  must  be : 
"  Do  you  not  think  you  shall  soon  want  to  sleep 
yourself,  Maria?" 

"  Come  !"  replied  she,  with  a  manner  there 
was  no  resisting,  "  you  shall  not  do  a  good  act 
with  a  bad  grace.  I  am  sure  1  could  not  go  to 
sleep  for  some  hours,  even  if  I  were  to  try  .  ind 
look  round  and  say  if  it  is  possible  that,  with  this 
igbt,  any  thing  can  approach  without  being  seen 
—that  is,  unless  I  neglect  my  watch,  and  go  to  sleep 
—which  you  may  be  afraid  of." 

Montfort  smiled,  but  the  security  of  tlie  situs- 

•  Brandy  and  gin  are  colled  "  strong  waters :"  but  I 
mow  of  no  Hnters  so  strong,  Although  they  don't  pay  thr 
xcise-duty,  as  Woman's  teara.  And  I  am  sure  my  hero 
is  of  my  opinion,  for  when  be'bad  fully  determined  to 
"  No,"  only  a  few  drops  had  power  enough  (o  tuin 
that  word  into  "  Yes." 
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tion,  and  the  brightness  of  the  light,  were  as  little 
to  be  disputed  as  Maria's  tears ;  and  in  a  few 
minutes  he  was  sound  asleep  on  the  heap  of  moss 
which  Maria  had  collected  during  his  absence. 

"  Beat  J  raw  my  iword  ;  find  if  mine  enemy 

But  fear  die  sword  like  me,  he 'II scarcely  look  on  't." 

Maria  thought  with  Imogen  a  short  time  since, 
but  "  misery  had  made  her  acquainted  with 
strange  "  ideas,  and  this  surely  was  one  of  them, — 
that  as  soon  as  Montfort  slept,  she  softly  took  one 
of  the  pistols  which  he  had  laid  beside  him,  and 
kept  it  in  her  hand. 

She  leant  against  the  huge  and  moss-grown 
tree,  at  the  foot  of  which  Montfort  lay,  whose 
giant  arms  seemed  made  to  fling  back  the  thun- 
ders of  Heaven  ;  nor  did  her  bending  and  grace- 
ful softness  contrast  more  strongly  with  the  forms 
around  her,  than  with  her  seeming  purpose. 

She  Irattit,  watching  her  lover's  sleep  as  in- 
tently as  the  moon  seemed  watching  her — and  it 
were  hard  to  tell  which  were  the  loveliest  watcher; 
but  there  ended  the  likeness,  for  the  moon  went 
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peaceful  and  unobscured  along  her  heavenly  way, 
whilst  the  shadows  that  passed  over  Maria's  young 
brow  told  that  her  mind  was  not  untroubled. 

She  almost  felt  that  she  had  undertaken  loo 
much  ;  and,  but  that  her  object  was  so  great,  she 
would  have  felt  so.  The  solitude  of  her  situation, 
the  utter  solitude — for  such  might  it  be  called, 
when  she  had  no  living  thing  in  sight  save  one, 
who  lay  before  her  the  image  of  death — bad  such 
effect  upon  her  at  length,  that  it  made  her  draw 
close  to  Mont  fort  for  protection,  although  he  * 
asleep — she  longed  to  touch  him,  to  gain  confidence. 
Even  the  beauty  of  the  objects  around  her,  notwith- 
standing that  it  was  beauty,  was  of  so  stupendous  '* 
sort  that  she  felt  it  to  be  oppressive.  The  very  silence 
itselfwas  startling.  To  hear  Montfort  breathe  o 
and  then  a  little  harder  than  usual,  seemed  quilt 
a  support  to  her.  She  longed  for  the  consols 
of  Lion's  company,  but  this  even  was  denied  her 
for  fearing  he  might  awaken  Montfort,  Bhe  b* 
made  him  stay  at  a  little  distance  in  charge  ( 
their  things.     Maria  well  knew  the  weakness  t 
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Iter  fears,  but  had  not  the  power  to  drive  them 
away ;  by  slow  degrees,  however,  she  became  accus- 
tomed to  her  situation,  and  then,  when  at  length 
her  "  perturbed  spirit"  did  "  rest,"  she  could  feel. 
And  what  were  her  feelings  in  that  lone  hour '. 
There  lay  before  her  the  being  to  whom  she 
owed  her  deliverance  from  captivity  and  death, 
and  to  whom  she  longed  to  owe  much  more,  if 
that  were  possible ;  it  was  so  sweet  to  owe  him 
every  thing.  There  lay — withnoone  to  watch  him, 
and  take  care  of  him,  but  herself — he  who  had 
supported  and  Upheld  her  in  so  many  perils  and 
heart -failings — he  to  whom  her  slightest  wish  Mfa 
a  law  which  he  seemed  not  to  have  the  power 
of  breaking  ;  whose  generous  and  tender  care  of  her 
was  only  equalled  by  his  daring  in  her  service  : 
the  very  being,  too — a  union  of  strength  and  soft- 
new,  on  which  the  love  of  woman  most  naturally 
reposes — who  under  the  most  ordinary  circum* 
tancea  would  have  caught  her  young  affections, 
if  she  had  had  the  opportunity  of  knowing  him; — 
there  he  lay  at  her  feet,  as  peaceful,  as  helpless, 
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and  as  calling  for  her  care,  as  a  sleeping  infant— 
so  helpless,  that  she,  even,  was  his  protector :  (he 
bent  over  him  and  cried  like  a  child,  as  many  a 
mother  weeps  over  her  slumbering  boy,  merely 
because  she  loves  him. 

That  happiness  into  which  the  imagination 
most  enters— the  most  ideal,  may  give  the  highest 
delight ;  but  there  are  moments,  when  the  gush 
of  our  feelings  seems  to  overwhelm  our  ideas, 
which  are  hardly  to  be  exchanged  for  any  thins 
superior.  Maria,  as  she  hung  over  her  sleeping 
lover,  had  no  thoughts — she  could  not  have  told 
why  she  was  thus  affected — it  was  a  material 
delight ;  but  still  she  could  not  conceive  any  thing 
less  earthly. 

Whilst  Maria  was  thus  looking,  in  spite  of  her 
disguise,  all  that  was  feminine  and  soft,  she  was 
startled  by  a  rustling  in  the  bushes  close  to  them. 
She,  who  an  hour  before  had  nearly  sunk  under 
ideal  fears,  now  did  not  tremble,  but  stepped 
between  her  charge  and  danger ;  which  awoke 
Mont  fort,  who,  springing  up,  frightened  away  a 
night-bird  that  had  made  the  noise. 
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They  were  instantly  aware  that  there  was 
nothing  to  fear  near  them,  and  Montfort  now  felt 
Maria  tremble  violently  as  he  supported  her. 
When  a  few  moments  had  passed,  he  missed  one 
of  his  pistols,  and  then  discovered  it  in  Maria's 
hand,  who,  being  rather  ashamed,  had  tried  to 
hide  it. 

"  How  is  this,  Maria?"  said  he,  doubtmgly, 
as  he  took  it  from  her. 

Maria  was  very  much  tempted  to  account  for  it 
by  some  little  invention  manufactured  on  the 
-jwt;  in  fact,  she  never  felt  more  inclined  to  tell 
a  story  in  her  life.  Had  she  been  in  a  house,  1 
have  not  a  doubt  she  would  have  done  so ;  but  it 
was  quite  a  different  matter  where  all  the  stars 
were  looking  at  her,  and  each,  as  she  could 
almost  fancy,  holding  up  its  finger  and  saying, 
"Ah!  I  see  you.  Miss !"  From  stars  to  their 
Maker  the  thought  is  so  direct,  that  she  was  afraid 
to  do  wrong  before  them.  She  had,  therefore, 
bWt  last  resource  left,  of  hanging  down  her 


If  it  be  thought  I  bare  taken  too  great 
hveo**  in  giving  fingers  to  stars,  1  most  plead 
precedent  of  the  gentleman  who  gave 
pockets  ro  crocodiles. 

But  .Mont  fort  was  not  altogether  free  from  bla 
a  that  transaction  ;  for.  when  he  took  the  pit 
out  of  Maria's  hand],  be  kept  his  eyes  fixed  up 
her  in  a  most  annoying  and  shameful  main 
for  some  time,  and  then  said,  in  a  tone  meant 
be  very  impressive,  "  Man's  ill-nature  has  m* 
him  find  out  all  the  weakness  of  woman's  chant 
tee  :  bat  I  believe  he  is  too  stupid  ever  to  fa 
out  its  strength." 

The  only  impression,  bovrerer,  that  it  had  • 
Maria,  was  to  make  ber  think,  "  You  have  no  ta 
Santas  to  be  always  noosing  men  .'  Besides,  a*1 
ha*  an*  discovered  all  woman's  weakness;  <* 
yon  have  not  discovered  ail  mine,  though  h»* 
that  should  be  I  cannot  make  out '.  " 

Votwithstaisdtns;  that  Maria  still  hung  down  he 
head,  Montfort  at  length  discovered  she  hW 
again  been  crying,  and  asked  her  the  reason,  h" 
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found  it  us  difficult  to  get  an  answer  on  this  atib- 
jevl  as  en  tbc  former-  "  I  was  very  wrong  in 
gumg  lo  sleep,"  said  be;  "I  miglit  have  known 
the  loneliness  of  your  situation  would  have  had 
(hi*  effect  on  your  spirits." 

jt  was  not  the  cause,  I  assure  you  !" 

"  Then,  what  was  the  cause  J  When  1  went  to 
»U-ep,  you  ueie  in  good  spirits;  but  I  awake,  and 
find  you  have  been  crying."  But  still,  receiving 
no  answer,  ho  concluded  with,  "  1  can  only  blame 
myself  for  it." 

"  Do  not  blame  yourself!  You  have  no  cause 
to  do  su  ; — nor  would  you  blame  me  if  you  knew 
ilif  reason." 

I  was  really  distressed,  Moulfurt  not 
only  pursued  the  subject  no  further,  but  lie  strove 
to  dived  her  iniiid  from  it.  "  Well,  dear  Maria, 
wiwtlier  1  MM  p  ir  kindness  has 

hail  its  effect ;  for  1  now  feel  perfectly  refreshed 
and  recovered  from  my  fatigue,  and  tin 
you  go  to  slctp,  the  better." 

too  glad  to  escape,  to  wail  fur  a 
VOL.  II.  d 
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CHAPTER  111. 


irvoud  thia  flood  a  frozen  c 
Litidnk  *tni  wilil,  beat  wilb  perpetual  itorm*    . 
Of  <•  liirto  bid  and  dirt  bail,  which  on  firm  land 
Tbawi  nut,  but  gathers  lirap.  and  ruin  aeenn 
Of  ancieul  pile." 

MlLTOX. 

Whem  at  ttit;  village,  Montfort  had  ventured  to 
mike  some  inquiries  about  their  route,  and  had 
learnt  dial  they  must  inevitably  cross  a  difficult 
(tod  not  un frequently  (from  the  quantities  of  tftow 
often  round  there,  even  in  summer,)  dangerous 
paw,  in  order  to  get  to  the  point  they  wished.  There 
waa  no  possibility  of  what  soldiers  call  "tuTnifig' 
this*  pass,  aa  it  was  the  most  accessible  part  of  a 
far-stretching  ridge,  which  intersected  their  coursr 
at  nearly  a  right  angle.  They  had  to  go  up  of)  btie 
aide  by  a  path  so  steep  and  inconvenient  as  almost 
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to  defy  a  mule,  then  traverse  a  considerable  dis- 
tance on  the  top,  and  down  on  the  other  by  a  way 
still  worse.  The  snow  added  to  the  difficulties, 
and  constituted  the  danger  of  the  attempt,  as  the 
time  of  the  year  was  no  security  to  tbem  that 
enough,  to  efface  all  marks  of  the  path,  might 
already  have  fallen,  or  fall  whilst  they  werr 
endeavouring  to  pass ;  in  which  case  they  would 
be  liable  to  mistake  the  turn  down  it  into  the  low 
country,  and  might  get  bewildered  antsflgsl  tin- 
ever-frozen  peaks.  Even  without  snow,  they  would 
lw  liable  to  this  error,  for  the  road  was  to 
insignificant  and  little  marked,  that  a  mere  goat- 
track,  leading  perhaps  to  a  hollow  where  a  scanty 
herbage  might  be  found  at  midsummer,  could  weH 
!»■  taken  for  it.  In  such  a  case,  it  was  possible  for 
them,  before  they  discovered  their  mistake,  to  get 
too  far  to  be  able  to  clear  the  snows  before  dark; 
and  for  Maria  to  live  through  a  night  amidst 
them,  appeared  to  Montfort  an  utter  impossibility. 
The  next  morning,  after  travelling  for  about  two 
hours,  they  found  themselves  at  the  foot  of  the 
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ascent ;  and  in  two  hours  moie,  they  were  high  up 
amongst  the  snowy  peaks,  where,  like  ninny  other 
mortals,  they  paid  bitterly  Tor  their  exalted  station. 
A  driizling  sleet  soon  came  on — a  kind  of  wet 
t-old,  much  harder  to  bear  than  dry  cold,  however 
cut-throat  thai  may  be,  because  the  latter  shrinks 
up  tltr  skin,  and  gives  it  something  of  the  resist- 
ance of  parchmeut,  whilst  the  other  opens  the 
pores,  as  if  on  purpose  to  let  the  raw  air  take 
mure  effect.  Maria  was  quite  provoked  that  she 
fould  not  prevent  her  teeth  from  chattering, 
although  she  tried  with  all  her  might,  as  she  suw 
that  her  suffering  from  the  cold  distressed  Mont- 
fort  so  much,  for  a  real  lover  magnifies  into 
torments  the  slightest  ache  of  his  unstress's  liitl< 
finger.  Moreover,  she  would  not  have  wished  hfti 
nose  to  look  so  very  blue,  as  she  thought  it  inusi, 
if  she  could  have  helped  it.  However,  I  am  tint 
quite  convinced  that  the  chattering  of  her  tevth 
proceeded  from  cold  alone,  for  perhaps  her  tongue 
had  given  them  a  bad   habit. 

Mont  fort  loaded  her  with  the  cloak,   in   hopes 
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the  exertion  of  carrying  it,  added  to  its 
might  serve  to  keep  some   heat  in   her;  but, 
spite  or  all  Ins  care,  Maria  soon  became  a  pitiable- 
looking  object :  the  half-snow,  half-water,  which 
splashed  up  about  her  heels  at  every  step, 
frozen  hard  round  the  bottoms  of  her  trowsera,  and 
made  moving  in  them  like  walking  in  armour: 
the  sleet,    too,   stuck   in   what   hair    Montfort '< 
shears  had  left,  and  caused  it  to  hang  down 
"traps  about  her  face  ,  nor  were  her  almost  frown 
lingers  of  sufficient  use  to  enable  her  to  squee 
the  water  out  of  her  locks,  but  she  was  obliged 
trust  to  Montfort  's  awkward  ones  to  perform  that 
office  for  her. 

That  Maria  would  not  make  a  useless 
silly  fuss  about  her  situation,  Montfort 
aware  ;  but  well  as  he  knew  her,  her  patient  and 
cheerful  endurance  quite  surprised  him.  Sbt 
tried  to  talk  the  same  as  ever,  and  quite  laughed 
m  him  for  thinking  a  little  cold  such  a 
great  hardship.  Nevertheless,  he  could 
have    cried    at    what    the    dear    girl    endured 


for  the  way  in  which  alie  bore  her  sufferings  had 
quite  the  contrary  effect  to  what  it  was  intended 
to  have — of  making  him  think  less  of  them. 

In  b  short  time  Montfort  had  a  much  more 
serious  cause  of  alarm,  fur  the  sleet  turned  to  deuxe 
heavy  snow,  just  at  the  moment,  too,  that  Haifa 
fell  an  exhausted  as  to  be  obliged  to  ask  to  rest 
for  a  while.  lie  dreaded,  if  allowed  to  do  so, 
she  might  never  be  able  tomo\ea^nin;and  there- 
fore, patting  his  arm  round  her  waUt,ftod  with  a  cold 
band  io  each  of  his,  they  walked  on  as  well  as  they 
were  able. 

Notwithstanding  all  his  exertions,  Maria  was, 
at  last,  obliged  to  sit  down  under  shelter  of  a 
snow-drift.  Montfort  took  off  his  jacket  to  wrap 
round  her  feet,  where  he  saw  she  was  suffering 


"  I  will  not  permit  that!"  said  Maria,  Mi  a 
tone  that  would  have  been  firm,  but  for  her  pro- 
voking teeth.  But  still  he  coutinued  wrapping 
them  up.  Cold  as  her  feet  were,  she  found  it 
more  easy  to  use  them  than  her  tongue,  so,  giving 


ha, 
wh 


THn  toowo  gnmr. 

&  great  kick,  she  got  them  out  of  his  hands,  and, 
the  exertion,   pushed    Montfort  down    in   ihr 

aw. 

It  is  not  supposed  that  the  latter  part  of  this 

manoeuvre  proceeded  from  any  particular  vice  in 

the  young  lady,  although  she  did  enjoy  it  enough 

to  laugh  ;   but,  as  it  showed  ber  determination  to 

si  manfully,  Montfort  thought  he  had  belter 

me    to   terms  with    her,   and    therefore    said, 

Well,  then,   Maria,  you  shall  put  tbem  in  my 
,p>" 

Put  on  your  jacket  immediately,  and  I  will 
do  any  thing." 

This  being  done,  he  sat  down;  and  when  the 
tremblers  were  consigned  to  his  care,  ■' 
tbem  so  tight  that  it  had  a  wonderful  effect  upon 
Maria ;   for  it   not  only   warmed   her   feet,   but 
brought  the  blood   back  into  her  face,  and  she 

d  soon  rested  long  enough  to  proceed. 

Maria's  laugh  had,  ere  this,  however,  done  that 
which  it  never  did  before — made  Montfort  wretch- 
ed ! — for  it  showed  she  was  totally  unconscious  of 


!  being  any  danger  in  their  situation,  and  he 
was  now  decidedly  of  opinion  that  such  was  the 
case.  His  heart  sunk  within  him  when  he 
thought  that  she  whom  it  loved  so  well — who 
looked  upon  her  present  sufferings  as,  at  worst,  but 
a  temporary  evil — might  yet,  at  their  close,  be 
stretched  out  before  him,  a  lifeless  thing  :  he 
knew,  too,  that  it  was  her  unbounded  confidence 
in  his  protection  which  made  her  insensible  to 
her  peril,  against  which  that  protection  was 
of  no  avail ;  and  it  by  no  means  lessened  his 
misery  to  think  she  was  thus  deceived,  although 
involuntarily  on  his  part. 

In  places  where  the  snow  had  drifted,  it  was  now 
so  deep,  that  they  sunk  in  it  nearly  up  to  their 
knees,  which  rendered  walking  as  tedious  as  it 
was  tiresome  ut  a  time  when  delay  might  he  at- 
tended with  the  most  fatal  consequences  ;  but,  on 
the  other  hand,  from  the  same  cause,  they  often 
pasaed  a  space  comparatively  hare.  Step  by  step 
they  went  on,  steering,  as  well  as  they  could, 
between  the  peaks  where  they  knew  the  only  road 
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lay  that  was  passable  at  any  time,  but  without 
now  beingable  to  perceive  llie  slightest  trace  of  tL 

After  toiling  on,  seemingly  iutermiuably 
succeeded   in  passing  between  two   peaks, 
whence  they  hoped  to  find  the  land  slope  di 
towards  the  vallies ;   but,   to  their   utter 
ihey  were   presented   with  a  view  of  height*  i 
heights,   rising   behind    each    other   in    hopele 
succession. 

All  who  have  toiled  much  amidst  such  mou 
tains  know  what  a  daunting  and  disappoint!! 
sight  is  this  formidable  array,  even  when  there 
no  snow  or  danger  in  the  way,  but  only  that  Uie- 
perhaps  tired  and  hungry— traveller's  rest  and 
lie  behind  the  many-headed  barrier :  hydra  b 
they  really  seem,  for,  as  soon  as  one  is  overcx 
another  appears  to  rise  up  on  your  pad)  in  its  pi 
What,  then,  must  it  be  when  the  danger  is 
minent,  and,  to  complete  the  misery,  •  lielpleM 
fuinale  is  depending  on  one's  care?  Eternal  white- 
ness lay  before  them,  spread  out,  as  if 
limit:  it  chilled  the  very  soul  to  look  upon 
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ii  scarcely  exaggeration  to  my,  the  fancy  even 
dared  Dot  pierce  it,  for  fear  of  brin**,  like  a  fallen 
spirit  in  the  place  of  punishment,  "  infixed,  and 
frozen  round  " 

-  -  "  After  one  glance  at  this  fit  winding-sheet  far  a 
4mi '******  Montfort  became  coarincad  they  had 

'  »j»;is>afc«w  their  way ;  bat,  on  attempting  .to  retrace 

-^t-hy  the  guidance  of  their  own  fbot-tracks,  be 
ibaod  them  already  perfectly  obliterated ;  nor  were 

"  <awy  certain,  from  the  similarity  of  the  points 
«bout  them  all  clothed  in  the  same  unvarying 
garment,  by  what  opening  they  had  entered  the 
hollow  they  were  now  in.  There  was  only  one 
thins;  in  their  favour — they  had  atill  many  hours 
«f  daylight  before  them. 

Montfort  manned  himself  by  casting  one  look 
upon  the  object  whom  it  was  his  duty  to  support, 
who  now  seemed  to  suffer  less  pain  from  the 
«old,  owing  to  her  becoming  alive  to  the  danger 
of  their  situation ;  and  hardly  had  he  gained  this 
secession  of  courage  when  he  had  to  use  it ;  for 
■  violent  gust  of  wind  caught  up  the  snow  from 


: 


the  ground  into  the  air,  whirling  it  round  with 
such  force,  that,  when  once  in  its  eddy,  it  was 
as  much  as  they  could  do  to  keep  their  feel,  by 
holding  as  tight  as  possible  by  each  other.  Mont- 
tort  was  now  almost  in  despair  on  Maria's  account ; 
but  ber  own  calmness  did  not  forsake  her,  and 
she  said,  "  Do  you  not  think  Lion  would  find  out 
the  track  we  came  by  ?  " 
"  Yes,  that  I  am  sure  he  would,"  replied  he 
'  so  keep  up  your  spirits,  as  we  can  always  return 
if  we  wish  it;  but  as  we  must  surmount  tut 
difficulty  some  time  or  other,  I  will  make  anothe 
effort  before  we  give  it  up  at  present." 

The  instant  the  gust  of  win.)  bad  spent  itsell 
they  moved  about  a  hundred  yards,  to  getclearc 
the  deep  snow  it  had  heaped  around  them 
and  there,  to  their  great  surprise,  they  found  it 
force  could  not  have  extended,  violent  as  it  wa 
with  them,  for  the  surface  was  still  perfectly 
smooth  and  undisturbed.  Montlbrt  looked  steadily 
on  every  side  for  a  moment,  to  see  what  had  better 
be    attempted     next.     Whilst     so    doing,    Han* 
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discovered,  and  pointed  out,  the  track  of  some 
animal  in  the  snow  :  what  it  was,  they  could  not 
tell ;  but  it  was  evident  that  something  had  lived 
and  moved  in  that  solitude  before :  and  this 
incident,  slight  as  it  may  appear  to  those 
whose  minds  are  not  similarly  excited,  gave  them 
hope  and  confidence — it  had  the  effect  of  the  liltle 
land  bird  appearing  to  the  shipwrecked  in  the 
deep. 

Mont  fort  now  hastily  trod  down  the  snow  hard 
in  a  small  circle,  told  Maria  to  keep  constantly 
moving  in  it  as  she  valued  her  life,  and  then, 
accompanied  by  Lion,  rushed  forward,  seemingly 
n(|l  mperaUatal  strength,  first  to  one  opening 
and  then  to  another,  to  see  if  either  of  them 
might  offer  any  hope :  but  where  the  land 
descended,  it  was  in  impassable  precipices;  and 
where  the  reverse,  the  same  difficulties  were 
before  them  as  at  the  point  they  had 
up.  An  attempt,  then,  to  retrace  their  steps  back  by 
Lion's  assistance  was  their  only  chance ;  but  in 
'Knitforl  by  no  means  felt  the  confidence  be 


M 

Bs.  ~  jiic-Bt  nii.  aic  nam  u  ooo^.  I*  W 
K  '  3E  n  It  Uii  am  WS  spas  p»^  *" 
;t-  " — »  r^sst-Ti  HELamrc  =nuii  net  isw,* 
i  -r— >—  2f  -j«ntt|?i  i«e  hsag  Aw 
k  i    =sriBei  ;  at  Icsit  is  tobiIu:.  be  rfpfei 

-s«i— _7.t     -T       ~W.T£.   5J     Diua.   ZEE   I   «9  W 

:-—i  w;  L;.  M3f  its*.  iun  ^u  .Tirsfc'e*." 
it  a  ■.  ^  a?  at  sennit  a.*  ■  jif jx.  fct*ii  !:&■""¥ 

:   i  i-  -ct  "i..    n-ur  nil*!  *irs  Xirii  tai  M*1" 

id.* 


THE    VOVKO    QUEEN 


indeed,  a  slight  consultation  and  debate  on  this 
subject ;  but  Maria  was  strenuously  in  favour  of 
giving  themselves  up  entirely  to  the  dog's 
guidance,  and  Montfort  could  not  object  when  he 
well  knew  they  had  nothing  else  to  trust  to. 

Nevertheless,  they  had  not  gone  very  far  before 
their  new  faith  was  nearly  overcome,  for  the  dog 
led  them  to  an  opening  between  two  rocks,  which 
both  felt  sure  they  had  not  passed  before,  the 
objects  in  themselves  being  so  remarkable  as  to 
convince  them  they  could  not  be  mistaken  ;  and  an 
error  here  was  of  the  utmost  consequence,  as, 
from  the  nature  of  the  ground,  there  must,  at 
this  point,  be  a  very  decided  alteration  in  their 
course.  Even  Maria,  herself,  with  all  her  confi- 
dence exclaimed,  "  1  am  quite  sure  we  never 
passed  this  spot  !  "  so,  also,  thought  Montfort, 
although  he  did  uot  say  so:  but  Lion  continued 
obstinately  on  the  same  track,  and  when  Montfort 
insisted  on  his  quitting  it,  and  beating  round  for  a 
new  direction,  he  did  bo,  but  returned  to  precisely 
the. same  point  as  before.     It  was  now  Montfort 's 


.  This 


±>i  happen,  and  raeh* 
wen   rt  as;  in  we  em  oarsl't s 
■pride"  to  "tike 


t  a*  Ane,  thuagfa  I  grant  th«w» 

,  tndi*" 

s  would  auk*? 

w&  jkbt.  *s  they  sore  to  BOCtett  orernetoiD^ 
jok  it  jurseiVts.  Bat  still,  why  need  it  e«i" 
wander  that  *»  mi  swostd  km  depended  « 
dKiocBBCt  of  one  aaanal ?  for  does  itnotafeo 
!tappea  tha*  d»  prosperity  of  %  whole  people  re*" 
■pun  a  snagle  oft:,  whether  of  monarch,  avn"' 
ar  Hal  maim. — a  teoare  jast  as  frail  ?  N»Ji  tt 
bean*  the  aautex  woaw  to  oaraehrea,  who  can  ft" 
certain  he  is  speaking  the  trath  if  he  m»ere  tin' 
tihc  exhaence  of  England,  as  an  iixiependeo' 
,  did  aot  hang  apoo  the  life  of  Arthur  Dnfc 
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on,  as  the  snow  had  drifted  in  such  heaps  ovev 
the  road  by  which  they  came,  that  even  when  the 
dog  showed  where  it  lay,  they  could  not  in  some 
places  pursue  it,  for  fear  of  being  buried.  The 
consequence  was,  when  they  were  forced  to  leave 
the  right  track,  Lion  followed  them,  and  some- 
times had  great  difficulty  in  recovering  it  again, 
they  being  obliged  to  wait  patiently  until  he  suc- 
Ctedcd  in  iloiug  so. 

It  was  an  extraordinary  situation  to  be  placed 
in,  and  must  have  caused  strange  feelings,  that  the 
two  beings  made  "  in  the  image  of  their  Maker" 
should  be  obliged  to  wait,  utterly  helpless  them- 
selves, until  the  poor  despised  brute  should  de- 
cide their  fate— should,  as  it  were,  pronounce 
whether  they  were  to  live  or  to  die.  Years  of  life, 
joy  or  woe — a  host  of  feelings— the  happioeM  <<f 
all  who  loved  them — long  races  of  descendants — 
ii;iy,  considering  who  was  one  of  those  whose  fates 
trembled  on  such  a  balance",  perhaps  a  nation's 
destinies — all  might  hang  upon  the  sagacity  of  an 
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animal.  This  circumstance  did  happen,  and  fflign* 
happen  to  the  best  of  us  ;  yet  we  give  oomel'es 
aire !  Lear  should  have  advised  "  pride"  to  "ttke 
physic"  as  well  as  "  pomp." 

Such  reflections  as  these,  though  I  grant  ties* 
shallow  and  simple,  are  very  wholesome,  and  i* 
oftener  in  our  heads  and  in  our  hearts  would  o»( 
both  better,  as  they  serve  to  correct  overweening 
ideas  of  ourselves.  But  still,  why  need  it  ewi" 
wonder  that  so  much  should  have  depended  <* 
the  instinct  of  one  animal?  for  does  it  not  often 
happen  that  the  prosperity  of  a  whole  people  W' 
upon  a  single  life,  whether  of  monarch,  warrior. 
or  statesman, — a  tenure  just  as  frail  ?  Naj,  *° 
bring  the  matter  home  to  ourselves,  who  can  fed 
certain  he  is  speaking  the  troth  if  he  avers  that 
the  existence  of  England,  as  an  independent 
nation,  did  not  hang  upon  the  life  of  Arthur  Duke 
of  Wellington  ?— who  can  rest  perfectly  satisfied 


I 


tih:  v  .rv,;   yi  r  i  ». 


CHAPTER   IV. 


"  Where  ktiih  and  fall* 
Th»  »*»I»i.cte— (hr  tbttndrrliott  of  mow 
All  i:..ii  npinili  ib<  ipirlt,  yst  appall, 
Ui.tl.iT  around  tUtte  igmiuil.." 


■'HOHTi.iT  after  our  wanderers  '  rtainthey 

'■■'-]■'■  on  the  right  track,  they  heard  a  n  <iie  on  the 
lide  of  a  hill  which  they  had  just  passed  near,  of 
to  unusual  a  kind,  that  it  caused  them  to  atop  and 
look  about.  At  first  they  could  not  see  any  thing 
extraordinary,  but  soon  perceived  that  the  whole 
of  its  snowy  covering  was  moving.  Maria 
seemed,  by  her  look,  at  first  to  vote  for  run- 
Ding  away ;  but  when  Montfort  quickly  assured 
her  it  could  not  possibly,  from  the  direction  it 


was  taking,  touch  them,   she  required  no  further 
encouragement  to  stand  her  ground. 

And  now,  it.  having  stopped  snowing,  (which  I 
have  omitted  to  say  it  had  all  along  done  at  inter- 
vals,) they  had  an  excelleut  opportunity  of  seeing 
how  an  avalanche  is  made — that  is,  one  sort  of 
avalanche ;  for  it  is  clear  the  process  must  my 
according  to  the  situation :  where  the  declivity  S 
so  gnat  as  nearly  to  approach  a  perpendicular.it 
falls  off  at  once  ;  but  where  the  slope  is  much  lets 
it  takes  its  time,  and  is  perhaps  the  ; 
ordinary  sight,  because  the  more  marfc&ble.  WS 
1  to  proceed  teatndAm  artem,  and  say,  **  First  take 
your  snow  and  lay  it  on  the  side  of  a  hill,  &c," 
this  "  receipt  for  an  avalanche  "  would  perhaps  give 

s  good  an  idea  of  the  thing  as  1  am  capable  of, 
but  it  might  not  be  thought  sufficiently  heroic  I  ' 
must  therefore  set  about  it  in  a  different,  way. 

The  mass  began  to  move  near  the  top,  but  not 
regularly ;  for,  here  and  there,  some  parts  found 

upedinients  of  sufficient  strength  to  arrest  theii 
progress:   when  those   behind,   still    pressing    on, 


would  Accumulate  into  a  high  heap,  and  then  roll 
and  tumble  over  like  a  huge  white  wave.  At  first 
there  were  so  many  of  these  detached  struggles 
going  on,  that  it  appeared  doubtful  to  which  side 
victory  would  incline  :  one  almost  felt  tempted 
to  back  rocks  and  hillocks  agaiust  snow  ;  but,  by 
degrees,  the  resistance  relaxed,  and  the  power  of 
Uie  attacking  force  increased  ;  some  of  the  hemes 
who  stood  for  the  adverse  part  were  beaten  down, 
nod  from  others,  whose  valour  had  made  them 
respected,   the   current   of  the   fight   had   rolled 

my. 

As  all  opposition  ceased,  the  mass  began  (to  use 
a  sailor's  phrase)  to  "gather  way  "generally;  at  first 
rather  slowly,  but  it  soon  bore  onward  with  such 
velocity  and  giant  force,  that  one  then  wondered 
how  its  power  could  ever  have  been  resisted,  even 
m  iU  birth.  On  it  came  with  a  "  rushing  mighty 
wind  "  of  icy  coldness,  throwing  up  clouds  of  loose 
snow  around  it,  like  the  spray  of  some  tremendous 
cataract.  Although  perfectly  safe  from  its  power, 
both  Maria  and  Mont  fort  looked  pale  as  it  swept 
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over  tin'  track  they  had  passed  a  few  minnm 
before,  totally  unconscious  that  such  a  terrific 
loe  so  soon  should  cross  their  path.  Before 
they  had  time  for  even  this  thought  to  passthroueb 
their  minds,  the  mass  had  reached  a  gap  near  the 
foot  of  the  slope  it  came  from :  it  paused,  w 
it  the  impetus  was  hardly  enough  to  carry  il 
through:  another  moment  of  suspense;  it  ruBed 
once  over,  then  rushed  away,  and  was  lost  to  then 
sight ;  but  they  heard  it  for  some  time  crashing  the 
pine-forest  in  its  irresistible  course  down  to  hV 
vullies. 

The  space  during  which  this  noise  continued  made 
iMontfort  reflect,  that  the  distance  the  avalinchc 
must  have  passed  through  trees  could  not  hat  k* 
very  great;  that  where  trees  grew  thick,  it  W 
always  possible  to  walk;  and  that  such  a  fott- 
runner  must  have  effectually  cleared  all  snow  fro"1 
its  couree,  and  at  least  have  left  a  hard 
although  perhaps  not  a  good  one-  The 
he  believed  to  be  that  of  their  true  course,  for  h< 
waa  now  convinced  they  hud   got  greatly  oat  of 
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their  way  in  passing  on  to  the  point  from  which 

they  had  turned  back. 

As  soon  as  this  thought  struck  him,  he  «u 
to  anxious  to  know  if  the  track  was  a  regular 
slope,  without  being  intersected  by  impassable 
precipices,  and  if  it  appeared  to  reach  the  low 
lauds  in  the  direction  they  wanted  to  go,  that  he 
nui  off  to  see,  in  a  great  hurry,  having  first  M- 
plained  himself  to  Maria  in  such  a  confused 
manner,  that  she  was  not  quite  sure  be  was  not 
trying  to  catch  the  avalanche.  However,  he  toon 
returned,  and  took  her  over  to  the  brow  of  the 
•ill,  where  they  sat  down  for  a  abort  time  to 
consult,  after  having  first  cast  a  wary  eye  round 
to  aee  that  no  more  such  visiters  were  likely  to 
come  tnmbling  on  their  heads. 

They  could  distinctly  trace  the  course  the  body 
of  now  had  taken  :  it  was  as  clearly  marked  out 
by  the  crushed  trees,  as  that  of  a  rolling  atone 
would  be  through  a  field  of  high  com  :  it  looked 
a  broad,  fair,  and  easy  road ;  and  although  they 
by  no  means  expected  to  find  it  so,  they  deter- 


it  ti  JiMl  i  mete)  ftr  be- 
ne  Kp:a  of  snt*r,   qoite  in  the  direction 
vit^M.  aaa.  apparent!*-  aato  a   rafficiently 
cooatrr.        Beadn,    m     difficulty    they 
i  awt  »i;h»  hoanu  tedious,  would  eer- 
v  soc  u*  at  all   sonnountable,   be  near   n 
having  to  dare  the   snows  oace 
.  uc«*l  they  now  tarn   back.       Montfcft 
thceght    ifaat    they    moat    be    able'  to  get 
ot  to*  *no«y  region  before  being  obliged  tc^ 
KY  the  cisht :   and,  whereTer   that  raighff- 
(Hey  mwld  at  least  be  sore  of  plenty  of^ 
tetter  :  nor    was   be  i 


went  for  a  considerable  distance  many  feet  above 
the  earth,  scrambling  and  sliding  along  on  the 
prostrate  trees  ;  the  thick  branches  of  which,  how- 
ever, bad  fortunately  been  crushed  so  flat  and 
close  together,  that  they  did  not  very  often  slip 
between  them. 

In  this  manoeuvre  the  bipeds  had  greatly  the 
advantage  of  their  four-footed  companion,  although 
he  had  been  relieved  from  what  he  had  before  been 
carrying  ere  they  commenced  it :  there  was  only 
one  thing  in  favour  of  the  latter,  that  when  he 
did  slip  through,  he  could  generally  run  along 
between  the  branches  at  the  bottom  for  a  few 
yards,  before  be  was  forced  to  emerge  again  ;  but 
this  he  seemed  by  no  means  to  consider  as  au 
equivalent  for  the  mortification  of  dhmppeoring  *o 
often  as  in-  .ltd. 

Montfort  was  frequently  obliged  to  scold  Man* 
for  wasting  her  time  in  stopping  to  comfort  and 
coax  along  her  favourite,  until  she  at  last  got  into 
a  pel,  and  began  to  scold  again,  precisely  at  the 
moment  too,  that  it  had  struck  him  he  had  said 
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more  to  her  than  he  should  have  done :   he  had. 
therefore,  nothing  to  do  but  to  be  penitent, 
then  be  found  how  hard  it  really  was  to  plea 
her ;     for    when   he    told    her    she 
in  stopping,  she  maintained  that  she  was  right  ■ 

but  the  moment  he  allowed  that  ahc  wu&«w 
right,  she  declared  that  she  was  wrong.  Be  thn*-* 
as  it  may,  it  is  very  certain  that  people  shouldW 
neither  quarrel  nor  be  reconciled  on  the  top  of  i^^*- 
tree;  for  Motitfort  had  just  said,  deprccai 

"  Well,  but  Maria!  whoso  sake  do  I  scold  for- 

yours,  or  my  own  ?  "  when  the  young  lady,  ttbc: — * 

never  could  have  her  feelings  appealed  to  withoi 

being  sensible  of,  and  giving  way  to,  an  itnpi 

suddenly  stretched  out  Iter  hand,  rati 

than  to  offer  reconciliation,  and  as  suddenly  d 

peared  from  Montfort's  view,  even  before  he  coul^J 

catch  the  extended  hand,  which  it  may  be  suppo**-*J 

he  was  not  slow  to  attempt ;  nor  had  he  1 a 

ask  if  she  were  hurt,  before  he  found  his  own  fee' 

«n  the  ground,  and  the  branches  closed  over  b»» 

head. 


mm     ■ 

npukx * 

ask  fur—  - 
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He  had  no  need  to  repeat  the  question 
be  bad  nearly  completed  by  the  time  he  got  to 
the  ground,  as  a  most  convincing  laugh  banished 
all  bis  alarm,  and  perhaps  gave  him  the  idea  that 
it  would  be  the  best  way  to  put  Maria's  to  flight 
if  she  felt  any  on  his  account ;  so  be  repaid  it 
in  kind,  and  with  interest. 

"  Well!"  said  Maria,  as  soon  as  she  had 
finished  her  laugh,  "  when  you  are  beginning  to 
scold  again,  I  hope  you  will  recollect  that  your 
last  lecture  nearly  broke  my  neck." 

"  That  is  more  than  it  will  ever  do  to  your 
heart,"  replied  Montfort,  "  for  I  don't  believe  you 
mind  it  in  the  least.  But,"  he  continued,  "are 
you  likely  to  get  out  of  your  cage  ?  for  I  don't  see 
any  chance  of  my  doing  so  from  mine  !  " 

•'  Then,  I  shall  be  the  better  oft'  of  the  two," 
said  Maria,  as  Li  forced  bis  way  through  the 
branches  to  her,  "for  I  shall  have  company." 

But  Montfort  soon  recollected,  that  although  it 
might  be  arousing  to  stay  there  laughing,  it  was 
not  the  way  to  get  Maria  as  far  from  the  cold  as 
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possible  before  nightfall;  so",  following  Lion's  ex- 
ample, he  squeezed  between  the  branches,  and 
soon  made  his  appearance  in  Maria's  den,  from 
which  they  easily  effected  their  escape,  now  they 
seriously  set  about  it. 

Having  ascertained  that  they  had  all  their 
things  safe,  they  again  set  forward  ;  and,  by  the 
time  it  was  dust,  had  reached,  if  not  so  far  at 
they  hoped,  yet  quite  far  enough  from  the  cold 
region  to  give  them  little  fear  on  that  head,  espe- 
cially considering  the  shelter  it  was  so  easy  !■■ 
procure. 

Poor  Maria  bad  found  this  latter  part  of  tbeir 
day's  journey  sadly  fatiguiug,  nor  could  Montfort 
possibly,  from  the  nature  of  it,  render  her  much 
assistance.  As  soon  as  he  had  decided  that,  on 
her  account,  they  ought  to  stop,  he  sought  out  for 
as  snug  a  cage  as  they  had  before  each  got  into 
against  their  inclination  ;  nor  was  he  long  in  add- 
ing such,  but  took  care  to  choose  one  from  which 
they  could  still  more  easily  escape,  in  case  the 
fire    he  intended   to  make  should  become    rather 
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larger  than  he  bargained  for,  and  catch  their  shel- 
tering branches.  He  hastily  collected  a  bed  of 
the  leaves  (if  leaves  they  may  be  called)  of  the 
fir ;  that  is,  he  got  a  heap  of  the  ends  of  the 
yoongest  branches,  upon  which  Maria  threw  her- 
self with  undisguised  satisfaction;  nor  was  it  less 
enjoyed  by  Li,  who  lay  down  on  it  also,  without 
the  least  ceremony,  and  indeed  served  Maria  for 
a  pillow  until  Montfort  could  get  her  another. 
He  then  lit  a  good  fire,  which  was  easily 
done,  the  turpentine  in  the  pine-wood  making  it 
blaze  like  a  candle  ;  broke  off'  a  few  straggling 
branches,  and,  by  weaving  others  roughly  toge- 
ther, formed  a  most  comfortable-looking  and  com- 
modious gipsy-bower ;  so  much  so,  that  Maria, 
as  she  lay  stretched  out  at  her  ease,  and  cast  her 
eyes  around  her,  the  fire  blazing  merrily,  could 
not  help  saying,  "  Well,  what  a  comfortable 
change  this  is,  from  winds  and  clouds  of  snow 
to  our  nice  little  bower !  why,  it  is  quite  the  place 
children  would  love  to  play  in  ! " 

T'i  Montfort,  not  only  was  every  thing  full  as 
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comfortable  as  to  Maria,  but  her  excessive  fatigue 
was  quite  delightful,  as,  in  addition  to  giving  him 
the  opportunity  of  doing  for  her  whatever  would 
have  occasioned  her  the  trouble  of  moving,  it  autho- 
rised him  to  sit  close  beside  her  bed  at  their  even- 
ing meal,  and  to  feed  the  exhausted  girl  as  one 
feeds  a  babe. 

"Come,  Maria!"  said  he;  "you  must  let  me 
cut  up  your  meat  for  you !  I  wish  we  had  a  fork 
or  Bpoon ;  as  then  I  might  save  you  even  the 
trouble  of  putting  it  into  your  mouth." 

"Oh!  I  think  I  can  manage  that,"  replied  she; 
"  but  much  more  I  could  not  do." 

"  1  hope  you  are  not  too  much  tired  to  sleep." 

"  No !  1  do  not  think  I  am,  for  I  am  not  too 
tired  to  eat,  although  not  near  so  hungry  as  in 
general." 

"  Now  let  me  see  if  I  cannot  feed  you  with 
this,"  said  Montfort,  showing  a  sharp  stick,  which 
he  had  been  pointing  with  his  knife. 

"  But  I  must  at  all  events  sit  up  to  swallow,  and 
then  I  may  as  well  feed  myself." 
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"  Not  at  all,  Maria !   it  is  much  more  classi- 
cal to  eat  lying  down ;  so  it  is  said  the  !**——»« 


m    > 


"Brt  not  bwig  a  Roman,  and  therefore  not 
liiMJfryinni^nr  their  frffkjpfij  I  don't  want  Co  *^hAt 
myself  for  the  sake  of  bring  classical." 

Bnt  Mootfort  still  persisting,  Maria  said,  "  5a, 
I  mast  not  allow  yon  to  make  snch  a  babe 
tf  me!" 

"  Why  not,  Maria  ?  yon  are  so  tired  as  to  be 
nearly  as  helpless  as  a  babe,  and  why  should  I 
not  make  a  babe  of  you  ?  Come !"  continued  he, 
eoazingly,  "you  know  babes  are  always  taken  the 
greatest  care  of!"  and  he  held  op  the  most  tempt- 
ing-looking bit  of  cold  meat  he  could  find,  on  his 
primitive  fork,  close  to  her  nose. 

Maria's  pretty  mouth  first  relaxed  into  a  smile, 
then  slowly  opened,  and  Montfort's  wish  was 
accomplished ;  but  he  did  not  know  whether  he 
owed  his  success  to  his  own  oratory,  or  to  the 
smell  of  the  meat. 

"And  how  does  it  happen,"  said  Maria,  when 
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her  supper  was  finished,  "  that  I  am  not  quiiied 
about  being  so  tired  V 

"You  are  looking  so  utterly  helpless,  that  I 
cannot  have  the  heart  to  attack  you  in  any  way  to- 
night—not even  to  laugh  at  you.  I  must  not  do 
bo  until  you  are  able  to  defend  yourself  as  well  u 
you  did  to-day  on  the  top  of  the  tree." 

"Not  with  a  similar  result,  however,  I  hope,' 
said  Maria,  giving  a  sleepy  laugh  ;  "or  I  had  mn 
better  be  attacked  now,  as  I  have  not  far  to  ft 
It  must  be  allowed,  if  we  had  both  broken  c 
necks,  that  our  arguments  would  have  be 
attended  with  more  decisive  effects  than  e< 
were  arguments  before." 

Mont  fort  laughed  too  as  he  thought  of 
sudden  disappearance,  but  said,  "  Are  we  not  tall 
ing  too  much,  Maria?  it  will  only  fatigue  y< 
more  !  Don't  you  think  you  had  better  try  to  i 
to  sleep  at  once  ?" 

"No!  I  am  a  little  feverish,  I  believe,  frc 
fatigue  ;  and  if  I  try  to  settle  myself  regularly 
repose,  I  do  not  think   I   shall  succeed  ;    but 
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you  continue  to  talk  to  me,  I  am  sure  I  shall  aoon 
goto  sleep." 

"  Upon  my  word,  yon  are  very  flattering !" 
**  All ! "  aaid  Maria,  with  bet  eyes  quite  that, 
and  her  month  only  half  open,  aa  she  spoke,  "  I 
don't  believe  I  exactly  said  what  I  meant,  for  I 
know  I  meant  something  very  civil  in — "  and 
almost  before  she  could  say  "  deed,"  she  was  in  a 
slight  doze;  which  was  much  more  gratifying  to 
Montfort  than  the  end  of  her  apology  would  have 
been. 

Oh  !  once  more  would  I  pray  for  that  happy 
facility  of  forgetting  time,  which  lovers  have! 
Montfort  watched  Maria's  face  by  the  bright  flame 
of  tbeir  pine  fire ;  and  as  hour  after  hour  glided  by, 
he  saw  that  her  sleep  became  less  and  less  dis- 
turbed, until,  at  length,  she  lay  in  as  much  peace 
as  security  and  comfort.  And  little  was  he  then, 
as  he  gazed  upon  her,  likely  to  forget  what  they 
had  that  day  gone  through — to  forget  what  were 
his  feelings  a  few  short  hours  ago,  and  to  contrast 
them  gratefully  with  what  they  now  were; — and 
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as  little  likely  was  he  to  be  ashamed  to  return 
thanks  for  them,  for  he  too,  "  in  regard  to  these 
subjects,  had  no  sense  of  shame,  and  had  ranged 
himself  in  the  class  of  the  weak  and  supersti- 
tious." Yes,  he  felt  it  a  gratifying  thing  to 
out  from  looking  even  on  the  face  of  her  he 
loved,  to  look  upon  God — to  see  Htm  in  hit 
glorious  works  on  high,  and  to  bless  His  Holy 
Name,  and  thank  Htm. 

When  the  usual  time  to  awaken  Maria 
come,  Mont  fort  thought  of  the  excessive  fatigue 
she  had  undergone,  and  had  not  the  heart  to  do  it 
he  therefore  let  her  sleep  on  two  or  three  hour* 
longer,  and  then  she  awoke  of  her  own  accord.  As 
soon  as  her  eyes  were  open,  she  perceived  that  it 
was  broad  day,  and  started  up  suddenly  from  her 
bed.  Whether  or  no  Montfort  recollected  lite 
storm  that  had  once  assailed  him  for  merely  asking 
her  to  do  what  he  had  now  let  her  do  without 
asking,  I  know  not;  but  before  she  had  power  to 
say  a  word,  he  cried  out,  "  Stop,  Maria  I  1  will 
sleep  as  long  as  ever  you  please,  to  make  up  for 
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it;  and  I  only  Jet  you  do  so  beyond  your  usual 
hour,  because  you  were  so  very  much  tired,  and 
because  I  had  determined  on  this  before — indeed  1 
won 'i  get  up  until  you  tell  me  \o  do  so,  Maria  !  " 
And,  as  he  uttered  this  last  part  of  his  speech,  he 
looked  in  a  real  fright ;  which  made  Maria  laugh, 
id  spite  of  her  having  intended  to  be  in  a  very 
great  rage.  However,  she  tried  to  look  in  a  fury 
as  well  as  she  could,  and  said,  "  Lie  down  in- 
stantly then,  and  don't  let  me  hear  one  word 
from  you  until  1  tell  you  to  get  up." 

Like  a  dog,  was  Montfort  ordered  to  lie  down, 
(u  he  afterwards  declared,}  and,  like  a  dog,  down 
he  lay  ;  Lion  himself  could  not  have  done  so  mm  i 
aubinbsively :  and  this  ready  obedience,  I  sup- 
pose, softened  Maria's  heart,  for  when  she  saw 
that  his  heels  were  higher  than  his  head,  she 
bade  him  move  the  latter,  and  shook  his  pillow  up 
for  him,  and  placed  it  properly,  saying,  "As  1 
would  not  give  you  time  to  make  your  own  bed,  I 
must  not  be  so  cruel  as  to  keep  you  in  misery." 

Now,  by  this  manoeuvre  of  Maria's,  Montfort, 


ilptrfto]*. 


av:M 

•  ■Ik 


Maria,  "  job  are  to  expect  ■»  pet  m>  an*  aawt 
your  btnafcrt  as  boo*  as  ya*  haw,  far  a  a  scar 
twelve  o'clock !  ** 

M  ootfbrt  was  not  alow  a»  ami  I  i  nirf  W  mm 
He  faand  Mam  mam  t*m*m4  fa— 


the  exceaave  febgae  of  i 
he  had  ventured  to  hope  far,  aad  tkeiefete  aaya 
the  speedy  contuiaance  of  their  /omn,  il'^ 
her,  u  an  inducement,  that  if  abe  eoaad  innti 
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to  get  to  the  low  country  before  night,  he  would 
make  her  as  pretty  a  bower  as  that  they  were 
now  to  leave.  The  young  lady  promised  to 
exert  herself  to  obtain  such  a  reward ;  but  wm 
not  called  on  to  fulfil  her  promise,  for  without 
exertion  she  accomplished  the  undertaking, — 
to  their  great  relief,  (especially  to  li'fi) 
they,  very  shortly  after  quitting  their  bivouac, 
came  to  a  part  of  the  avalanche'a  track  where  the 
trees  were  sufficiently  scattered  to  admit  of  their 
walking  between  them.  Craggy  rocks  and  diiiy 
steeps  had  to  be  occasionally  passed,  it  is  true ; 
but  by  this  time  Maria's  foot  had  become  so  sure, 
and  her  head  so  steady,  that  she  provokingly  sel- 
dom required  assistance.  Montfort  thought  it  too 
steady  a  great  deal  in  this  respect,  although  he 
by  no  means  conceived  he  had  any  reason  to  com- 
plain of  its  being  over-much  so  in  others.  They 
could  have  reached  the  low  country  some  time  be* 
fore  nightfall,  but  stopped  short  of  it  for  the  sake 
of  security,  shelter,  and  that  Montfort  might  fulfil 
the  promise  he  had  made ;  which,  when  the  bright 
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flame  again  threw  a  flickering  light  upon  their 
sylvan  screen,  Maria  told  him  he  had  folly 
done. 

And  now,  having  left  the  wanderers  in  com- 
fort and  security,  I  will  take  the  liberty  of  pass- 
ing over  a  few  days  of  that  journey,  which  was 
one  long  interchange  of  acts  of  love  slenderly 
veiled,  and  therefore  one  long  dream  of  happiness 
to  them — but  happiness  akin  to  what  the  bright 
and  beautiful  visions  of  delirium  give  us  :  we  feel 
them  to  be  lovely,  but  we  know  them  to  be  false 
and  fleeting. 
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Tlieae-are  kind  creatures.      Gods,  wliot  lies  I  hi" 

Oar  courtiers  say,  all 's  savage  but  at  court : 
Experience,  O,  thou  diaprov'st  report!" 

SNAMPUtfc 

By  the  seventh  day  after  the  adventure  oF  cross- 
ing the  pass,  they  had  travelled  nearly  a  hundred 
miles  more ;  and  on  the  evening  of  it  they  lit  a  fire 
in  a  little  grassy  nook  surrounded  by  rocks  high 
up  amongst  the  mountains. 

Maria  was  very  whimsical  about  receiving  Mont- 
fort's  assistance  in  some  things:  cooking  their 
dinner  (whenever  they  had  any  to  cook)  was  one  of 
them.  At  one  time  she  would  set  him  to  work,  and 
be  delighted  to  have  his  help ;  whilst  at  another 


TH8    YOUNG    QVEEX. 


89 


she  would  not  let  him  do  a  single  thing.  The 
latter  was,  when  the  delightful  idea  took  possession 
of  her,  that  it  was  her  place  to  get  his  dinner  for 
him  ;  hut  this  Montfort,  in  his  ignorance,  called 
her  "independent  fit."  To-day, — principally,  1 
believe,  to  make  him  understand  how  clever  she 
was,  and  what  a  notable  cottager's  wife  she  would 
have  made  had  such  been  her  lot, — she  decided  on 
broiling  some  of  their  cold  meat  for  dinner;  the 
irreat  difficulty  of  which  undertaking  consisted  in 
making  a  fire  of  the  green  brushwood,  her  com- 
panion's assistance  on  the  occasion  being  utterly 
forbidden. 

The  smoke  appeared  to  take  part  with  Montfort, 
who  attempted  to  rebel  against  Maria's  decision  ; 
for  when  she  stooped  to  blow  the  fire,  making  a 
pair  of  bellows  of  the  two  prettiest  lips  that  ever 
were  seen,  out  came  a  puff  of  it  in  her  face,  so 
opportunely,  that  it  seemed  to  have  been  watching 
until  it  caught  her  near  enough  to  do  so  with 
effect ;  which  caused  her  to  squeeze  up  her  eye- 
lids, and  shrink  back,  as  a  child  does  from  a  too 
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bright  light,  making  a  face  that  even  Montfort 
pronounced  to  be  ugly — adding,  at  the  same  time, 
that  "she  deserved  to  be  made  ugly,  or  any  thing 
else  that  was  bad,  for  being  so  conceited  as  tu 
refuse  his  assistance." 

"  I  wish,"  said  Maria,  as  soon  as  she  could 
speak  for  coughing,  "  that  you  would  find  some 
other  amusement  than  that  of  sitting  there  laugh- 
ing at,  and  abusing  me." 

"Maria,  you  may,  if  you  please!"  replied 
Montfort. 

"  May  do  what,  if  I  please!" 

"  Why,  beat  me !  "  said  he,  "  for  if  you  don't 
look  as  though  you  longed  to  do  so  now,  you 
did  a  minute  ago." 

"Well,  you  deserved  it!"  returned  Maria; 
"  for  if  the  smoke  did  not  exactly  puff  in  my  faco, 
in  compliance  with  your  wishes,  you  were  quite 
delighted  when  it  did  do  so.     But  did  i  look  very 


"  Indeed  you  did!     I  should  not  like  to  have 
been  at  your  mercy  at  the  moment." 
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"  Ah ! "  thought  Maria,  as  she  turned,  smiling, 
to  her  work  again,  "  you  would  have  had  little  to 
few,  unless  a  kiss  would  have  frightened  you." 

Montfort  did  soon  find  another  employment 
I  besides  laughing  at  Maria.  He  amused  himself 
by  twisting  some  wild  flowering  creepers  into  a 
coronet,  to  crown  her  with  when  her  labours  were 
over  ;  but  only  in  case  she  succeeded  in  lighting 
the  fire,  and  broiling  their  dinner. 

Maria  did  succeed  ;  and,  after  their  meal  was 
over,  demanded  her  crown  ;  which  Montfort  had 
put  upon  a  rock,  and  appeared  to  have  forgotten. 

"What!"  said  she,  "is  this  the  way  you 
reward  my  exertions  *  Am  I  to  toil  without  pay- 
ment, although  it  was  promised  to  mc  '. " 

When  Montfort  put  the  crown  upon  her  head, 
she  looked  so  pretty,  that  this  trifling  produced  a 
somewhat  serious  result.  "  You  make  a  very 
rural-looking  village  queen,  Maria  *.  "  said  he. 

Knowing  that  "rural-looking"  meant  "beau- 
tifiil,"  Maria  cast  down  her  eyes — the  suddenness  of 
wbicfa  had  such  an  effect  on   Montfort,  that  it 


seemed  to  surprise  him  into  adding,  "  WouM  U 
God  you  had  never  been  any  thing  else  !" 

This  speech  would  bear  a  double  meaning, 
either  that  he  wished  it  on  his  own  account,  or 
because  it  would  have  saved  her  so  much  miser*. 
But,  the  moment  he  had  made  it,  it  seemed  to  his 
affrighted  mind  as  if  it  could  only  possibly  br 
taken  in  one  sense;  and  a  single  look  at  Maris 
convinced  him  as  to  her  interpretation  of  it. 

She  was  thoughtful  for  a  minute,  and  then 
said,  "  Would  to  God  I  might  never  be  again!" 
She  paused  a  second  time,  but  at  length  added, 
"  At  all  events,  I  never  can  be  any  thing  else  In 
you!"  And  here  came  in  that  most  dangerous 
sort  of  sigh — a  sigh  that  is  evidently  attempted 
to  be  strangled  in  its  birth,  but  that  escapes  in 
spite  of  the  attempt. 

I  have  made  Mont  fort  out  to  be  a  saint  on 
many  occasions ;  nevertheless,  he  was  only  half  » 
saint  after  all.  Martyrdom  he  could  have  borne 
very  well  for  a  private  gentleman,  but  temptation 
was  quite  out  of  his  line  ;  and  now  he  was  again 
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sore  tempted.  The  air  was  balmy — the  hour, 
evening;  the  flowers  never  smelt  bo  sweet,  nor 
lucked  so  bright  befure  ;  and  "  herself,  the  fairest 
flower,"  hung  down  her  head  and  blushed,  as  a 
young  rose  doei  when  it  seems,  almost  to  ask  you 
to  gather  it  and  lay  it  on  your  bosom. 

M  wit  fort  would  have  been  lost,  but  for  one 
thing.  Id  such  cases  most  heroic  writers — to  which 
title,  I  must  confess,  I  do  humbly  aspire— would 
have  made  their  hero  call  reason  to  his  aid, 
fortrtude.  or  any  thing  else  with  a  fine  name 
winch  "  never  comes  when  you  do  call  for  it ; "  or 
in  less  poetic  phrase,  "  the  more  you  call 
the  more  it  won't  come."  It  is  all  nonsense 
— nothing  like  a  "Hem!"  When  Montfort  fell 
the  "  Hysterieo  Passio"  getting  quite  unbearabl 
when  he  felt  it  almost  impossible  to  help  showing 
her  in  its  true  colour  that  ball  of  fire,  his  heart — 
to  help  making  use  of  some  such  words  119, 
"  Maria  !  you  may  be  n  queen  again,  and  I  may 
be  your  meanest  subject,  but  can  that  prevent  my 
:  you  as  none  else  ever  can  love  you?"  he 
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i,  also, 

ftm  is  nothing  like  it  on 
■d  that  I  hare  proved  before 
,  he  did  torn  bis  eyes  »w»j 


c  work  ;  and  he  looked  nearly 
:  he  look  them  off  agiio. 
7;  tbe  "Hem!" mi 


>k»  mm.  it***,  x  ttr  mean  time,  and  gone 
■**c  .»  m*  **§*  *  a*  mde  aook  they  were  en- 
jmx  it  mw.xw— ni»tf  the  aofe  occoptioa 
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over,  against  which  they  would  have  had  very 
little  protection  where  they  were,  made  him  pro- 
pose this.  It  was  a  step  which  neither  of  them 
liked  :  Maria,  however  improper  for  a  young 
lady,  felt  that  it  was  bliss  to  be  obliged  to  be  in 
the  cave,  the  forest,  or  on  the  mountain  side,  with 
night  around  her,  and  no  one  to  protect  her  but  her 
lover ;  and  all  these  feelings  were  Montfort's  own, 
if  possible  more  stronger  than  they  were  her's  :  in 
addition  to  which,  he  always  dreaded  the  leading 
Maria  into  danger,  as  he  was  never  satisfied  of 
her  being  sufficiently  disguised.  This  plan  was, 
therefore,  never  resorted  to,  unless  they  had  some 
good  reason  for  it ;  bat  now  the  evening  threat- 
ened more  and  more,  so  that  at  last  even  Maria 
could  not,  with  any  degree  of  conscience,  any 
longer  declare  she  thought  it  would  not  rain.  She 
therefore  hung  her  coronet  upon  a  bough,  saying, 
*■  However  foolish  we  may  venture  to  appear  to 
each  other,  we  must  try  to  seem  reasonable  to  the 
rest  of  the  world  ;"  and  they  descended  the  hill, 
having  first  hidden  all  their  things  which  they 
thought  might  excite  suspicion. 
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do  for  a  little  boy  of  mine  sometimes,  who  is  just 
your  brother's  age,  and  they  will  be  quite  wel! 
agaimrt  the  morning,"  But  Montfort  persisted, 
and  said,  "  Paolo,  you  abal!  not  bathe  your  feet  in 
warm  water.  You  know  you  did  so  last  week, 
and  H  made  them  so  tender  you  could  not  walk 
for  two  days  after  it." 

"  Well  then,  I  will  not  do  it!"  said  Maria,  much 
wondering  what  could  possess  Montfort  to  tell  an 
unnecessary  story,  and  at  the  same  time  to  deprive 
ber  of  a  comfort. 

But  the  pertinacious  old  lady  had  no  idea  of 
giving  up  so  quietly.  She  told  Montfort,  "  that  he 
knew  nothing  about  it ;  and  at  all  events  it  was  a 
great  shame  for  him  to  speak  so  harshly  to  the 
poor  boy,  instead  of  which,  as  they  were  amongst 
strangers,  he  ought  to  be  kind  to  him,  and  love 
him  as  a  brother  should  do." 

It  was  in  vain  tbat  Maria  interposed,  and  assured 
her,  "there  never  was  so  kind  a  brother  in  the 
world  before  as  hers." 

"  kind  indeed  !  I  should  not  like  for  my  boys 

VOL.    II.  E 
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to  show  such  kindness  to  each  other,  if  they  w'^re 
alone  amongst  strangers  aa  you  are  ;  I  never  could 
see  any  kindness  in  harsh  speeches  in  my  life." 

This  was  the  first  good-natured  act  Maria  had 
:in  opportunity  of  receiving  from  one  of  her  ow 
sex  for  a  long  time,  and  there  was  something  i 
thoroughly  warro-bearted  in  the  way  the  o) 
woman,  as  she  thought,  took  her  part,  that  it  qiiiti- 
inclined  the  feelings  of  both  towards  her;  but,  o 
the  other  hand,  the  severe  rating  Montfort  1 
getting,  amused  Maria  so  much,  that  she  could 
not  help  laughing,  and  turned  away  her  head  lest 
her  doing  so  should  be  seen. 

The  old  dame,  whose  sight  was  not  the  best  in 
the  world,  took  it  inlo  her  head  that  she  waseryin 
which  incensed  her  more  than  ever.     "  There  P 
said  she  ;   "'see  what  you  have  done!     You  ba< 
made  the  poor  boy   cry !  and   you  ought  to   I 
ashamed  of  yourself '." 

the  look  of  astonishment  which  Montfort  gave 
at  this  piece  of  information  was  mistaken  fnroa 
concern,  for  the  cruelty  he  bad  been  guilty  n 
which  somewhat  mollified  his  accuser. 
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«  Wefl,"  •■*  continued,  "  I  don't  bebere  yon 
meant  to  do  so !  But  why  don't  yon  go  over  and 
kiss  kimy  a* a brother should  do;  and  make  him 
lenre  off  crying  ?  * 

Seeing  thai  neither  of  them  moved,  the  old 
woman  fixed  her  eyes  upon  them  as  if  she  could 
not  tell  what  to  attke  of  such  strange  conduct — 
nor  did  she  fail  to  give  rent  to  her  thoughts. 
"  Brothers,  indeed !  you  don't  seem  much  like 
brothers  to  me!  I  don't  know  what  to  make  of 
you  ! 

Not  daring  to  increase  the  suspicion  which  her 
words  seemed  to  imply  she  already  had,  Montfort 
went  orer  and  kissed  Maria:  who  would  have 
explained  that  she  was  not  crying,  but  laughing, 
although  now  she  was  doing  neither,  from  sheer 
fright — but  that  for  the  same  reason  that  guided 
Montfort,  she  did  not  dare  to  appear  even  to  hesitate. 

The  old  lady  being  now  fully  satisfied  that  they 
were  friends  again,  and  of  the  propriety  of  her 
own  conduct  in  having  made  them  so,  immediately 
went  out  to  get  them  some  supper ;  which  was  for- 
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tunate,  as  their  composure  could  not  have  fesled 
an  instant  longer. 

Lovers  usually  look  so  sheepish  that  one  would 
rather  fancy  they  were  trying  to  steal  purees  than 
hearts  ;  but  here,  it  must  be  confessed,  there  m 
Borne  cause  for  a  little  awkwardness. 

When  alone,  their  eyes  did  not  venture  to  me« 
tor  a  long  time.  At  length  Monlfort  said,  in  an 
Agitated,  low  voice — almost  a  whisper,  "  Marii, 
you  know  /  could  not  help  it ! " 

"Then  I'm  sure  /could  not!"  returned  sfa*. 
in  the  same  tone. 

There  was  something  so  comical  in  this,  thai  at 
last  they  did  gain  courage  sufficient  to  look  in 
each  other's  faces;  where,  seeing  such  coocrrr 
expressed,  as  if  some  terrible  calamity  had  hap- 
pened, they  both  burst  into  an  uncontrollable 
fit  of  laughter. 

When  this  was  over,  Montfort  tried  to  put  on » 
little  gravity,  and  said,  "But,  Maria!  what  *' 
you  think  that  the  person  would  deserve  who 
should  try  to  betray  us  ?" 


"I  akowld  be way  wmj  tele  attpdtow 
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lUmUmr  in  tin  ina»fe 
Ma**  Paolo.' 

"  What  do  JW  HOB  ?" 

"Now,  look  bke  a 
tfov  ooaid  yon  be  »  ■ 
WMbing  3FOW  fee*  beware  the  aU  «■ 
it  dob  kn  tnaoovered  that  tow  1 
were  stained  ?" 

"  What  was  I  near  dang  '  ~  &■:  Mara.  <acaa 
up  her  eyes,  and  now  gcmg  —  a  rrtafl  iridic 
whew,  there  coold  be  no  sk  »  — 

"  Now  you  know  who  ti*  ct^rt  wm,  Mjrik. 
what  panishment  do  to*  litnA  I  biowc  ins*-" 
given  him  if  be  had  betrayed  wi  : " 

"  Yon  would  bare  forgive*  tim,  M(  he  wimc 
never  have  forgiven  hunted." 

The  old  woman  gave  them  aa  exctweac  hvjiv 
and  before  the  eveaiog  wa*  vkt,  H'Jici'jr.  imc 
quite  woo  her  heart  by  lib*  anestv.*  wiu'j*  w 
paid  to  his  little  brother.     "  IVjm  t*;  1  i*t  tura 
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ether,  J"  lagring^  a  great  stress  on  'very/  mod,  at 
the  same  time,  giving  a  little  malicious  smile 
aside  a*.  Maria,  just  to  bint  that  be  was  paying 
her  off  for  her  enjoying  his  scolding  so  much. 

Maria,  on  whom  a  strong  pastoral  fit  was  brought 
by  what  she  saw  around  her,  longed  to  inquire  all 
about  a  shepherd's  life ;  but  did  not,  of  course,  ven 
ture  to  do  so,  as  it  was  to  be  supposed  by  the  old 
dame  that  she  knew  it  all  already.  One  thing, 
however,  it  struck  her,  would  never  suit  her  and 
Montfort — the  husband  and  wife  being  so  much 
separated  as  she  understood  them  to  be.  "I  would 
much  rather  go  out  with  him  to  tend  the  flock, 
however  far  off/'  thought  she,  "  and  I  could  not  be 
exposed  to  greater  hardships  than  I  have  been — not 
near  to  so  great,  indeed,  for  I  should  not  be  exposed 
to  fear,  for  him  or  myself,  the  greatest  of  them  all.' 
3 ut  Maria  did  not  allow  sufficient  for  the  differ- 
ence of  their  ages,  when  she  wondered  why  the 
old  shepherdess  was  not  of  this  opinion.  Had 
she  been  equally  old,  and  had  two  great  grown- 
up   boys,    she    might   have  preferred    remaining 
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This  inform*  He*  oai*  ibex  nas^a*  -jl  r£i«nu£ 
their  things  where  titer  h*i  tu:  iitcn,  u*  u»t? 
were  certain  of  falling  at  »v_t  son*  ^  *jjt  :j-jyj* 
before  long,  the  «n*i*«  J*-"7  -*f  >uo  vmut 
be  able  to  relieve  the  *uU  -^  u«e  w>wk. — h. 
trifling  are  the  real  vaoti  even  -J  tit*  etwm*- 

Tbe  town  waa  in  tight  ahaaat  from  u.t  moahtaa 
they  left  the  cottage,  it  lying  not  far  £r>a.  tie  !■>:* 
of  the  hills,  a  bttle  way  oat  in  ti*  ;.»-■.  Twrj 
both  kept  their  eyes  fixed  upon  it,  ac*i  a  tl*.ta  jl 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


"  Your  look*  are  pale  and  wild,  and  do  import 

Some  misadventure." 

Shakspeare. 


The  silence  was  first  broken  by  Maria,  who  saw 
the  struggle  of  Montfort's  feelings,  notwithstand- 
ing the  tumult  of  her  own,  and  sought  to  dispel  it. 

"  My  friend  !  my  more  than  brother !"  said  she, 
"  you  have  accomplished  the  most  generous  and 
devoted  act  that  ever  yet  was  done ! " 

Montfort  made  no  reply  to  this  speech,  kind  as 
it  was  meant  to  be ;  but  he  murmured  to  himself, 
'•  Generous  ?  generous  I  am  I  generous?" 

Soon  afterwards  he  said,  laying  his  trembling 
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d  on  the  arm  which  Maria  had  placed  within 
his  as  she  spoke  :  "  Here  then,  Maria,  our  wild 
liTe  ends !  Before  night  yon  will  be  in  perfect 
safety,  but  not  under  my  care  !" 

Maria  did  not  speak  at  first,  for  a  sensible 
reason — because  she  did  not  know  what  to  say. 

Poor  Montfort  looked  as  if  the  resolution  he 
had  so  nobly  kept  under  the  most  trying  circunv 
stances  was  about  to  give  way  at  once  before  the 
terrible  thought  of  their  parting.  And  whether  it 
was  so  or  no,  I  will  not  venture  to  declare  ;  neitbir 
will  I  venture  to  declare  that  Maria,  who  was 
certainly  of  this  opinion,  was  displeased  at  seeing 
it :  but  nevertheless,  she  at  once  came  to  his  aid, 
und  when  he  said,  "  Maria— dear,  dear  Maria!— 
do  not  be  offended !  I  call  you  so  for  the  last 
time! — what  can  I,  what  ought  I,  to  say  to  you?" 
She  instantly  replied,  "  Nothing,  my  friend ! I* 
and  then  added  solemnly,  "  But  this  my  father 
child  may  say  to  you — I  never  could  bear  the  term 
'  repaying  gratitude.'  No,  it  is  too  sweet  to  feel  it, 
tu  apply  such  a  cold,  heartless  phrase  to  ill  and 
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therefore  I  do  not  speak  of  doing  so  to  you  ;  but  I 
have  one  means  of  showing  you  that  mine  will 
■ever  die— and  that  I  now  promise  :  it  is,  never 
to  do,  under  any  circumstances  in  which  we  may 
fate  placed,  the  thing  that  I  can  possibly  think  yoa 
would  Bot  wish  me  to  do ;  bat  always  to  con* 

-  fihe  was  going  to  add  more,  when  Montfort 
slopped  her  with — "  No,  Maria !  you  have  pro- 
too  much  already ;  bat  if  I " 


<Maria  interrupted  him,  and  said  hurriedly! 
"/Then  if  yoa  are  satisfied,  for  Heaven's  sake  let 
us  say  no  more !  M 

And  they  did  say  no  more,  bu|  went  on  again 
in  that  refuge  of  deep  feeling,  silence — looking 
away  from  each  other  for  some  time  ;  but  Maria 
did  not  quit  his  arm.  "The  last  time!"  which 
Montfort  had  pleaded  as  his  excuse  for  calling  her 
"dear,"  was- here.  How  did  she  know  but  that 
she  now  leant  on  him  who  had  so  long  been  her 
only  stay,  for  the  last  time  ?  As  the  idea  struck 
her — 


u*_«»»  —  mi_«:  ran, 
fill    i  1 1      n   i  m  - 
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"o'orlier  lout 
Ages  of  memory  sttm'd  to  roll — " 

the  thoughts  of  all  he  had  done  and  suffered  f» 
her  sake.  The  arm  she  rested  on  was  that  pbilfi 
had  been  wounded  in  her  defence — to  sare  her  life 
— and  it  now  pressed  lightly,  but  fondly,  upon 
hers — so  gently,  that,  but  that  her  thoughts  were 
so  directed,  she  would  not  have  felt  it.  There 
was  more  than  common  life  and  feeling  in  that  pres- 
sure— they  seemed  to  communicate  ideas  by  it — as 
if,  through  it,  the  thoughts  that  arose  in  one  tniiiii 
found,  by  some  mysterious  agency,  a  way  to  the 
other.  To  Montfort  it  gave  wilder  visions  than  all 
before  had  done  —  vague  and  indistinct,  but  no 
less  blissful. 

When  something  did  arouse  them  from  their 
silence,  and  they  talked  again,  they  only  spoke 
of  Maria's  meeting  with  her  father,  and  bow  it 
was  to  be  managed  to  best  spare  his  feelings. 

They  bad  now  arrived  on  the  lower  ridge  of  tht 
hills,  just  over  the  plains,  from  whence  Montfort 
had  hoped  to  discover  the  Emperor's  troops  occu- 


■ 
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Ill 


pyiug  it,  su  that  they  might  have  gone  on  without 
fear;  but  they  found  it  to  be  too  woody  to  permit 
them  to  distinguish  any  thing.  Maria  was  there- 
tore  exposed  to  one  moie  trial,  which  she  fell 
severe,  because  it  was  unlocked  for. 

When  Montfort  mentioned  that  he  feared  to 
take  lier  forward  with  him  on  an  uncertainty,  and 
must  therefore  leave  her,  Maria's  lips  quivered, 
and  she  said,  "  This  1  did  not  look  for!"  but  she 
»»id  no  more.  He  then  gave  her  directions,  in 
case  of  his  not  returning  in  a  certain  time,  to  go 
along  the  ridge  until  she  could  get  round  to  the 
hack  of  the  town,  where  she  would,  he  hoped, 
meet  friends. 

'■  In  caseof  yournot returning  .'"  said  she  ;  "you 
never  made  that  speech  to  me  before!  What  is  tlie 
meaning  of  it  now  '."  and  she  fixed  her  eyes  upon 
hiui  in  a  way  that  said,  "  I  will  know  the  truth  !" 

Montfort  endeavoured  to  explain,  "  That  he 
never  before  knew  what  directions  to  give  in  the 
event  of  his  not  returning,  but  now  it  was  easy  to 


decide  what  she  had  belter  do  in  such  a  case." 
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try  lest  to  avoid  it ;  and  the  only  way  she  could 
think  of,  to  prevent  hia  doing  ao,  waa  to  go  with 

—    .....  • 

htm.    Then  she  knew  that,  on  her  account,  there 
woold  be  no  fear  of  thia. 

#h«n  heliaii  waited  for  a  little  while,  Montfort 
■fip— *  But,  Maria,  why  do  you  trust  leaa  in  Hia 
aid who  has  guarded  ua  ao  long,  now  that  human 
aid  ut  nearer  to  us  ?  w 


"Oh!  it  »  not  that !— it  is  not  that !  " 

"Theb,  what  is  it  ?  n  Receiving  no  answer,  he 
continued — "  Your  excessive  gratitude  makes  you 
thine  too  much  of  my  danger ;  but  I  must  repeat 
to  yon,  that  your  being  with  me  would  only  in- 
crease  that  danger  in  a  very  great  degree." 

•'"But  will  you,  upon  your  honour,  take  every 
precaution  to  avoid  danger?"  replied  she,  in  a 
manner  of  so  much  meaning,  that  it  went  far  be- 
yond her  words. 

"  Maria,  have  I  deserved  that  you  should  think 
I  would  not?  Would  not  my  being  taken  and 
known  still  risk  your  safety?  " 

"Do  you  truly  think  it  might  ? " 


Ill 
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"  I  certainly  do!" 

"  Then  1  am  satisfied." 

When  Montfort  left  Maria,  although  he  Hi 
assured  that  he  had  placed  her  in  a  more  secure 
situation  than  he  had  almost  ever  done  before,  yet 
a  vague  idea  of  some  danger  hanging  over  her 
seized  upon  Ins  mind,  in  a  way  which  he  could  not 
at  all  account  for  :  he  felt  quite  mil  ml  til  ill 
about  it — so  much  so,  that  he  was  almost  templcJ 
to  return  for  her,  and  bring  her  on  with  him ;  but 
then  he  reasoned  with  himself  on  the  follv  of 
giving  way  to  imaginary  fears,  after  they  liad 
passed  safely  through  so  many  real  dangers;— 
and,  above  all,  he  said,  "  Shall  I  really  risk  bet 
safety,  merely  because  I  have  an  indistinct  dread 
of  1  don't  know  what!"  He  therefore  continued 
his  way;  but,  still,  reluctantly. 

Sights  and  sounds  which,  by  ordinary  mortals, 
cannot  be  thought  at  all  to  address  the  feeling*, 
have  often  a  powerful  effect  on  particular  ciasee* 
of  men.  For  instance,  I  once,  when  1  had  bees 
for  some  time  alone  in  a  foreign  land,  got  quite 
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twit  properly  aboat  thesn,  bad  newer  left  last; 
when  the  first  thing  thai  met  hk  eye*  m  the  fftaar 
wnereMaria  should  ha*  been,  was-oa,  kwl- 

ft  poofof  blood !  TWgrowdwMM^BMfM 
■am W  wu  there  before,  bat  abH  it  anl  antaafaar 
t&'t»Tebeea  by  human  feet;  bat  the  cnaftaipaaa 
Kfil  weeds,  and  hog*  goat*  and  drop*  aflaaal  Mat- 
tered about  in  many  different  dwieti— ,  aaawwJ 
thai  some  deadly  straggle  bad  takes  place. 

Whilst  he  was  gazing  aboat  in  an  vzTJtff  ■inrt 
mocks  at  descriptiou,  he  discovered  toaue  ne&er 
long  dark  hair  sticking  to  the  bathea.  He  epnar 
towards  it  with  the  rioleoce  of  despeiatsaa.  b 
was  not  Maria's ;  bat  be  knew  K  to  be  Uc'«,  msc 
be  instantly  knew  it  most  hare  been  tors  any  at 
ber  defence. 

I  have  said  before,  that,  on  a  such  I 
ing  occasion,  when  he  only  feared  be  had  ■ 
the  place  where  be  had  left  Mara,  aa>  1 
seemed  to  die  within  him ;  but  now  these  was 
nothing  of  this.  He  coaM  not  tcfl  taes,  'jt 
ever   afterwards,    whether  W  feit  or  uu.      rJ*r 
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Queen's  safety,  their  astonishment  was  only 
equalled  by  their  delight, — for,  amongst  that  "un- 
reformed  "  people,  it  was  not  thought  a  weakness 
to  feel  the  most  intense  anxiety  about  her  fate. 

One  of  the  subalterns  was  instantly  despatched 
to  inform  Count  Dornberg,  the  general  com- 
manding, but  cautioned  not  to  mention  it  to  any 
one  else,  lest  a  rumour  might  reach  and  distract 
the  Emperor  before  he  knew  the  truth  :  the  young- 
ster's face  of  delight,  however,  seemed  to  tell  ihe 
story  all  the  way  as  he  rode  along. 

The  other  subaltern  remained  in  charge  of  the 
post,  and  Montfort  and  the  commander,  with  > 
part  of  his  men,  were,  in  half  an  hour's  gallop,  at 
the  foot  of  the  hill  where  Maria  had  been  left. 
Here  the  troops  were  to  remain,  until  Montfort 
made  a  signal  for  them  to  advance  by  firing  one 
of  his  pistols,  as  it  was  thought  better  for  him 
lo  go  forward  first  and  apprise  Maria  of  their 
approach. 

Montfort  ascended  the  hill  with  breathless 
anxiety;  for  his  fears,  although  he  had  reasoned 
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most  properly  about  them,  had  never  left  him ; 
when  the  first  thing  that  met  his  eyes  in  the  place 
where  Maria  should  have  been,  was — oh,  horror ! — 
a  poo!  of  blood  !  The  ground  was  much  trampled 
since  he  waa  there  before,  but  still  it  did  not  appear 
to  have  been  by  human  feet ;  but  the  crushed  grass 
and  weeds,  and  huge  gouts  and  drops  of  blood  scat- 
tered about  in  many  different  directions,  showed 
that  some  deadly  struggle  had  taken  place. 

Wlii  1st  he  was  gazing  about  in  an  agony  which 
mocks  at  description,  he  discovered  some  rather 
long  dark  hair  sticking  to  the  bushes.  He  sprung 
towards  it  with  the  violence  of  desperation.  It 
was  not  Maria's ;  but  he  knew  it  to  be  Lion's,  and 
he  instantly  knew  it  must  have  been  torn  away  in 
her  defence. 

1  have  said  before,  that,  on  a  much  less  alarm- 
ing occasion,  when  he  only  feared  he  had  mistaken 
the  place  where  he  had  left  Maria,  his  heart 
seemed  to  die  within  him;  but  now  there  was 
nothing  of  this.  He  could  not  tell  then,  or 
eTer   afterwards,    whether   he  felt  or  no.       But 
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the  mightiness  of  the  occasion  only  seemed 
to  add  to  his  maddened  energy.  In  the  time 
that  I  have  taken  to  write  the  shortest  word, 
he  had  seen  this  sight,  found  the  hair,  bounded 
forward,  and  shrieked  out  "  Maria ! "  and  ooee 
more  was  he  answered,  when  he  had  no  hope, 
but  in  a  faint  and  exhausted  voice,  from  a  cliff 
immediately  over  his  head. 

"  Here  I  am,"  said  she ;  "  but  do  not  be  fright- 
ened, for  /am  safe!" 

He  rushed  up  the  cliff  at  the  risk  of  his  life,  in- 
stead of  going  round  to  the  back  of  it  where 
the  ascent  was  easy.  Whilst  he  was  ascending, 
Maria  again  said,  "  For  God's  sake,  do  not  be 
frightened  at  what  you  will  see  !  "  But  ere  her 
speech  was  ended,  she  was  before  him,  covered 
with  blood  from  bead  to  foot. 

"  This  is  not  my  blood  :  /am  safe  !  "  exclaimed 
Alaria  again. 

"  Is  it  true?"  said  Montfort,  seizing  her  des- 
perately with  both  his  hands,  and  holding  her 
with  his  muscles  braced  up  as  if  he  were  going 
to  tear  her  in  pieces. 
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V  It  m  true!  But  poor  Lion — "  She  could  say 
do  more*  for  ber  violent  crying  rendered  her  inar- 
ticulate* 

Montfort'*  arms  had  dropped  by  his  side, 
powerless  as  those  of  an  infant.  He  followed  Ma- 
ria a  few  paces  to  where  Lion  lay,  streaming  with 
blood,  dreadfully  mangled,  and  apparently  dying. 
"  It  was  for  me!  It  was  for  my  life!"  said 
Maria,  pointing  to  him* 

Before  Montfort  knew  Maria  was  safe,  he  was 
benumbed — his  fears  went  beyond  feeling  ;  but 
this  lesser  grief  was  within  its  range.  He  knelt 
down  and  hugged  the  poor  faithful  mangled  beast 
in  his  arms,  who  was  not  so  far  gone  as  to  be  insen- 
sible, for  he  made  an  effort  to  raise  his  head  and 
lick  his  hand  ;  but  when  he  found  he  had  not 
strength  for  that,  he  laid  himself  down  again,  and 
moved  his  feet  once  or  twice  convulsively  in  the 
air  to  show  his  joy. 

But  neither  did  Montfort  nor  Maria  waste  time 
in  unavailing  regret.  They  instantly  bestirred 
themselves  to  do  what  more  was  in  their  power  for 
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him,  Maria  having  already  staunched  the  blood 
of  his  worst  wounds. 

She  now  sat  down  aguin,  and  held  his  I 
in  her  lap,  as  she  had  been  doing  before  Montfci* 
arrived,  having  first  demanded,  "Have  you  li 
of  my  father  ?  " 

"  He  is  well,  and  you  are  safe.  But  is  their 
any  danger  still  near?" 

*'  No, — none,  now  you  are  here !  " 

Montfort  ran  a  little  distance  to  a  stream  whici 
he  had  observed,  and  brought  bis  hat  full  o 
water,  and  threw  over  the  exhausted  animal.  TfcU 
he  did  several  times,  and  it  seemed  to  revive  h 
a  great  deal.  Montfort  caught  at  the  hope,  m 
said,  "  Maria !  I  trust  he  will  recover.  1  thinl 
his  present  state  principally  proceeds  from  ex- 
haustion.    What  has  happened  ?  " 

Whilst  Montfort  now  washed  about  his  wound* 
its  much  as  he  could  do  without  making  then 
bleed  afresh,  Maria  told  him — "  About  half  ft 
hour  ago,  a  little  boy,  who  had  two  huge  dog»  witl 
him,  passed  by,  driving  a  flock  of  sheep  up  to  the 
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lulls.  The  dogs  came  upon  me  before  I  could 
hide  myself,  and  they  both  sprung  at  me  go 
fierccly'i  that,  but  for  Lion,  1  am  sure  they  would 
ha»e  killed  me.  He  was  lying  dowu  at  a  little 
di  nance  at  the  moment,  but  instantly  Hew  to  my 
atai  stance,  and  after  a  desperate  struggle  killed 
one  of  tbe  dogs  and  drove  away  the  other;  but  ihcy 
wore  so  furious,  that  whilst  he  was  worrying  our, 
the  other  always  attempted  to  attack  me,  v,  li.li 
would  instantly  make  him  give  up  his  advantage, 
to  fly  to  my  help.  This  not  only  pfol 
struggle,  but,  in  addition  to  the  dreadful  wounds 
tbey  have  given  him,  I  think  has  exhausted  him 
so  much.  The  boy  ran  away  crying  at  the  first, 
and,  fearing  some  men  might  come  back  with  him, 
I  brought  Lion  up  here,  for  he  could  not  walk. 
But  do  you  think  it  possible  that  he  can  live  ?  " 

"  I  do,  indeed  !  1  hope  it  now  more  than  ever, 
fur  I  thought  at  first  his  state  proceeded  greatly 
from  exhaustion." 

Even  whilst  tbey  were  speaking,  Liuii  hail  evi 
dently  gained  strength. 
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t  new  hastair  collected  a  heap  of  lean 
oa  which  they  placed  btni  after  be  had  lapped  a 
htlle  water,  every  kind  act  being  acknowledgt 
a  tome  t  i|aiaam  way.  They  stood  over  bin 
watching  with  c— tamnen  of  as  much  anuen 
and  sorrow  as  if  be  bad  been  a  suffering  being  <J 
their  owa  race ;  and  seeking  that  mutual  support 
from  '"Hing  each  other  in  a  half  embrace,  wlucb 
friends  always  do  seek  in  such  distress.  Nor  <* 
their  grief  to  be  wondered  at,  when  it  is  considered 
what  they  owed  him — Maria,  perhaps,  a  life ;  ot,»i 
the  least,  escape  from  severe  wounds,  and  from  the 
dread,  of  that  most  horrible  of  all  diseases ; — Ment- 
ion, more, — he  felt  it  to  be  much  more  thai  ha 
j«d  life. 

"  Ob,  Maria  P  said  he,  "  what  is  there  that  1 
would  not  do  to  restore  bira  ?" 

Maria  only  replied  by  holding  his  hand  t 
firmly. 

He  continued,  "  But  be  is  getting  better  t 
moment !     Do  you  not  think  so  V 

"  1  do,  and  I  now  venture  to  hope.     But  do« 


it  not  hob  my  wretched  destiny  that  all  my 
defenders  ikonld  safer  form?" 

"Aadde-yoo  not  think  they  gladly  suffer?'' 
Mid  Mcatfort,  with  men  enthusiastic  devotion 
snaug  in  his  countenance,  that  it  made  Maria 
sigh  s^ain  as  she  stole  a  glance  at  it.  She  asked, 
"«««ll  we  be  able  to  more  him  now?  for  I  will 
net  lean  hies,  whatever  is  the  consequence ;  and  I 
know  yon  will  not  ask  me  to  do  so." 

So  absorbed  had  they  been  in  Lion's  fate,  that 
until  this  moment  Montfort  bad  not  explained  his 
success  to  Maria,  although  ehe  had  inferred  it 
from  his  answer  to  her  question  about  her  father. 
He  now  said,  "  I  could  not  ask  you  to  leave  him, 
unless  safe,  under  any  circumstances ;  but,  happily, 
there  is  no  need  to  do  so  now;  for  oh,  Maria! 
it  is  only  necessary  for  me  to  make  a  signal,  and 
yoa  will  be  surrounded  by  your  father's  troops." 
This  made  her  feel  more  than  ever  the  wretched- 
ness of  what  bad  just  happened. 

In  a  few  minutes  more  they  were  so  satisfied  of 
Lion's  fast  recovering,  that  they  consulted  what 
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was  now  to  be  done.  They  decided  the  party  beton 
should  remain  near  them,  but  send  off  messengers 
Tor  a  surgeon  for  Lion,  and  a  litter  to  remove  him 
on ;  also  a  female  dress  for  Maria,  which 
Montfort  bad  intended  to  have  ordered,  bat. 
in  his  anxiety  to  get  back  to  her,  had  forgotten; 
B  carriage,  they  concluded,  would  be  sent  by 
Count  Dornberg.  Inherpresentdress,  Maria  was 
determined  not  to  be  seen  by  any  one  else;  aud  it 
was  also  now  so  covered  with  blood  and  dirt 
to  be  unbearable. 

Montfort  did  not  venture  again  to  lea 
Maria  alone  even  whilst  he  went  down  to  it* 
dragoons,  but  he  fired  a  pistol,  and  instantly 
was  seen  dashing  up  the  hill  a  party  of  Im- 
perial Lancers.  Montfort  made  them  a  sigt 
to  halt,  and  then  went  and  communicated  the 
Queen  s  wishes  to  the  officer,  who  led  his  men  jut 
under  the  brow  of  the  hill,  as  soon  as  Montfort 
had  briefly  explained  to  him  the  cause  of  delay. 

On   Montfort's   reluming   to   Maria,  she   had 
gained  so  much  confidence  from  Lion's  progress. 


tarn-.  «•»»•  atrow*  136 

that  thay  began  to  talk  of  othe*  things  Mont- 
fort  said  a*  her,  "  How  orach  I  now  regret  that  I 
did  not  give  way  to  your  wishes  to  go  on  with  me ! 
What  dangar  and  timtmm  would  it  not  have  pre- 

■entodr 

M I  oVeadad  that  von  would  think  of  that," 
•aid  Maria;  "bat  yon  know  yoaraelf  you  ought 
not  to  do  to,  fin*  you  acted  oa  the  soundest 
reason,  instead  of  giving  way  to  the  womanish 
fears  of  one  who  I  believe  bad  lost  hers ;  for 
Heaven  knows  that  my  fears  were  womanish, 
and  nothing  else  ! " 

Maria  looked  aside  when  she  talked  of  her  fears 
having  been  only  womanish,  but  her  words  gave 
Montfort  some  comfort ;  and  he  received  still  more 
when  she  added,  "  And  to  tell  you  the  truth,  had 
you  given  way  to  my  folly  then,  I  should  now 
think  you  had  done,  not  only  what  was  weak,  but 
what  was  wrong.  But  mind,"  she  continued, 
with  an  earnest  gravity,  in  which  however,  in 
spite  of  her  situation,  there  was  something  of  a 
smile  lurking,  "  that  this  honest  confession  must 
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not  make  you  attend  one  bit  the  less  to  my  neM 
request,  whatever  it  may  be ;  for  you  may  depend 
upon  it  that  that  will  be  reasonable." 

"That  smile  is  a  happy  omen,"  replied  Mont- 
fort,  "  and  see  !  our  dear,  dear  Li  is  taking  notice 
of  us.  But  oh,  Maria !  I  shall  never  again  hart 
the  power  to  deny  any  request  of  yours;  for 
even  if  you  make  one,  it  will  be  the  request  of  i 
Queen." 

Maria  did  not  remark  upon  the  oddity  of  her 
lover's  regretting  that  he  should  never  again  be 
able  to  give  her  a  refusal,  though,  in  any  othi 
case,  one  who  loved  laughter  so  much  would  n> 
have  let  the  opportunity  slip:  but  her  dark  eye* 
distended,  and  she  looked  more  reproach  thto 
she  uttered,  when  she  said,  "And  will  you  ever 
look  upon  me  as  a  Queen  ?  That  were  cruelty 
indeed !  I  did  hope,  after  what  has  passe 
between  us,  never  to  be  looked  on  in  any  olb 
light  by  you  than  that  of  a  grateful  woman- 
friend.  And  I  do  hope  it!  "  said  she,  her  eoui 
tenance   resuming  all   its  openness,   and  frankly 
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placing  her  hand  in  his, — "  for  he  who  does  not 
break  his  promises  will  promise  it  to  me." 

This  was  one  of  the  sort  of  speeches  for  which 
Montfort  had  not  always  a  reply  ready,  for  fear  of 
saying  too  much,  and  for  fear  of  saying  too  little. 
Maria,  therefore,  after  musing  a  minute,  went  on : 
"  But  you  must  promise  me  more !  (see  how  ex- 
acting I  am.)  You  have  too  kind  an  opinion  of 
me,  I  know  ;  but  do  not  believe  but  that  all  our 
sex  may  have  caprices,  and  I  only  demand  from 
you,  as  an  act  of  mere  justice,  if  you  ever  think 
you  see  the  caprices  of  a  woman  in  me,  which  I 
know  I  am  capable  of —  that  you  do  not  set  them 
down  as  the  caprices  of  rank,  or  power,  which  1 
am  not  capable  of." 

"I  do  not  believe  you  capable  of  thinking, 
or  feeling,  or  doing,  any  thing  wrong ;  nor,  what- 
ever may  happen,  shall  I  ever  think  so." 

"But  you  shall'."  said  Maria,  "and  I  wish 
you  did  think  so  now !  for  what  friend  can 
possibly  stand  such  an  absurd  opinion  as  that  of 
her  never  doing  wrong?     Not  to  always  do  right, 
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iid  show  him  again  whenever  she  saw  that  it 
was  required,  be  her  situation  what  it  might — 
then  could  he  but  promise  so  to  do  to  her,  if  it 
should  be  needed,  and  if  he  had  the  oppor- 
tunity I 

Maria  was  somewhat  comforted  by  the  assu- 
rance he  gave  her  on  this  head,  and  also  by  her 
having  explained  to  him  that  she  was  not  quite 
perfection ;  nor  did  it  take  from  her  satisfaction 
when  he,  by  the  following  speech,  qualified  what 
he  had  said  when  he  accused  her  of  being  any 
thing  so  unfeminine. 

"  I  only  meant,"  said  he,  "  that  in  any  case  of 
real  moment,  I  feel  assured  your  principles  and 
your  feelings  would  lead  you  to  do  what  you 
thought  right ;  and  that,  generally  speaking,  would 
be  right.  But  1  by  no  means  suppose  you  have 
not  your  share  of  the  minor  errors  of  humanity. 
Heaven  knows  1  would  not  wish  to  make  you  out 
to  be  perfection  !  " 

Now,  it  must  be  admitted,  that  in  the  above 
conversation  Mont  fort  behaved  as  correctly  as  any 
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young  gentleman  could  possibly  have  done ;  and 
Maria  was  firmly  of  this  opinion,  when,  unfortu- 
nately for  him,  after  it  was  over,  she  said,  pointing 
down  to  the  bottom  of  her  trousers  (which  he 
for  the  first  time  discovered  to  be  torn  a  little 
above  the  ankle),  "  You  see  my  fears  were  not  all 
imaginary." 

"  What 's  that — a  bite  ?  "  shrieked  out  he 
horror,  running  all  the  words  of  his  sentence  iw 
one,  so  that  you  could  not  possibly  trace  a  pa« 
between  them. 

"  Yee ;  but  I  am  sure  that  it  has  not  broken  tl 
skin." 

Never  was  young  lady's  leg  treated  with  it 
ceremony.  He  seized  it  so  violently  that  he  ; 
most  upset  Maria  in  doing  so,  pulled  up  h 
trousers,  tore  down  her  sock,  and  smoothed  I 
hand  over  the  part,  as  a  tailor  smoothes  a  bit 
cloth  when  he  is  feeling  its  quality,  only  looking 
it  so  piercingly  that  not  the  smallest  puncture 
Snip's  finest  needle  could  possibly  have  escap 
him  ;  and  all  this  as  little  dreaming  of  any  ii 
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am piety  I-  raMheraara1  aaabw  woald  be  in  acting 

taw  toy  the  raid  doth. 

_..M4m*Jtum»m ,  wra  of  a  different— y  of  think- 

ia§>  »»dB**f  ashed  bis  heado*  one  tide  with  orach 
woreeoefijy  tfaanehe  was  wont  to  use,  raying,  "  la 
tjMt  raiwa »/of  yodoci,  what  are  yon  doing?'' 
This  caused  him  to  look  op,  which  he  did  with  dm 
noitth  fcaif  open,  and  a  most  inaoccnt  stare ;  but 
when -.be  raw  the  blushes  ha  had  brought  to 
Maria's  cheek,  he  began  to  think  that  young 
lady's  legs  were  not  things  to  be  lightly  meddled 
with. 

"  Oh,  dear  Maria!  I  have  such  a  horror  of  the 

bite  of  a  dog  !    But  yon  are  not  angry  with  me  ? ' ' 

"  Why,  I  told  yon  I  was  not  bitten." 

"  I  thought  you  might  be  mistaken  ;  or,  rather, 

I  did  not  think  at  all,  I  believe." 

.    "  Oh  1  1  know  it  was  all  through  kindness ; 

bat " 

.  "Bat,"  said  Montfort,  taking  away  the  be- 
ginning of  her  sentence,  and  putting  an  ending  of 
hit  own  to  it,—"  but  yon  forgive  me  ? " 
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"  Forgive  you  ?     What  a  word  to  use! " 

"  Well,  then,  I  never " 

It  is  uncertain  whether  or  no  he  was  going  to 
promise  never  to  look  at  any  young  lady's  Us» 
again  without  first  duly  asking  permission,  for 
Maria  did  not  like  the  subject  as  a  matter  of  con- 
versation, and,  still  not  a  little  discomposed,  said, 
"  Well,  nonsense!  never  mind — tell  me  about  mv 
father." 

Maria  certainly  did  not  consider  Montfort's con- 
duct altogether  so  correct  in  this  affair  as  in  their 
previous  dialogues;  but  it  is  not  thought  that  it 
pleased  her  less  on  that  account  when  she  had 
once  got  over  her  trepidation,  especially  when  she 
reflected  that  it  bespoke  an  interest  about  her 
safety  which  outweighed  every  other  earthly  c 
si  deration. 

By  the  time  Montfort  had  repeated  to  her  the 
little  that  he  knew,  the  things  sent  for  r 
arrived,  and  also  the  Countess  of  Dornberg,  t 
General's  wife, — who,  because  there  was  no  danger, 
and  she  thought  it  would  have  a  pretty  effect,  had 


TU  YOUNG   QPXEV.  133 

insisted  on  campaigning  with  her  husband.  When 
Montfort  returned  from  the  parti  to  which  he  had 
been  summoned  by  the  cavalry  trumpets,  mod 
tatt  Maria  that  the  lady  waited  permission  to 
approach^  aha  said,  "I  now  begin  to  fed 
my  ttanuaela  again.  I  also  feel,  my  friead,  that 
I  am  tamag  your  protection.  But  mind  !  "  con- 
trolled Ac  1  should  have  said  sternly,  if  soch 
a  term  could  apply  to  so  gentle  a  creature, — u  I 
repeat,  that  if  once  during  the  whole  course  of 
your  life  yon  think  I  can  ever  forget  what  I  owe 
yon,  from  that  moment  I  shall  wish  you  bad  left 
sse  to  my  late/9 

"Maria,  whatever  may  happen,  never  think 
that  I  can  possibly  suppose  your  feelings  to  be 
wrong.  I  could  as  soon  doubt  the  feelings  of  an 
angel  in  heaven." 

Maria  shook  her  head  in  disapprobation  of  the 
terms  he  had  used,  but  not  of  the  meaning  they 
conveyed.  She  said,  "  From  henceforth,  then, 
doubt  does  not  exist  between  us." 

ria  did  expect  Montfort  to  press  her  hand  for 
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•tnuned-  kjav >■  .IfcuSo— I—  ra  prorase  in  bar 
ougHitniitio—  to  Montfort  ;  and,  what  he  Alt 
much  mot*  obliged  to  her  for,  bad  been  oourtter 
enough  to  eonswdt  Maria's  taate  instead  of  bet 
own,  «ad  bad  faaoaght  her  a  plain  but  very  be* 
-ceasing  dress,  to  pnt  on. 

When  Maria  appeared  to  them  from  behind  her 
leafy  screen,  and  he  recollected  the  state  of  the 
drew  she  had  jost  taken  off,  Montfottdid  begin 
to  think  that  civilised  life  had  tome  advantages, 
although  never  was  man  more  enamoured  of  a 
savage.  Maria,  it  is  true,  had,  with  a  most 
pardonable  vanity,  taken  some  pains  in  dressing 
herself;  not  because  she  was  to  be  seen  by  more 
people  than  she  had  of  late  been  accustomed  to, 
but  because  the  one — the  only  one  she  cared  to 
please  in  her  dress-  would  see  her  in  a  different 
guise  from  what  he  had  lately  done. 

Whilst  she  was  dressing,  she  made  use  of  the 
stream  as  a  looking-glass  ;  and  it  was  uncivil 
enough  to  show  her  what  did  not  please  her, 
which  caused  her  to  say—-"  Alack  !  my  hair  is 
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But,  uever  mind  ! ' 


sadly  short!  But,  uever  mind  !"  continued  flit, 
after  a  moment's  pause — "I  know  where  one  of 
its  longest  tresses  lies  hid  !"  And  this  thought 
caused  her  to  come  forth  to  them,  conscious  of  bti 
power  in  the  only  place  where  she  wished  fw 
power,  and  looking  conscious. 

As  Montfort's  eyes  met  hers,  she  did  trace  ■ 
look  of  triumph  in  them,  (and  it  was  the  6r»t!) 
as  he  thought  of  his  having  saved  such  a  being ;- 
but,  notwithstanding  Maria's  being  so  conceitd 
about  her  new  dress,  she  was  more  grateful  this 
be  was  to  her  old  one,  and  thought  only  of  iti 
good  services  to  her,  but  not  of  its  present  state : 
she  therefore  had  rolled  it  up  in  a  bundle,  which 
she  now  begged  him  to  bring  with  them,  "  For,' 
said  she,  "  I  never  wiil  part  with  it  whilst  1  live-' 


Til  TOUJfO   QUSBJT.  137 


*     i         ' 


CHAPTER  VII. 

"Yon  gods,  look  dowu, 
Aod  from  your  sacred  rial*  poor  your  graces 
Upon  my  daughter's  head  !" 

Sharspeare. 

The  Countess  really  was  affected,  as  much  as  she 
could  be  affected,  at  meeting  the  Young  Queen 
under  such  circumstances  ;  and  by  all  was  she 
received  with  the  greatest  enthusiasm. 

As  the  Count,  who  had  just  arrived,  approached 
with  his  suite,  Maria  whispered  to  Montfort, 
"  Now,  pray,  stand  close  by  me  !"  and  for  a  moment 
she  seemed  agitated,  but  quickly  resumed  herself, 
and  queened  it  with  the  utmost  propriety ;  to  Mont- 
fort's  great  astonishment,  for  he  could  not  help 
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oficn  of  cervioe,  in  indeed  healing  to  Ming 
that  have  suffered  much  since  hut  we  met;  but 
which  wonld  hate  snfiered,  how  infinitely  nore 
than  I  can  express,  had  not  one  of  your  number — 
had  joot  one  of  my  miner's  subjects— bean  with 
ma,  W  show  mt,  gentleman,  what  devotion  yon 
ara  capable  of!"  then,  pointing  to  Montfort,  the 
continued,  "  That  I  am  once  more  surrounded  by 
yon— that  I  once  more  see  my  father— I  owe  to 
him.  But  that  mther  most  tell  you  all  that  I 
owe  him." 

Fortunately  for  Montfort's  modesty,  the  congratu- 
lations that  were  showered  upon  him  could  only  be 
abort,  as  the  litter  having  at  that  moment  armed, 
Maria  begged  him  to  superintend  Li's  being  placed 
on  it ;  upon  wbose  head  she  kept  her  hand  during 
the  operation,  to  comfort  him,  as  it  gave  him  some 
pain ;  and  said  to  his  bearers,  "  Take  care  of  him  ! 
for  he,  too,  has  eared  my  life." 

It  was  arranged,  that  Maria  and  Montfort, 
accompanied  by  the  Countess,  should  immediately 
set  out  for  the  capital,  not  slopping  until    they 
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arrived  there ;  tod,  as  it  was  evident  they  eouW 
not  take  lion  with  them  under  such  rarenmsttnce*, 
they  were  much  pleased  when  the  surgeon  toW 
them  he  intended  to  gi»e  him  something  to  make 
him  sleep,  and  that  be  might  follow  them  on  bit 
liner  with  perfect  safety.  Hontibrthad  previously 
offered  Maria,  now  that  she  was  safe,  to  remsai 
with  him. 

"  What!"  said  she,  "and  who  shall  bring  me 
to  my  father,  but  you  ?  Under  any  other  circnm- 
stances  I  would  not  leave  him  myself;  hat  I 
cannot  consent  to  this.  Besides,  if  he  is  kept 
sleeping,  he  cannot  miss  us." 

Id  half  a 
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oircnmtfrnrinaMwyad  Maria  more  even  than  it 
had,  agaf,  imi*MM*t  *>r  the  fiuided  all  her  former 
offeacas  in*  this  way  woald  be  taken  in  aggravation 
a£JM»  psessn* ;  and  she  was  the  more  disposed  to 
b^enw  heraclf^  heeawe,  on  reviewing  the  eircum- 
*f*ace,  the  ooflW  not  admit  that  the  causa  wwW 
Mffiejent-exctoe.  ftwas  merely  from  being  called 
"  Your  Majesty."  "  ' 

.  Although  those  who  flrtt  met  Maria  had  of 
eoa—a  used  the  term,  in  the  harry  and  excitement 
of  that  meeting  it  bad  not  fallen  clearly  and  dis- 
tinctly upon  her  ear,  00  as  to  strike  forcibly  on  her 
feelings ;  but  whilst  waiting  at  D for  their  car- 
riages, with  only  a  few  persons  present,  she  had 
an  opportunity  to  hear  it  and  to  mark  it,  and  it 
sounded  as  the  knell  of  her  departing  happiness. 
It  forced  into  her  mind,  in  a  manner  that  could  not 
be  resisted,  all  she  had  so  long  striven  to  keep 
out  of  it.  It  spoke  to  her  of  the  greatest  evil — 
the  eril  of  guilt  excepted— that  the  human  heart 
is  doomed  to  bear :  it  told  her,  in  a  voice  that 
would  be  heard,— of  eternal  separation  from  the 
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in  *  very  different  light  from  each  other.  She 
to  whom  it  was  made  interpreted  it  into  a  lover's 
lecture,  ending  in  the  lover's  appeal  of,  "  And 
dear,  dear  Maria,  why  will  you  give  way  to  such 
grief  when  you  know  how  wretched  it  makes  the 
heart  that  beats  for  you  alone — for  you  alone  of 
all  the  millions  who  inhabit  this  earth  ?"  Whereas 
the  Countess  was  only  struck  with  surprise  at  his 
not  saying,  "  Your  Majesty,"  and  at  his  using 
such  a  word  as  "must."  She  said  to  herself, 
pityingly,  "  Poor  fellow!  he  will  never  make  his 
fortune  at  court,  I  plainly  perceive  !  he  certainly 
has  a  good  opportunity,  but  it  will  be  quite  thrown 
away  upon  him,  for  he  is  a  mere  rough  soldier, 
and  nothing  more.  I  am  sure  that  the  Queen, 
however  grateful  to  him  she  may  be,  will  wish  to 
have  him  about  her  as  little  as  possible." 

Nothing  occurred  during  their  journey  worthy 
of  remark,  except  that  before  the  end  of  it,  Maria 
had  argued  herself  into  the  belief,  "  That,  in  all 
this  world,  there  could  not  be  found  a  greater 


e  than  her  lover."     She  had  long  been  of  this 
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opinion,  but  it  now  struck  her  more  forcibly  tban 
ever,  for  in  the  face  opposite  to  hers  she  saw  the 
same  deep  traces  left  by  his  late  terrible  fnght 
on  her  account,  that  she  was  aware  her  own 
had  betrayed  long  after  bis  danger  in  tbe  hat 
was  over.  "  And  can  be  think  that  sack  effect* 
of  such  feelings  may  be  seen  with  impunity?  Can 
he  think  they  ought  to  be  ?  Can  he  blame  human 
nature  fur  giving  way  before  them  ?  Can  be  sup- 
pose it  possible  to  look  upon  a  face  so  marked,  to 
know  that  it  was  for  our  Bakes,  and  (unless, 
indeed,  the  face  be  very  ugly  '.)  not  to  lorn  I 
lie  is  very,  very  Billy !  " 

But  here  Maria  had  made  a  little  blunder,  for 
Mi >nt fort  had  long  ceased  to  blame  himself  for 
loving  her,  if  he  ever  did  bo.  To  love  her  bad 
long  seemed  to  him  almost  a  part  of  his  red 
He  only  thought  it  wrong  to  try  to  win  her  lovr  m 
return ;  and,  to  say  the  truth,  he  did  not  now 
like  to  think  of  his  own  conduct  towards  ber 
during  the  earlier  part  of  that  day,  however  much 
he  loved  to  dwell  upon  the  result  of  it.     Notwrth- 
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it*tlditjs|  Ml  Mif«ri»rfeed  ideas  of  gratitude,  he 
coald  tsardsy  havwtW  conscience  to  refer  to  that 
caa**«fl  aW  tad  than  Mid  to  him.  And  why 
had-  ah*  so  foktml  Why,  but  to  soothe  the 
feeling  he  ana*  bava  betrayed  1  The  subject 
would  sot  hwto  be  thought  on. 

The  Mart  day  at  noon  they  arrived  at  V . 

The  Countess)  had  prudently  proposed  that  Maria 
should  remain  at  a  country  house  a  few  milea  from 
the  city  aotil  the  Emperor  was  informed  of  her 
safety  and  arrival.  But  to  this  she  would  by  no 
means  consent.  She  thought  she  apportioned  her 
consideration  to  her  father's  feelings,  to  Mont- 
fort's  advantage,  and  to  her  own  impatience,  most 
fairly,  by  at  once  driving  to  the  Chancellor's, 
(who  was  a  friend  as  welt  as  a  servant  of  the 
Emperor,)  and  thence  sending  him,  with  Mont- 
fort,  before  her,  to  break  the  intelligence.  This 
would  not  only  delay  their  meeting  as  little  as 
possible,  bat  would  make  her  lover  of  as  much 
importance  in  the  affair  as  she  knew  how  to  do  ; 
for  which  she  was  naturally  anxious. 

VOL.    II.  G 
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-''lYon  mm  kindly;  bat  you  torture  me.  lean 
bear  any  tiling  better  than  this." 

Montfort  could  support  it  no  longer.  lie  ex- 
eUiniad.T"  Your  daughter  it  safe  :  the  Queen  win 
perfect  aafcty,  m  V 

,.-  "1D0  not  deceive  me  !"  said  the  Emperor,  in  a 
trembling  tone,  which  allowed  he  hardly  dared  to 
believe  ao  great  a  blessing. 

"  She  is  safe !  and  only  waiu  to  aee  yon,  until 
job  can  aapport  it." 

"  Instantly  !     Instantly .'     Let  me  fly  to  her  '." 

The  Chancellor  was  now  huddling  off  to  bring 
Maria,  and  there  is  no  doubt  that  in  a  reasonable 
time  he  would  hare  accomplished  it ;  but  Montfort 
beard  a  voice  which  bad  always  the  effect  on  him 
of  putting  every  idea  of  form  to  flight — a  voice, 
whose  slightest  tone,  whose  faintest  cry,  be  had 
been  in  the  habit  of  flying  to — and  now  that  Toice 
was  saying  in  agony,  "  Stand  back  !  I  will  go  on  ! 
I  will  go  on  1"  He  was  in  an  instant  at  her  side — 
had  freed  her  from  those  who  sought  to  prevent 
her  coining  to  her  father  too  suddenly  ;  and  in 


: 


to  tell   p«   ill;  twt 
rcacoed  me  from  pnaonaobl 
he  ha»  been  my  m1*  pwaactat 
htm  alone,  under  heaven,  we 
met  again." 
imtrtnde,  whxb,  whether  it  be 
S  fJwiyi  admired,  thane  *a  bean- 
r,  that  it  u  not  to  be  wondered  at, 
agkaaon,   do  one  remarked  a 
lie  beneath  it    The  Emptroi 
Umtfort  lo  his  heart,  and  say, 
mil  never,  new  leave  u !" 
Ely  thii  time  had  recovered 
mug  aomelhiog  ilw>ut  "  ,\ 
rafftefV  tit*  crowd 
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another  instant  she  was  hanging  oa  her  father! 
neck- 

Never  was  there  a  less  royal  scene  ;  at  least 
less  stately  one.  All  who  were  near  rushed  inl 
the  Emperor's  presence  unopposed.  To  besui 
the  Chancellor  did  make  something  like  an  e& 
to  prevent  them,  but  the  kindness  of  the  old  mai 
heart  overcame  the  schooling  of"  a  long  life  ;  si 
when  he  attempted  to  lay  hold  of  the  handle  a 
the  door,  he  could  not  see  it  for  the  glistening 
his  eyes.  All  rushed  in — the  many,  who  did » 
calculate  because  their  joy  prompted  them  to  & 
so ; — the  few,  who  did  calculate,  because  uVi 
knew,  that  any  thing  proceeding  from  apparti* 
love  to  his  daughter  would  be  a  crime  more  lite!' 
to  be  rewarded  than  punished  by  the  Einpei* 
One  old  lady  sat  in  a  comer,  laughing  and  crrifl 
at  the  same  time.  She  had  attended  Maria  wb 
she  was  a  child. 

When  the  tumult  was  somewhat  abated.  Mat 
with  one  arm  still  about  her  father's  neck,  to 
Montfort's  hand  and  said,  "  My  father !  but 
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bin  year  daogater  would  not  new  be  aim! 
Mere  life,  however,  it  the  least  I  owe  him.  It 
wH  mdeed  take  me  long  to  tell  yon  ell;  bet 
fitotn  the  time  he  rescued  me  from  prison  entil  this 
happy  moment,  he  has  been  my  sole  protector 
and  guide ;  and  to  him  alone,  under  heaven,  we 
0*0  it  that  we  ever  met  again." 
■  Enthusiastic  gratitude,  which,  whether  it  be 
practised  or  no,  is  always  admired,  shone  so  beau- 
tifully around  her,  that  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at, 
if,  amidst  such  agitation,  no  one  remarked  a 
deeper  feeling  to  lie  beneath  it  The  Emperor 
conld  only  press  Mont  fort  to  his  heart,  and  say, 
"  Promise  that  you  will  never,  never  leave  us  !" 

The  Chancellor  by  this  time  had  recovered 
himself,  and,  on  whispering  something  about  "  a 
father's  and  a  daughter's  feelings,'*  the  crowd 
vanished. 

"  Oh,  how  has  all  that  I  have  suffered  for 
yon  now  rolled  away  from  me  like  a  monstrous 
dream  1  and  to  him  we  owe  it !"  said  the  Emperor, 
seizing   Montfort'a  hand  for  the  hundredth  time. 
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'  Oh,  teach  me,  my  child,  lo  bear  to  him  your  own 
feelings,  for  they  must  be  all  gratitude  ! " 

"  That  would  he  hard  indeed,"   thought  Maria, 

'  but  I  know  that  you  will  love  him  as  much  is 

me  man  can  love  another," 
And  night  at  length  went  down  upon  the  tower* 

of  A ;  and  there  was  one  sad  heart  within  the 

walls  of  princes — not  Maria's !  her's  was  tnort 
like  the  face  of  the  old  lady,  who  laughed  and 
tried  at  the  same  time,  than  like  any  thing  else, 
But  Montfort's  was  very  sad  indeed,  for  he  em- 
ployed himself  in  that  most  unpleasant  of  occu- 
pations— finding  fault  with  one's-self,  which  is  so 
very  different  from  finding  fault  with  one* 
neighbour. 

Montfort  sat  alone  in  a  magnificent  suite  of 
apartments,  near  the  Emperor's,  which  were,  fron 
hat  day,  to  be  his  own  ;  and  thus  he  arraigned 
himself — and  without  any  one  to  take  bis  part, 
too,  now  Maria  was  not  by.  "  At  length,  then," 
taid  he,  in  that  deliberate  manner  in  which  we 
seem  to  measure  out  our  words  so  carefully,  as  if 
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we  were  determined  not  to  give  one  of  them  an 
atom  more  or  less  than  its  proper  weight,  although 
we  are  really  thinking  of  nothing  less  than  of 
words  at  the  moment— "At  length,  then,  we 
are,  and  must  be,  separated  for  ever — that  is, 
separated  compared  to  what  we  have  been ;  fur 
I  can  never  again  individually  protect  Maria, 
because  she  can  never  again  require  it :  and 
although  we  may  meet  daily,  yet  it  will  be  with 
all  the  disgusting  forms  of  the  world  about  us. 
And  what  do  I  6nd  to  support  me  under  this! — 
nothing ! — not  even  my  own  approbation  of  my 
conduct ;  for  the  misery  I  now  endure  too  plainly 
shows  that  my  feelings  towards  her  were  all 
selfish,  and  not  generous;  else  should  1  be  most 
wretched  at  the  moment  that  her  safety  is 
secured  ! "' 

Mont  fort  here  was  wrong,  and  did  himself 
wrong.  Even  he  must  have  admitted  (although 
fully  determined  to  find  himself  guilty,)  he  did 
not  love  her  when  he  set  about  her  rescue,  and 


that  be  would  have  attempted  it  just  as  sincerely 
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if  he  had  loved  any  other  person :  and,  sorely 
with  such  a  being  always  before  him,  placed,  too 
in  situations  calculated  to  call  forth  the  exact 
character  most  formed  to  captivate  him,  he  i 
not  have  been  so  surprised  that  that  which  begin 
in  mere  generosity  should  end  in  love, 

Bat  although  the  poor  man's  brain  was  so  my; 
tided,  he  had  sense  enough  left  to  conclude  bt 
thinking,  "That  his  feelings  could  not  be  1 
selfish  either,  as  he  felt  that  if  her  happiotn 
required  it,  he  would  lightly  lay  down  his  life  t 
her."  However,  it  must  be  confessed,  that  bj 
this  time  he  had  some  idea  her  happiness  required 
the  opposite  of  this,  which  was  the  reason,  j* 
haps,  he  was  so  much  inclined  to  make  the  oSa 

Debating  within  himself  on  what  is  contain^ 
in  the  last  sentence,  Montfort  naturally  reflected 
on  the  promise  Maria  had  made  to  him.  Althouet 
it  appears  a  plain  matter  enough,  he  twisted  aw 
considered  it  in  a  thousand  different  ways.  Be  * 
first  thought  that  he  was  very  happy — then,  th 
he  was  not  happy — then,   that  he  could  not  t 
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whether  he  was  or  no.  He  had  heard  it  said,  the 
most  lively  sort  of  gratitude  is  excited  by  a 
person  who  rather  stretches  a  point  in  our  favour — 
does  what  is  not  strictly  right  for  our  sakes  ;  but 
he  could  not  exactly  admit  this  to  be  such 
a  very  agreeable  mixture  of  sin  and  sentiment. 
He  loved  Maria  far  too  well  to  be  able  to  bear  the 
idea  that  she  should  for  any  body's  sake  do  any 
tiling  in  which  there  was  the  shadow  of  wrong; 
and  he  felt  somewhat  uneasy  about  her  promise, 
although  he  could  almost  have  fallen  down  at  her 
feet  and  worshipped  her  for  having  made  it.  He 
now  sadly  perplexed  himself  how  he  might  take 
all  the  fault  (if  fault  did  exist.)  on  himself,  and  oli 
one  he  loved  still  better.  "  If  that  dear,  dear  pro- 
mise," said  he,  "does  mean  what  1  sometimes  almost 
think  it  does,  oh  !  how  I  now  wish  I  had  said  that 
to  her  which  I  then  thought  wrong !  for  had  I 
done  bo,  she  would  have  yielded  to  my  entreaty, 
and  no  blame  could  have  rested  on  her :  but  if  I 
did  not  entreat  with  words,  perhaps  the  misery  of 
ray  looks  implored  still  more  than  they  could  have 
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It  certainly  requires,  as  I  have  before  observed, 
more  ingenuity  to  deceive  ourselves  than  to  deceive 
other  people !  Had  not  Montfort  exerted  some 
of  this  ingenuity,  would  it  not  have  struck  him, 
that  had  Maria  yielded  to  his  importunity,  it  would 
have  only  added  an  additional  weakness  to  her 
other  defaults ;  and  this,  too,  with  less  excuse, : 
his  selfishness  would  have  deserved  no  such 
return:  whereas,  the  promise  being  voluntary, 
and  such  as  she  had  a  right  to  make,  however 
unwise  it  might  be  in  her  to  do  so,  nobody  but  * 
lover,  who  is  generally  fastidious,  and  always  un- 
reasonable, could  have  found  fault  with  it  on  the 
score  of  propriety. 
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£HAPTER  VIII. 


■v  "  Tell  »t,  suae  ow*,— 

Where  but  thou  been  preferred '  where  lived '-  bow  found 
Tnvfatber'a  court*" 

SHAEIPE4RE. 


An  d  dow,  I  dare  say,  the  real  devourer  of  novel 
and  romance  (who  may  forget  that  this  is  true 
history !)  is  feasting  her  thoughts  on  all  the  per- 
plexities which  their  love  will  get  Maria  and  Mont- 
fort  into  —is  revelling  in  the  ideas  of  cruel  parents, 
harsh  and  haughty  brothers,  envious  sisters,  false 
friends,  and  other  elegant  horrors  which  cause 
"  true  love  never  to  run  straight" — that  she  is  say- 
ing, "  Well !  this  story  has  been  all  simplicity  and 
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as  yet- — no  intricacies  to  unravel— no 
melting  expressions — in  fact,  I  don't  think  Man* 
has  said  *Ah,  me!'  once,  which  she  ought  to  be 
ashamed  of;  bat  now,  I  have  no  doubt,  wt  shall 
be  fully  repaid." 

Alas  '.  how  sadly  will  she  find  herself  mistaken ' 
for  although  Manas  "true  lore,"  Heaven  kiw*s ' 
did  not  "  nm straight,"  it  was  not  from  any  of  these 
causes.  Had  not  the  lady,  also,  skipped  so  toy 
much,  she  might  have  found  out  that  Maria  bad 
no  near  relations  except  her  father ;  than  t 
never  was  there  a  more  kind  or  simple- hearted 
parent.  He  was  just  what  the  late  Emperor  of 
Austria*  was,  which  the  Radicals,  to  a  man,  1 » 
answer  for  them,  will  not  believe  a  word  of. 

"What!"  they  will  say,  "  an  Emperor  a  go 
man  ?     No,  no !     Wc  are  not  to  be  taken  in  b 
common  opinion  in  favour  of  rank.     We  are 
unprejudiced  to  believe  that  an  Emperor  can  pi 
bly  be  a  good  man." 

Mont  fort  did  not  think  he  could  possibly  be  * 
"  The  Emperor  Francis. 
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bad  one — that  is,  this  Emperor,  for  the  simple 
reason — that  he  was  Maria's  father. 

Just  as  Mont  fort  had  got  himself  into  the  plea- 
sant belief  that  Maria  was  full  as  good,  nay, 
better  than  he  had  ever  before  thought  her,  but 
that  he  himself  was  a  great  deal  worse,  he  was 
startled  from  his  reverie  by  a  knock  at  his  door. 

For  my  own  part,  I  should  hardly  think  there 
was  much  difference  between  the  tap  at  the  door  of 
an  Emperor,  and  the  tap  at  the  door  of  any  body 
else ;  but  Mont  fort  must  have  found  in  it  the  same 
royalty  that  he  did  in  Maria's  most  wild  tricks — 
her  throwing  stones,  for  instance,  which  lie  pro- 
nounced to  be  done  quite  like  a  Queen,  though 
where  he  bad  seen  Queens  practising  this  amuse- 
ment 1  do  not  know — for  the  moment  he  heard  it, 
he  fancied  who  it  was  given  by,  although  such  a 
viatt  was  one  hardly  to  be  calculated  on.  He  was, 
however,  so  sure  of  it,  that  instead  of  saying 
"  Come   in,"   he   went   himself  and   opened  the 

Hy  dear  young  friend !"  said   the  Emperor, 
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as  he  entered,  "  We  have  been  (there  was  no  occa- 
sion to  name  who  was  the  second  person  of  the 
■  we,')  talking  of  you  ever  since.  You  must  Fancy 
what  a  father's  feelings  are  on  such  an  occasion, 
for  I  am  totally  unable  to  describe  them ;  but  I 
trust  you  will  do  two  persons,  whom  you  hare 
given — to  the  one  a  life,  and  to  the  other  the  only 
object  that  makes  life  desirable—  the  justice  to  think 
of  them  always  in  the  tight  of  a  sister  and  a  father, 
for  such  their  feelings  must  always  be  towards  you ; 
and  I  do  entreat,  above  all  things,  that  you  never 
allow  an  idea  of  our  worldly  rank  to  enter  ftm 
mind ;  for  services  such  as  yours,  and  gratitude 
such  as  I  trust  is  ours,  sets  all  rank  at  nought.* 

Montfort  was  more  struck  with  the  manner  than 
the  words  of  this  speech.  Itseemed  whalit  realty 
was — that  of  one  who  knew  his  debt  to  be  so  great, 
that  it  must  be  paid  in  other  ways  than  words. 
He  replied,  "  The  happiness  of  having  been  of 
any  service  in  restoring  such  a  daughter  to  such  a 
father,  is  not  increased  by  their  being  a  Queen  and 
an  Emperor." 
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'And  that  daughter  I  owe  to  you,  and  to 
you  alone :  God  bless  and  reward  you  for 
the  gift." 

When  the  Emperor  had  somewhat  regained  his 
composure,  he  said,  "  My  child  and  I  shall  natu- 
rally wish  to  be  alone  as  much  as  possible  lor 
some  time — but  that '  alone '  must  always  include 
you  I  and  to-night  we  particularly  wish  you  to  be 
with  us,  unless  you  are  fatigued,  which  I  suppose 
you  cannot  be,  as  she  does  not  complain." 

The  Emperor  remained  a  considerable  time  with 
Monifort,  and  by  no  means  lessened  his  opinion  of 
that  good  for  which  he  had  given  him  credit  on,  to 
be  sure,  rather  slender  grounds.  He  repeatedly 
tried  to  talk  of  other  things,  but  his  efforts  were  un- 
availing ;  and  he  at  length  said,  pressing  Montfort 's 
hand,  "  It  is  useless  for  me  to  attempt  to  entertain 
you  yet !  Nature  will  have  its  way.  I  can  talk, 
can  think,  only  on  one  subject :  but  1  know  you 
will  bear  with  me  and  my  child  for  a  while,  and 
then,"  continued  he,  smiling  through  the  tears  he 
could  not  hide,  "  perhaps  you  will  find  us  more 
able." 


1  «*  jm*x  M  «m  -y  po"  ben,  that  tk 

wc  aiKe  ar  «*m  kas  hnrt  wa«  kiadly  dapoasi 
n«  n.  i»  nnonia.  a;  MR  <&d  W  himself  sink 
s   *.     Vfe*  3«  Enoor  left  hi*,  he  Am 


e  «mtc  *f  mc  waajgjh,  bond 
it*  c««r  »faac  »ath  a  father  Rgret,  t) 
laWknenM  orerhadbeen 
jwnpi;  wOadtla  M^Mnt4\  if  he  were  to  tee 
»c  "wacinE  jos  her  cumbu  m  hopcfc»  lore. 
)lMOtR  s  a.-«tMi  *c  aat  wa«t  oat  this  pictaae  10 
jr.  iacheiai  a  awtaw  Mem  of  it ;  and  he  aid, 
*  Ott  crvxc-^xt*  franc  that  I  aloae  way  safe! 
Ob'  f**n  amti  jr-bm  herb 
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Bat,  notwithstanding  his  prayers  and  bis  tows 
so  lately  tittered,  he  went  to  the  dining-room  * 
few  minutes  before  there  was  any  need,  iti  hope* 
of  finding  Maria  there  alone;  not,  however,  with 
any  intention  of  breaking  those  tows,  bat  be 
argued  (and  I  should  be  very  much  ashamed  of 
my  hero  if  he,  as  well  as  other  people,  could  not 
always  find  a  good  reason  for  doing  what  he  wished) 
"That  he  should  not  be  so  agitated  if  he  first 
met  Maria  alone,  as  be  might  be  if  her  father 
were  present,  and  therefore  would  be  lest  likely 
to  let  her  see  what  she  ought  not  to  see." 

In  the  dining-room,  sure  enough,  he  did  find 
Maria— and  upon  the  self-same  errand.  She  came 
forward  to  him  with  outstretched  hand,  just  as  she 
used  to  do  in  the  woods  :  instead  of  asking  him, 
u  might  have  been  expected,  any  of  those  ques- 
tions of  less  interest,  which  would  have  made 
them  slide  more  easily  into  other  conversation,  she 
at  once  alluded  to  her  own  feelings,  "  We  were 
never  before  so  long  under  the  same  roof  without 
meeting.   I  should  ask  you  the  most  extraordinary 
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question  that  ever  a  daughter  did  ask,  if  I  Jul  not 
know  the  answer  which  you  must  give,  cut  «( 
regard  to  my  feelings." 

"  I  guess  it !  "  said  Montfort. 

Maria  continued, "  How  do  you  like  my  father 

Had  Montfort  thought  it  necessary  to  tell  die 
truth,  he  would  have  said,  "  I  think  him  almost 
worthy  of  having  such  a  child!"  which  was 
than  he  would  have  ventured  to  have  declared 
any  other  mortal  :   but  he  did  say,  "  I  certainty 
could  not  very  well  tell  you  that  I  did  not  ad 
him ;  but  I  mean  to  apeak  the  truth  when  I  at 
you  !  am  inclined  to  like  him  more  than  any 
I  ever  met  with  before." 

Maria  believed  him  with  her  whole  heart,  ant 
said  exultingly,  "I  knew  you  would!"  1 
although  she  "knew  he  would,"  the  knowlec 
that  "  he  did  "  made  her  look  very  happy.  Net 
theless,  she  before  was  certainly  firm  in  the  bel 
that  he  could  not  have  helped  loving  any  eon 
person  whom  she  acknowledged  as  a  father :  bi 
at  the  same  time,  she  felt  assured,  he  could  a 
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helploTmg  sash  *  father,  when  be  cam*  to  know 
him>-  altbeogb  uhe  daughter  should  have  been  of 
no  peculiar  interest  to  him. 

Moutfort  felt  qaita  obliged  to  Maria  for  thai 

cowing, -a*  it  were,  their  Brat  meeting  under  new 
cn-cnutttances,  with  so  much  conversation;  bat 
be  was  ■  far  ^oo  simple  to  guess  that  it  was  k> 
li ajjoawi  on  her  part.  "What!  his  gmiekas 
and  single-hearted  Maria  have  so  much  art  ft 
Stapid  man !  shall  I  never  make  yon  understand 
that  it  was  the  very  goodness  of  that  heart  that 
made  her  thus  join  the  wiliness  of  the  serpent  to 
the  gentleness  of  the  dove?  She  had  rightly 
guessed  that  Montfort  would  blame  himself  for 
having  been  more  unguarded  to  her  lately  than  he 
had  been  before;  and  although  she  thought  this 
good  blame  thrown  away,  and  which  she  did  not 
doubt  be  would  require  much  more  upon  some 
other  occasion,  she  determined  to  prevent,  aa  far 
as  possible,  his  betraying  any  thing  further  to 
occasion  him  regret.  She  bad  also  another 
motive — to  make  him  as  much  at  ease  as  possible 
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before  her  father  arrived,  for  fear  the  latter  should 
see  any  thing  in  his  manner  towards  her  to  alarm 
him. 

Montfort  had,  in  truth,  looked  forward  total* 
first  meeting  with  no  small  dread,  for  be  felt  thai 
all  his  schooling  had  not  given  him  the  least 
command  over  himself.  He  recollected  that  Mam 
had  sometimes,  when  her  feelings  were  mnch 
moved,  put  her  hand  into  his  without  speaking. 
Now  this,  when  they  were  alone,  he  could  barely 
get  through  with  propriety;  but  with  her  father 
looking  on,  it  would  have  been  "ruin  upon  rain." 
But  the  same  fears  on  her  part,  and  a  little 
thought,  had  saved  them  from  all  he  thus  dreaded. 

Maria  had  jugt  said,  "  Even  now  that  I 
safe    with   that  father  whom    I    never   thought 
to  see  again,  you  will  never  hear  me  thank 
for  all  you  have  done  for  me  !"  and  Montfort 
just  time  to  reply,  "  Does  not  your  even  hinting  at 
such  a  thing  almost  approach  to  a  breach  of  01 
contract  of  confidence?"  when  the  Emperor  enl 
Montfort    soon    found     how    much    he 


ha-,  woatd  never  matt  wnhoat  form,  fm 
only  had  ha  Men  her  alone,  bat  mow 
dinner  warn  -m  prima  aa  it  waa  pbaa.  Oa 
gre y -haired  aerraat  brought  i»  the  few  dia 
whiah  it  eowaiited,  hot  did  not  itmm  m  the 
Mam  mid  to  Montibrt,  aa  they  sat  tow*, 
cmg  at  the  table,  "Doyoa  think  nan  * 
enough  for  oa  ?  Bat  we  asastagrec  mot  to  U 
father  a  word  about  oar  oatrageoo*  appetite! 

"  What  is  that?"  said  the  Emperor ; 
not  to  tell  me  something  ?  1  must  know  every 
thing,  that  I  may  be  able  to  judge  bow  my  girl 
behaved,  and  may  scold  her  if  she  was  an  unrea- 
sonable coward — for,  thank  Heaven !  1  feel  that  1 
could  scold  her  now,  although  a  little  while  ago  1 
thought  I  should  never  be  able  to  scold  again,  if 
she  came  back  to  me." 

The  father  and  daughter  looked  at  each  other 
as  if  they  would  have  preferred  a  kiss  to  all  the 
dinner  that  was  before  them,  but  they  could  not 
very  well  get  up  in  the  midst  of  it  for  that  purpose. 
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Montfort  replied,  "  I   do  not  think  you  willhatt 
much  to  scold  about." 

Oh,  but  I  must  judge  of  that  myself,  by  hew- 
ing the  whole  story  from  beginning  to  end  from 
you,  as  soon  as  dinner  is  over ;  for  in  the  little  that 
Maria  has  had  time  to  tetl  mc,  she  has,  of  course, 
made  herself  out  a  heroine." 

When  dinner  was  over,  they  drew  two  small 
sofas  close  to  the  fire,  on  one  of  which  sat  Maria 
and  her  father,  their  hands  clasped  in  each  other's 
as  if  they  could  never  hold  fast  enough  wlial  earli 
had  dreaded  never  to  have  held  again;  and 
opposite  them  sat  Montfort,  looking  scarcely  le* 
delighted,  for  it  did  not  require  a  great  effort  U> 
make  him  forget  his  own  gloomy  future  in  llie 
present  happiness  of  her  whom  he  loved.  Could 
he  have  forgotten  the  having  been  alone  wid1 
Maria  amidst  woods  and  mountains,  he  wouW 
have  thought  this  the  happiest  evening  he  bad 
ever  spent  in  his  life. 

Thfl  Emperor  did  not,  in  a  posing  manner. 
bid    Montfort  begin   his   tale,  but  he  asked  ear* 
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some  questions,  which  drew  them  into  it ;  add  they 
then  went  on,  helping,  and  occasionally  correcting, 
each  other,  as  either's  modesty  interfered  with  the 
truth:  and  thus  hour  after  hour  Sew  away  unheeded. 

I  may  as  well  remark  here,  by  the  way,  that 
however  different  my  reader's  opinion  may  be,  this 
was  a  tale  the  Emperor  was  never  tired  of  hearing. 
Afterwards,  when  he  was  alone  with  Maria,  he 
made  her  tell  it ;  when  he  was  alone  with  Moot- 
fort,  he  made  him  tell  it ;  when  they  were  both 
with  him,  he  made  them  tell  it  in  concert: 
so  that  at  last  Maria  said  laughingly,  "  I  certainly 
will  write  out  my  version  of  the  story,  claiming,  of 
course,  as  great  a  share  of  praise  for  myself  as 
possible ;  another  person,  1  have  no  doubt,  will  do 
the  same ;  and  then,  if  you  please,  we  will  write  it 
together ;  so  that  you  can  have  it  to  read  in  every 
shape  and  form  whenever  yoo  please — I  only 
icgret  that  Li  is  not  learned  enough  to  give  his 
'  Notes  and  Observations.'" 

The  Emperor  took  her  joke  in  good  earnest,  and 
insisted  on  their  doing  so ;    and  it  is  from  these 


accounts  that  I  derive  this  true  history,  I  hate 
merely  to  observe,  that  where  Maria  and  Montfort 
arc  much  abused,  it  is  a  bit  of  my  own,  and  not 
found  in  the  original  documents. 

When  Montfort  came  to  that  part  of  the  talc 
where  Maria  had  shown  herself  upon  the  rock,  M 
save  his  life  at  the  risk  of  her  own,  the  Em  pew 
pressed  her  to  his  heart,  and  kissed  her  repeated!;, 
saying,  "  My  girl,  my  girl,  you  are  not  unwonht 
of  all  he  has  done  for  you  !  and  mark,  my  child 
how  promptly  Heaven  rewarded  a  good  act;  fw"1 
saving  your  protector  from  his  enemies,  you  doubt- 
less saved  your  own  life  !" 

He  hardly  felt  less  proud  of  his  daughter's  eon- 
duct  than  grateful  to  Montfort.  And  often  in  lit 
story  did  his  feelings  burst  forth  in  a  similar  W- 
yet  it  may  easily  be  supposed  that  neither  of  Ita" 
told  him  all  the  truth.  IS'eithercouId  tell  mm"* 
most  touching  parts  of  their  tale,  for  fear  4*" 
feelings  for  each  other  should  appear.  MonlfW 
could  not  speak  of  the  form  that  bent  before  h""' 
to  try  to  shelter  him  at  her  own  deadly  risk,  » 


the  moment  of  their  greatest  peril;  nor  conk) 
Maria  describe  all  Montfort's  anxiety  and  watch- 
fulness over  her  safety  I  but  they  told  enough  to 
make  the  father  happy  indeed. 

But  although  they  could  not  relate  every  cir- 
cumstance about  each  other,  there  was  one  on 
whose  affection  and  good  behaviour  both  could 
descant  without  fear — their  abseut  and  suffering 
friend  Li ,  nor  did  they  fail  to  do  so,  but,  bymerely 
telling  the  truth,  they  be-praited  Him  bo  much, 
that  the  Emperor  declared  they  should  all  set  out 
on  the  morrow,  the  instant  they  had  breakfasted, 
to  meet  him. 

The  happy  father  made  several  efforts  to  send 
Maria  and  Montfort  to  their  beds,  although  he 
said  he  hardly  knew  how  to  part  with  them  for  so 
long ;  but  they  both  assured  him  they  were  not  the 
least  sleepy  or  tired, — which  was  true,  for  the 
state  of  their  minds  would  not  allow  them  to  feel 
either. 

I  hare  already  spoken  of  Montfort's  happiness 
on  this  evening ;  but  Maria's  was  still  greater,  for 
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at  this  moment  the  future,  to  her,  was  as  nothing. 
She  only  thought  of  the  present — that  her  lover 
and  her  father,  the  two  beings  on  whom  all  her 
deepest  affections  were  placed,  were  with  her,  and 
evidently  attaching  fast  each  to  the  other.  Al 
length  her  father  said,  "  If  you  are  not  tired,  you 
ought  to  be  ;  and  you  must  both  go  to  bed  imme- 
diately." 

Maria  expressed  her  fears  that  she  might  not  be 
able  to  sleep  in  a  common  bed,  and  said  to  Mont- 
fort,  "  If  I  find  that  to  be  the  case,  you  must  get 
me  my  bed  of  leaves  again  to-morrow  night  The 
worst  night's  rest  I  had  in  all  our  wanderings,  wa» 
that  in  which  1  slept  in  the  shepherd's  bed." 

To  herself,  Maria  accounted  for  her  want  of  rest 
then  rather  differently — "  Because  it  was  the  only 
one  in  which  she  did  not  sleep  under  Mont  fort's 
immediate  care  and  protection." 

When  Montfort  stood  up  to  go  away,  the 
father,  alter  he  had  shaken  bis  band  rather  tike  a 
ploughman  than  an  Emperor,  put  Maria's  into  it, 
saying,  "  You  have  one  boon  more  to  grant  this 
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giri— tobeaskindebrotherandnuthrul  a  friend  to 
her  under  her  present  circumstances,  as  yon  were 
when  you  hourly  risked  your  life  to  prove  yourself 
such ;  and  I  im  tore  yon  will  not  find  onr  little 
Paolo  lew  worthy  of  it  now  than  then." 

Montfort  could  only  My,  "  Good  night !  Heaven 
bleal  yon  both !" 

The  Emperor  waa  not  the  least  surprised  at  this 
rather  abrupt  and  unceremonious  speech,  and 
Maria  was  only  astonished  that  he  acquitted  him - 
self  so  well :  as  a  reward  for  which,  she  returned 
bis  shake  of  the  hand  still  more  warmly  than  she 
would  otherwise  have  done. 

It  may  be  imagined  that  Montfort  went  back 
to  his  apartment  to  torment  himself  again.  No 
■nch  thing :  he  got  into  bed  immediately.  But  as 
he  eyed  the  sumptuous  thing  prepared  for  him  to 
repose  on,  he  could  not  help  thinking  of  a  much 
more  homely  couch,  but  one  from  which  the  form 
of  her  he  loved  would  only  have  just  removed  to 
make  way  for  bis  own. 


CHAPTER   IX. 


a  m  hk«  aaaU  bit,  that  *a  ™rity  of  it  ia  ia  (tnag 
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publicly  announced  by  the  mutators;  and  it  m 
only  from  a  feeling  that  a  father  and  daughter 


neeting  under  audi  circumstances  should  not  be 
broken  in  upon,  that  they  were  then 
demanding  to  tee  their  young  favourite.  Fi 
daybreak  this  morning,  however,  the  crowd  had 
been  fast  collecting,  and  now  nonsiitcd  of  nearly 
the  whole  moveable  population  of  the  capital. 

Bat  although  all  knew  the  Queen  had  escaped, 
they  had  many  different  ways  of  telling  the  story. 
The  version  most  generally  believed  was,  "  That 
she  had  been  delivered  from  prison  by  a  favourite 
dog,  which  had  destroyed  nearly  a  whole  detach- 
ment of  soldiers  who  attempted  to  retake  her ; — 
that  she  had  been  followed  by  a  young  officer,  wbo9 
after  tracing  her  by  her  particularly  small  foot- 
mark for  five  days  and  five  nights,  running  all  the 
time,  and  neither  eating,  drinking,  nor  sleeping, 
had  at  length  discovered  her  in  the  etmost  dis- 
tress, and  preserved  her  and  her  faithful  dog  from 
starvation  by  catching  wild  goats  for  them.  There 
was  also  something  about  their  all  living  for  three 
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been  wounded,  bat  that  the  man  had  aimed 
with  the  Young  Queen  :  now  it  was  very 
erides*  that  a  dog  woanded  so  badly  a*,  ta  he 
obliged  to  bo  brought  on  in  a  fitter,  <oaM— tpoa 
etMyeatta  wild  g«ata;  therefore  Hnaarths^  been 
the  nan  who  did  it.  This  waa  aach  a  dear  oaaft, 
that  the  exploit  waa  anaatmooalj  toanafcriedVftoto 
the  fonnerto  the  latter: — no  one  darpatnd  it  for  a 


While  these  matters  were  going  on  —Hide  hii  win- 
dow, Montfort  received  a  message  to  say  the  Qoeen 
was  already  op,  and  only  waited  for  the  Emperor 
to  be  dressed  for  them  to  show  themselves  to  the 
people,  and  that  he  alao  was  called  for.  Montfort 
did  not  nmch  like  the  thought!  at  first  of  being 
led  out  as  a  show  ;  but  he  said  to  himself,  with  a 
•mile,  in  which  there  was  no  little  aelf-coneeit, 
"If  I  will  go  rescuing  princesses  and  qoeeiu, 
(God  bless  her!)  I  must  take  the  consequences 
ofH." 

Maria,  by  a  little  management,  contrived  to 
meet  Montfort  again  without  any  other  person 
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being  present — not  that  she  would  have  been  the 
least  afraid  of  him  after  his  good  conduct  last 
night ;  but  by  it  their  meeting  was  so  much  more 
satisfactory  to  both  parties. 

"  Well,"  said  she,  as  they  met,  "  could  yuu 
sleep  before  it  came  to  your  usual  time  to  give  up 
watching  f™ 

"  I  must  either  tell  a  story  or  confess  that  I 
did,"  replied  Montfort. 

"  Ah !  I  could  not  sleep  after  it  was  my  time  to 
have  taken  your  place  :  that  shows  who  will  for- 
get first.  However,  although  it  was  very  in- 
proper,"  continued  she,  smiling,  "  I  will  not  abust 
you  for  it,  as  you  must  have  required  it;  and  I 
should  certainly  have  abused  you  if  you  had  net 
done  so.  But  as  you  slept  so  well,  I  do  not  think 
you  should  have  been  so  lazy  as  to  require  me  to 
call  you." 
"  You  call  me !  "  said  Montfort,  with  a  stare. 
"Yes,  that  I  did — by  deputy.  But  what  • 
difference  all  this  finery,"  continued  Maria,  looting 
about  her,  "makes  in  usl     A  few  days  ago  « 
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should  neither  of  us  have  been  surprised  if  I  had 
done  it  in  person." 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  in  penon  now  I" 
asked  Montfort. 

"Oh!"  replied  Maria,  with  a  despairing  look, 
"exhibit  myself  to  the  people :  and  so  are  you, 
I  can  tell  yon ;  for  they  call  for  you  louder  than 
they  do  for  me.  Ton  are  beginning  already  to 
pay  the  penalty  for  having  become  a  public  cha- 
racter. What  a  pity  our  poor  wounded  friend  is 
not  here,  and  then  they  might  see  all  the  loons 
at  once." 

"  And  what  penalty  ought  yon  to  pay  for 
having  become  a  punster  '." 

The  Emperor  entered  whilst  Maria  was  speaking, 
and  after  kissing  her,  and  giving  her  a  pat  on  the 
cheek,  said,  "  My  dear,  naughty  girl,  does  not 
what  yon  are  so  unthankful  for,  show  the  people's 
love  for  you  V 

"  And  so  I  take  it,  my  father,"  replied  Maria, 
'  "  and  no  one  can  be  more  grateful  to  them  for  it ; 
but  I  fear  my  objection  to  public  exhibition 
i,  instead  of  my  getting  over  it." 


er.fii.,  iHgirJj 
albtbtit 
II  I  If   I  fcfc  kag 


Macs  iwm 
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shall  1  attempt  to  nourtray  that  pDaao  aliia. 
howtiiut  wtflrgM  ap,  ■■■■■ft  U  tmf  if  afp  — 
■»»oT»W»i-»t,»Hlit.liWiti  -it»a|> 
mrnwakl;  fcrl  aerer  ea>  loaaj  dncat  •>•»•*  of 
the  MM,  ■»«»  «w.oaJiaHtl.»^il«li>i 
«w»ia»  li.ii  Hi  I  hat,  laniilliift  Im,  nl  tat 
aMsaarf  (be  hedge  tkeaM.     Bt.la,  «■! 


pert,  however  Recently  it  mt  he,  haw'  tMWHt 
f  have  me-qeeeoed  mj  sweet  Hem  ee  awh  as 
poeoiMt  as  much  even  as  she  cowH  bate  deawed 
— have  taken  her  away  from  that  art  which  was 
-no  part  of  her,  and  have  given  her  back  to  her 


that  he  had  better  look  to  his  iatpenal  crown,  Car 
if  he  continues  to  behave  aa  well  as  he  has  dear, 
and  I  to  like  him  as  much,  he  will  soon  be  ao 
Emperor  with  me. 

But  notwithstanding  their  tastes  for  auaaaaatv 
were  similar  to  my  own,  (which  is  most  reamed,) 
it  was  remarked  that  the  members  of  this 
natty  were,  either  by  design  or  accident,  car- 


*;!*•■*• 


d  to  liw 
Bade  toiwairten,  not  uq 
"«f  the  state,  fortbey.of 
.-jook  vac  <hn  far  other  things— bat  tboa 
vau  mm  atcMHed  tben  connected  with  shoWi 
amMaa  i  i  dan  to  her  father,  who  rid 
fcer  «  *aa  wl  il  by  n  to  cooausbthiiee 
annr  Msntiatm  that  be  bad  inch  (broil 
MM—  uun  do.  Poor  people !  the;  often 
WMok  x  &  bad  aaner  to  keep  the  father  ud 
lwa^biLi  ndw  ear  sort  of  bonmde  upon  itatf 
aqtrite  scandalized  *t 
They  voald  then  eonaole  thw 
■$    to  each  other,    "Extremely 


tmndjfcaA  J«a„«rfbt  which  her  mccH«  had 
|lmyi  won  before  her;   and  to  her  net  sanng 


..I -think  if  Moatfart  had  heard  these  hat  two 
ftwpomSiom  made,  he  woold  have  annihilated  the 
asUiqawLted  piece  of  nobility  with  a  look.  "What! 
to  piaster  and.  grease  the  baannfal  hair  which  ha 
had  touched  with  aa  much  lore  aad  awe  aa  a 
votary  does  some  saintly  ehrine?  one  lock  of 
which,  waa  cradled  in  his  boaom,  only  to  be  given 
op  with  the  life's-blood  of  the  heart  that  beat 
beneath  it  X  To  daub  over  the  rosea  of  the  cheek 
he  had  gazed  upon,  until  he  thought  the  sunset 
hues  an  unmeaning  blank  1"  I  really  would  not 
have  answered  for  the  old  lady's  life  !  A  thunder- 
bolt w,  to  be  sure,  an  awful  thing,  but  nothing  to 
the  look  that  would  have  been  launched  at  her. 
Why,  the  father,  even,  waa  exceedingly  wroth 
when  the  atrocity  was  proposed  to  him,  although  I 
believe  an  earthquake  was  threatened  as  the  con- 
sequence of  his  refusal.     What  then  would  the 

lover  have  been  ? 
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This  subject  had  in  truth  been  discussed  with 
much  seriousness;  the  sticklers  for  it  declaring  4 
involved  the  safety  of  the  state,  and  those  asaiml 
it  (most  of  them  the  young)  maintaining  that  the 
state  had  better  run  alt  hazards  than  that  the 
loveliest  of  God's  created  works  should  be  bo  dis- 
figured. Maria  herself  was  the  only  person  who 
laughed  upon  the  subject,  all  the  others  thinking 
it  much  too  grave  for  such  levity.  She  said  to  her 
father,  "  Oh,  do  let  me  wear  it !  1  should  be  such 
a  funny  figure  !"  This,  however,  was  before  she 
was  in  love.  She  would  not  like  to  have  worn  it 
now,  except,  perhaps,  for  a  few  minutes,  just  to 
make  Montfort  laugh. 

The  reader  having  had  all  this  time  to  imagine 
the  scene  that  was  goiug  on — all  the  bowings  and 
smiles  of  the  great,  and  all  the  shoutings  ami 
blessings  of  the  little,  I  proceed  to  say,  that  the 
moment  breakfast  was  over,  the  party  went  W 
meet  Maria's  second  champion — which  meeting, 
to  the  great  joy  of  all  those  concerned,  took  place 
about  thirty  miles  from  V .     Li  was  awake 


iad  it  is  eat  wf  any  passat-,  mwrk  as  I  hare  been 
accewtoaaed  to  h*en  the  very  pest  dog  society  aa 
feet,  the  first  ebeka  -to  picture  bis  dnaab  defcght 
etseaaagthcu. 

i.J"  Oh,  my  own,  own  Li!**  Mid  Mam,  "did  yew 
thank  yon  friends  bad  deserted  yoa!  Kwr, 
never  again  whilst  we  lave,  shall  we  be  nuartud 
as  long  if  1  can  help  it." 

<  -To  Montxxf  s  caresses  Li  answered  newly  as 
kindly  as  to  Maria's;  but  when  the  Emperor 
hugged  him  and  said,  "  Oh,  Li,  bow  shall  1  ever 
make  you  understand,  that  to  yon,  too,  do  I  owe 
the  life  of  my  child  ?"  he  looked  at  him  as  if  he 
thought  it  rather  familiar,  although  he  did  not  say 
any  thing. 

The  dog  was  so  much  recovered  that  they 
broaght  him  back  in  the  carriage  with  them, 
Maria,  as  usual ,  sitting  with  his  head  in  her  lap : 
at  which  Li  looked  as  if  all  he  had  undergone  for 
ber  was  overpaid — and  at  which  Montfort  might 
bate  been  envious,  but  that  he  recollected  his 
own  wounds  in  her  defence  had  been  rewarded  by 
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"  Upon  arr  ham,  ikx  mm  m*  mt  ri 
lank!"— whm  Mnii  fat  M  feepe 
t-rcr  into  U •  k»e cmc,  mi  mtmmmt 


How  I  *o-«  H*  to  pal  ■»  cm  " 
Bit  the  Efcwr— i  too  •MfH- 

Uke notice <rf— y  th»g  l  lUiuiiiwij  ; 
The  ii  — ■■■■■li tvtmhmjrm,* 

Me  happy  tWm  the  Lm  \m  mm 
m  of  too  »c  lew  a  cntfaraeli  •■h 
it,  far  they  had  not  yet  iwwwi  m 
■pints.     I    hsTe  been   too  nd   md    i 


IK  thi  Torwi  grru. 

amelf  of  late  to  like  any  thing  of  a  sombre  bat  *c 
Ah  moment.     I  therefore  skip    to  the  i 
nane  from  that  I  am  bow  speaking  of;  v 
Van  showed  more  of  that  art  of  which  her  p 
afly  k»w  thought  bet  incapable. 


t  phonhr  hew,  but  which  the  saw  i 
rd  aad  embarrassed  Montfort.  This 
snight  not  perhaps  have  observed,  but  * 
his  face — alas  !  for  her,  poor  girl ' 
sply  not  to  detect  it ;  and,  as  "con- 
i  snake  cowards  of  us  all,"  her  con- 
fright  lest  it  should  be  saaieduef 
snake  Mootfort  betray  himself.  &" 
instantly  said,"' 
h  have  been  more  praised  in  the  last  thf« 
aaa  eeer  was  heroine  since  the  time  of  Jw 
u laaat;  bat,  nevertheless,  I ai 
m  gaai  came  to  be  so,  for 
Vat  as*  even  been  mentioned 
whe  coasd  hare  meutioned  it,  am 
stood  in  the  way  of  my  d 
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it  myself.  But  it  is  quite  shocking  to  think,  that 
envy  of  another'.-  fame  is  not  always  confined  to  the 
mean  breast,  but  that  even  those  who  have  them- 
selves done  great  actions  are  capable  of  feeling 
it — as  it  is  Baid  Faliius  Maximus  envied  Scipio." 

Montfort  himself  was  at  first  puzzled  to  kaoir 
what  Maria  meant,  but  by  degrees  his  face  assumed 
an  expression  which  showed  be  was  aware  in 
should  be  well  laughed  at,  and  have  to  join  in 
the  laugh  against  himself  too. 

"  Well,  Maria,"  said  her  father,  "  you  seem  to 
have  such  a  proper  sense  of  your  own  merits  in 
the  afiair,  that  I  do  not  think  your  modesty  will 
stand  much  in  the  way  of  your  relating  it — so 
suppose  you  give  it  to  us." 

"  Oh  !  I  am  quite  ready  to  tell  it ;  for  1  perceive 
that  one  may  have  too  much  modesty  for  such 
an  envious  world  as  this ;  but  1  fear  that  a  certain 
pence  may  not  like  to  hear  the  subject  mentioned, 
Mae  moat  purposely  have  avoided  it:  indeed,  I 
Ban  easily  conceive  that  a  hero  would  not  like  to 
acknowledge  he  had  been  obliged  to  seek  protec- 
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Lrown  away." 

iria  would  like  to  have  said,  "  How  can  you 
luch  an  abominable  story,  when  you  know 
you  not  only  encouraged  every  whim  of  mine, 
would  hare  walked  twenty  miles  to  have 
bed  the  very  idlest  of  them,  and  have  thought 
trouble  well  repaid,  if,  at  the  end  of  it,  I 
Id  have  enjoyed  one  good  laugh,  even  though 
m  at  yourself?  "  She  could  not  very  well  say 
is  in  a  look,  but  she  said  as  plain  as  she  could, 
i,  you  Btory-teller  ! " 

it  whatever  Maria  might  like  to  have  said,  the 

r  felt  more  obliged  to  her  father  for  any  one 

;.h   that   he   had   ever   before  made  to  her. 

ought  aha,  "  Montfort  will  know  that  1 

inly  merry  upon  an  occasion,  a*  he  has 


tioo  from  a  heroine,  who,  of  her  own  propu 
might,  defeated  the  dreadful  enemy  which  he  had 
run  away  from." 

Montfort  said,  with  an  air  of  resignation, "  1 
may  as  well  consent,  with  a  good  grace,  to  tin 
tale  being  told,  for  I  see  it  is  determined  that  mr 
character  shall  be  mined." 

Maria  then  related  the  scene  of  the  spider  md 
the  hollow  tree  with  great  glee  and  liumoc 
getting  up  and  skipping  about  to  show  her  ecu 
panion's  antics ;  for,  although  she  had  introduce 
her  story  from  a  different  motive,  yet,  when  wx 
she  had  begun  it,  her  spirits  made  her  enjoy 
heartily. 

The  Emperor,  although  he  felt  as  if  he  hardij 
ought  to  laugh  yet,  could  uot  help  doing  so  at  her 
tricks;  and  said,  "Oh,  Montfort!  you  have  not 
only  brought  nie  back  my  girl,  but  you  haw 
brought  her  back  unaltered — as  light-hearted  and 
laughing  as  ever !  but  why,  in  all  the  time  she 
has  been  with  you,  have  you  not  taught  the  mad-cap 
to  behave  better  than  to  quiz  her  elder  brother  ?  " 
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Montfott  replied,  "That  be  had  tned,  but  on 
dome  persons  the  best  example,  as  well  as  precept, 
was  thrown  away." 

Maria  would  bite  to  have  said,  "  How  can  you 
tell  such  an  abominable  story,  when  you  know 
that  you  not  only  encouraged  every  whim  of  mine, 
but  would  have  walked  twenty  miles  to  have 
gratified  the  very  idlest  of  them,  and  have  thought 
your  trouble  well  repaid,  if,  at  the  end  of  it,  I 
should  have  enjoyed  one  good  laugh,  even  though 
it  was  at  yourself?  "  She  could  not  very  well  say 
all  this  in  a  look,  but  she  said  as  plain  as  she  could, 
"  Oh,  you  story-teller ! " 

But  whatever  Maria  might  like  to  have  said,  she 
never  felt  more  obliged  to  her  father  for  any  one 
speech  that  he  had  ever  before  made  to  her. 
"  Now,"  thought  she,  "  Montfort  will  know  that  I 
am  net  only  merry  upon  an  occasion,  as  be  has 
already  often  seen  me,  but  that  it  is  my  habit  so 
to  be— that  I  am  quite  the  reverse  of  what  I  must 
lately  hare  appeared  to  him." 

And  many  other  days  flew  by  on  wings  as  bright 
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and  beautiful,  but  alas  !  as  flitting,  as  those  of 
the  unresting  bird  of  Paradise.  Montfort  grew 
hourly  in  the  Emperor's  eateem  and  affection  ;  in 
his  daughter's,  he  could  not ;  neither  could  she  m 
his,  for  the  vials  of  their  love  were  full.  If  he  saw 
her  in  a  new  situation,— that  of  a  dutiful  and  lov- 
ing child— and  saw  her  in  it  every  thing  he  could 
have  wished — it  did  not  in  the  least  raise  his  opinion 
of  her,  for  Buch  he  knew  she  would  be  ;  but  it  dtd 
somewhat  raise  his  opinion  of  himself,  for  whenever 
Maria,  by  word  or  deed,  or  even  look,  did  i 
thing  by  which  his  approbation  of  her  conduct 
should  have  been  excited,  he  merely  approved  of 
his  own  sagacity,  and  said  to  himself  in  an  ap- 
plauding manner,  "  There  •  I  knew  this  would  bf 
the  case  ;  I  knew  I  could  not  be  mistaken  in  her! ' 

However,  he  might  have  acknowledged,  wiuW 
doing  any  wrong  to  the  sagacity  he  was  so  proud  of 
that  the  sort  of  duty  Maria  showed  her  father  wi 
more  akin  to  his  own  way  of  thinking  than  he  eve 
had  expected  :  it  was  not  a  formal,  cold  obedient* 

commands,  for  when  any  such  were  ventured  fc 
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be  giren,  they  wore  not  unfreqneotly  disobeyed, 
himarrf  abused  for  ttodang  of  them,  end  perhaps 
his  can  polled  into  the  bargain ;  bat  there  mi  an 
uxiow  seeking  after  hi*  real  wishes,  and  an 
evident  amdaag  of  her  own  happineM  in  causing 
ha,  which  Montfort  thought  to  be  infinitely  better 
than  the  aaoat  correct— if  merely  correct— conduct 
ia  the  avnrH :  it  had  the  seme  superiority  as  the 
nwemag  into  the  very  spirit  of  a  law  haa  over  the 
to  the  words  in   which  it  ia 


One  evening,  after  Maria  had  been  amusing 
ar  her  whims  and  fancies,  both  of  those  who  loved 
an,  m  mncfa  as  she  had  delighted  one  of  them 
hf  ahswmg  the  feeling  I  hare  attempted  to 
amniac  above,  Montfbrtsat  by  the  fire  of  his  own 
■*nj,  mum,  when  they  had  retired  to  their  apart- 
■mat  far  the  sight.  He  continued  in  silence  for 
**at  time,  and  aught  have  been  thought, 
*J  *»  ■nense  look,  to  be  trying  to  discover 
■gams  m  the  fan;  bat  be  at  length  said,  as 
«*  he  had  jast  node  the  discovery,  "  I  can  think 


192  THE    YOUNO    QUEEN. 

of  nothing  but  her — I  can  feel  nothing  but 
joy  and  sorrow  seem  of  her  giving  ;  if  the  former 
meets  my  sight,  it  is  Maria  who  lifts  the  veil  froa 
what  was  before  hidden ;  or  if  gloomy   appre- 
hensions are  put  to  flight,  it  is  Maria  who 
before   me   and   scatters   them  with  her   saules: 
sorrow  I  only  know  when  she  is  not  present, 
can  see  nothing  in  life  bnt  her.     All  else  that 
bountiful  Creator  has  made,  is  a  blank  to  me, 
does  not  take  hold  of  my  feelings  in  any  way. 
me  she  is  the  whole  world,  and  every  thing  that  b 
in  it :  I  love  her  too,   too  much — more  than  a 
creature   should   love  another ! " 

It  would   have    been    very  difficult  to   ha< 
persuaded  Maria  of  this.     She  did  not  think  his 
love  one  bit  too  much,  and  she  was  cunvi 
she  paid  in  kind  most  equitably  for  every  atom 
it.     Her  thoughts  on  the  subject  wert 
he  is  a  fool  to  love  me  so,  but  be   only  gr 
me  back  what   I  give  him;  and  to  receive 
from  him  would  break  my  heart." 

But    it   must  not  be   supposed  because   tin 
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feelings  were  thus  extravagant  towards  each  other, 
that  they  had  equally  wild  idcii*  of  tho  happiuesa 
they  would  enjoy  in  that  life  which  their  thoughts 
naturally  always  dwelt  on,  if  any  impossible  fate 
should  bring  them  together:  no,  they  were  not  to 
much  the  fools  of  their  present  feeling*  an  thin 
comes  to;  indeed,  those  very  feelings  made 
against  their  being  so.  The  storm  they  were 
now  tossed  in,  caused  them  to  long  for  quiet — for 
peace,  and  a  "  sweet  trust."  They  did  not  heap 
op  for  themselves  disappointment,  by  imagining 
impossible  felicity  ;  nay,  their  very  wishes  reached 
not  beyond  a  humble  bound  —  to  go,  supporting 
and  supported,  along  a  path,  which  they  did  not 
forget,  that  all  who  had  passed  it  called  a  rugged 
one — with  no  greater  share  of  happiness  than  falls 
to  the  lot  of  many,  was  its  utmost  extent. 

But  Montfort's  mind  had  not  so  far  lost  its  proper 
tone  as  to  be  whollygiven  np,  even  for  the  few  hours 
he  sat  musing  by  his  fire,  to  that  which  I  ban 
allowed  to  tyrannize  over  mine  for  all  the  years  that 

VOL.  II-  1 
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I  liave  passed — speculating  in  fancy  do  *fc»l 
night  be,  instead  of  looking  at  what  •  ia.'  Ht 
was  not  contented  to  feed  on  that  which,  perhipi 
sweet  to  the  present  taste,  often  turns  to  worro- 
v,  i  nji  I ,  No  !  he  thought  of  his  present,  real  situa- 
tion ;  and  made  his  mind  grapple  with  it,  however 
loth  to  do  so;  and  formed  a  manly  resolution  in 
consequence  —  but  what  it  was  I  shall  not  tell  mi 
reader  until  he  chooses  to  do  so  himself. 

The  following  morning,  Montfort  sought  an 
opportunity  of  being  alone  with  Maria;  which 
she,  perhaps,  saw,  and  perhaps  thought  it  would 
be  a  pity  to  thwart — for  they  soon  were  alone. 

Montfort,  as  we  do  on  such  occasions,  talked  on 
every  subject  the  most  distantly  removed  from 
that  on  which  he  was  most  anxious  to  speak, 
until  Maria  began  to  think  he  need  not  have  leen 
no  intent  on  their  being  alone,  before  he  inform"! 
lier  that  the  weather  was  a  litlle  warmer  lo-da* 
than  it  had  been  yesterday. 

.At  length  the  secret  came  out.  Maria  happened 
to  mention  the  word  '  soldier.  ' — Montfort  cnitsht 
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at  the  expression,  although  not  in  a  very  Apropos 
manner,  and  said,  "  Do  you  think  I  am  fond  of 
my  profession?" 

"  How  can  you  ask  such  nonsense,  when  you 
are  aware  I  know  you  think  no  oilier  in  the  world 
can  be  compared  to  it  —  that  its  members  possess 
all  that  is  great,  and  nothing  that  is  little  in  our 


But  even  Maria's  smile  did  not  produce  its 
usual  effect ;  and  he  said,  with  an  unmoved  coun- 
tenance, M  And  you  think  I  am  right  to  have 
such  an  idea,  I  am  sure !  " 

"  Why,  you  know  1  never  find  fault  with  any 
one  for  being  in  earnest !  " 

"Then  the  most  kind  of  little  brothers,"  said 
Monitor!,  with  a  ghastly  attempt  at  a  smile,  "  will 
not  think  it  strange,  if,  under  existing  circiim- 
fttunces,  I  ask  leave  to  join  my  regiment." 

To  poor  Maria  it  seemed  as  if  all  the  functions 
of  ber  body  had  ceased  at  once; — her  heart  sank; 
her  blood  curdled  ;  her  tips  quivered.  A  sickness 
came  over  her,  and  she  felt  she  was  sinking  from 
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her  chair.  At  this  instant  she  heard  a  footstep 
approaching  in  the  gallery.  The  blood  rushed 
back  to  her  face  :  she  instantly  got  up,  said  » 
Montfort,  "Wait  here,  until  I  come  again,"  and 
left  the  apartment. 

Montfort  had  not,  however,  seen  all  this,  for,  as 
usual  on  such  occasions,  he  looked  any  where  bin 
at  her. 

In  the  bitterness  of  the  moment,  when  6rst  »lie 
was  alone,  Maria  felt  something  like  indignation 
that  Montfort  should  have  led  her  to  indirectly 
approve  of  his  determination,  before  he  mentioned 
but  she  quickly  acknowledged  that  it  must 
have  been  unpremeditated  on  his  part,  and  then 
she  wept,  even  in  the  first  burst  of  her  own  sorrow. 
lor  the  injustice  she  had  done  him.  "  Oh,  who 
shall  judge  another  kindly  if  I — if  one  over- 
whelmed with  obligations,  and  who  loves  as  1 
do — act  thus  cruelly  ?" 

From  its  effect  upon  her,  it  might  have  been 
thought  that  Maria  had  never  contemplated  this 
separation :     but    such    was    not   the    fact.      She 
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walked  hastily  up  and  down  the  room  once  or 
twice.  "  I  said  I  was  prepared  for  this,  for  1 
knew  it  would  come  :  but  how  do  1  show  it  ?  Yet 
I  believe  I  was  as  much  prepared  as  I  ever  should 
have  been.  But  I  will  prove  to  him  I  am  not  un- 
worthy of  the  love  of  the  noblest- minded  being 
upon  this  earth.  However  much  my  heart  may 
rebel,  1  will  never  ask  him  not  to  do  what  he 
thinks  his  honour  calls  upon  him  to  do — No!  not 
it'  I  die  for  it.  There,  I  am  prepared — as  much 
as  1  can  be." 

The  instant  the  intruder  was  gone,  she  came 
forward  to  him,  and  said,  "  Will  you  make  me 
one  promise  ? " 

«  I  will  if " 

"If  what  V 

"  If  my  honour—" 

"Can  you  think  I  would  ask  you  to  do  any 
thing  against  your  honour  ? — I,  who  do  not  even 
ask  you  to  stay  V 

"Oh,  no!  but  — —  " 


'  But  what 
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"  I  do  Dot  know  !  say  on  what  I  an  to  do— fir 
it  cannot  be  wrong  if  you  ask  it." 

**  I  do  feel  worthy  of  that  speech.  Yob  bt« 
sand  my  life:  it  is  the  least  thing  you  ban 
done  for  me.  One  who  is  so  generous  must  him- 
self be  grateful ;  therefore,  you  will  understand 
srr  feelings.  I  call  yon  my  brother;  and  my 
satbercalls  you  his  son.  These  are  no  mere  words; 
they  have  a  meaning.  Will  you  promise  as, 
therefore,  always  to  think  that  our  happiness  im 
BMcfc  involved  in  your  fate  as  if  you  wen  trait 
the  son  of  that  father — and  of  that  mother,  whom, 
alas !  I  shall  know  for  the  first  time  when  I  meat 
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makes  agaiost  your  honour;    but,  short  of  that, 
I  ii-k  you  to  bear  in  mind  whose  fates  hang  upon 


"  Dear,  dear "  said  Montfort,  and  stopped. 

"  Why  not  Maria  ?"  added  she. 

¥  Dearest  Maria!  then,  I  do  promise  this!  but 
it  does  not  mean  that  where  my  conscience  tells 
me  tt  is  right  to  hazard  those  under  me,  I  should 
nut  lead  the  way  myself." 

'*  1  never  will  ask  you  to  act  unworthy  uf 
yourself." 

"  You  are  a  noble-minded  girl !" 
"  Do  not  call  me  so!  1  do  not  think 
U  is  a  term  to  apply  to  a  woman— neither  do  I 
wish  for  it — much  less  deserve  it ;  for  wbeu  I 
seem  to  act  a  nobler  part  than  common,  it  is  done 
with  fear  and  trembling,  and  a  truly  i 
heart." 

Muntfort  was  about  to  reply,  when  Mann  was 
again  started  with  a  noise  in  the  corridor,  but  they 
quickly  recognised  what  it  was. 

Our  friend  Li  had  now  got  well  enough  to  walk 
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about ;  and  where  be  chose  to  walk,  there  He 
might  walk  ;  for  who  shall  dare  to  say  "  Nay  "  h 
a  dog  in  power  ?  and  he  was  at  present  hobblm^ 
about  in  search  of  Maria. 

When  he  came  in  and  found  both  his  fellow- 
fugitives  together,  he  was  doubly  delighted. 
but  his  delight  was  not  shared  by  Maria,  for  sht 
naturally  thought,  "  if  he  would  ever  again  h»?e 
the  same  cause  for  gladness." 

Nor  was  this  the  last  trial  her  feelings  were  ex- 
posed to  by  her  unconscious  favourite ;  for  when 
she  was  leaving  the  room — not  daring  to  trust  her 
self  to  speak  more  at  present — he  evidently  wanted 
Montfort  to  go  with  her,  and  thought  it  strange 
that  he  did  not  do  so  as  usual,  for  he  limped  from 
one  to  the  other;  and,  when  he  was  following 
Maria,  looked  back  in  Montfort's  face  and  whined, 
not  wishing  them  to  part.  There  was  s 
thing  in  his  moan,  too,  hollow  and  unearthly. 
as  if  he  had  seen  a  ghost,  that  might  well  be 
allowed  to  have  an  effect  on  Maria's  already  over- 
strained nerves.     When  she  got  to  her  room,  she 
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'  Oh,  Ij  !  Li !  we  have  a  worse  parting 
than  this  to  look  forward  to  ;  and,  then,  there  i* 
only  one  who  can  tell  if  ever  we  shall  meet 
again  !" 

Montfort  immediately  mentioned  the  subject  to 
the  Emperor,  who  said,  "  I,  as  a  man,  can  enter 
into  your  feelings,  but  you  will  find  it  harder  to 
make  Maria  understand  them.  However,  I  even 
must  confess  that  although  I  have  promoted  you 
into  Maria's  own  regiment,  I  would  not  allow 
il  to  be  mentioned  to  you,  for  fear  it  should  have 
put  tliis  idea  into  your  head,  which  I  did  not 
wuh  should  be  the  case ;  because  I  am  sure  there 
will  be  no  service  which  it  would  be  of  advantage 
for  a  young  soldier  to  see,  and  therefore  we  shall 
be  separated  to  no  purpose.  Nevertheless,  I  must 
not  allow  myself  to  object  to  your  doing  as  you 
wish  :  and  with  respect  to  your  advancement, 
civil  and  military,  you  know  that  our  power  is 
yours;  but  as  Maria  of  course  claims  to  be  your 
most  intimate  friend,  I  must  make  her  consult  you 
on  this  subject. — One  thing,  however,  you  must 
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never  think — that  we  can  ever  entertain  the  idea 
of  its  being  in  our  power  to  recompense  you  for 
what  you  have  done  for  us.  Oh,  Montfort,  if  I 
gave  you  my  throne,  it  would  only  show  my  ineb- 
riation, but  not  my  ability,  to  repay  you  for 
restoring  an  only  child." 

Bitter  to  their  feelings,  and  made  bitterer  still 
by  their  concealment,  was  their  parting  :  but  why 
should  I  dwell  upon  it,  when  it  is  light  indeed 
compared  to  that  which  is  behind  !  Sorrow* 
approach  that  will  not  be  denied,  and  then  I  must 
speak  out,  and  tell  my  tale  of  woe  ;  but,  whilst  I 
can  do  so,  T  will  pass  lightly  over  that  which  doth 
offend  me.  How  very  pleasant,  if  in  the  story  of 
real  life,  one  could  do  the  same  ! 

Pass  we,  then,  all  the  hideous  fancies  Mum 
conjured  up  at  the  thoughts  of  the  danger  he 
lover  was  again  to  meet ;  pass  we,  too,  that  lover 
fancy,  of  every  thing  hideous  being  concentrated 
in  one  thought— parting  from  Maria.  On  iht 
third  evening  from  that  on  which  he  had  htst 
ventured  to  mention  the  Bubject,   Montfort  hud 
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|oumd  the  army  ;  where  we  will  leave  him  for 
ft  time. 

This  separation  drew  those  left  behind  still 
closer  together.  The  father  and  daughter  could 
not  bear  to  be  apart ;  but  when  of  necessity  they 
were  so,  Maria  sat  hour  after  hour  in  her  own 
apartments,  with  her  arms  about  Li's  neck,  and 
her  soul  far,  faraway.  Her  feelings  seized  upon 
him.  because  he  had  been  so  much  with  her  when 
Mont  fort  was  present.  She  therefore  seemed  to 
fancy  him  a  link  between  them,  and  never  willingly 
let  him  out  of  her  sight. 

But  her  greatest  consolation  was  to  see  the 
progress  Montfort  had  made  in  her  father's  re- 
gards. He  seemed  never  to  be  out  of  his 
thoughts ;  and  she  had  only  to  induce  him  to 
speak  at  all,  to  make  him  speak  on  the  sole  sub- 
ject she  could  bear  to  hear  j  and  which  she  was 
thus  fortunately  freed  from  ever  herself  being 
forced  to  introduce. 

Maria's  most  sad  and  pensive  moments  were 
those  she  was  obliged  to  pass  in  society.     She 
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then  fled  away  to  the  world  of  memory  and  fancy 
for  refuge.  Her  soul  did  not  live  in  the  giy 
throng  around  her.  Instead  of  courtly  sights  and 
sounds,  she  saw  the  hazel-boughs  waving  above 
her  head,  and  heard  the  breeze  whisper  through 
the  leaves  and  mingle  with  a  sound  still  sweeter 
to  her  ear — her  lover's  breathing,  as  he  slept 
beside  her,  and  beneath  her  care.  From  the 
splendour  around  her  she  would  turn  away  with  a 
disgust  which  it  was  hard  to  conceal,  and  lean 
against  a  window,  looking  out  upon  the  green 
trees  for  consolation.  Every  leaf,  every  flower, 
put  her  in  miud  of  something  they  had  seen 
together ;  and  when  the  hollow  gale  swept  by 
with  its  spirit-;/  sound,  did  she  love  to  think  of  the 
rough  blast  of  Heaven,  and  of  the  driving  n 
snow ;  for  then  rose  to  her  sight  the  form  she 
loved,  sheltering  her  from  the  beating  storm, 
utterly  regardless  of  how  he  exposed  himself  i 
its  fury. 

At  such  an  unfortunate  moment  was  Maria  oni 
awoken  from  her  dream  by  an  unhappy  pase,  vrbo 
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was  lent  to  tell  her  of  something  that  had  to  du 
mih  form.  Although  the  boy  was  one  of  the 
prettiest  little  fellows  that  ever  was  seen,  and 
Maria  quite  a  Grizzel  for  patience,  she  looked 
very  hard  at  a  large  lamp  that  stood  near  her. 

Far  be  it  from  me  to  insinuate  that  she  felt 
lempted  to  do  any  thing  so  unqueenlike  as  to 
throw  it  at  the  head  of  him  who  called  her  back 
so  pitilessly  to  sad  reality :  1  only  state  the 
fact,  that  she  looked  very  hard  at  it. 

However,  she  soon  replied,  in  her  kindliest 
tone,  "  Well,  say  I  shall  he  ready  immediately  ," 
but,  nevertheless,  she  did  mutter  to  herself,  "  I 
wonder  people  call  him  pretty  ;  in  my  opinion  he 
is  a  very  ugly  boy." 

Should  Maria  suffer  for  her  pettishness  with 
those  whose  souls  can  never  rise  above  this 
wretched  earth,  let  them  try  to  think  that  — 

"  Tiie  uld  woman  tosj'd  u]>  in  a  blanket 
Seventy  times  as  bigb  as  the  moon," 


lot  half  so  great  a  fall  as  the  hapless  wight, 


who,  having  been  soaring  in  the  dear  bright  tky 
of  fancy  and  romance,  plump*  suddenly  down  to 
the  dull  cold  world  of  reality.  "  The  world  wa* 
all  one  lamp,"  does  Lord  Byron  venture  to  say ; 
and  what  a  very  cold  hard  lamp  it  seems  at  such  a 
moment !  No !  The  change  was  nothing  so  great 
to  him,  who,  one  moment,  found  himself  hovering 
with  his  waxen  wings  a  thought  too  near  the  sun. 
and  the  next  popped  down  into  the  JEgean. 


CHAPTER  X. 


"  What,  pale  again  '. 
My  fear  hath  catch'd  jonr  fondaeM  :   now  I  at 
The  mjaterv  of  your  lonelineat,  and  find 
Your  *alt  teara'  head." 

BtUKtrftAI 


After  Mootfort  had  been  gone  for  some  time, 
the  Emperor  one  evening  entered  Maria's  apart- 
ments, where  she  was  alone,  and  found  her  in  her 
usual  attitude,  with  her  arms  about  Li's  neck,  and 
so  lost  in  thought  that  she  did  not  at  first  per- 
ceive him  ;  but  she  was  at  that  moment  thinking 
of  him,  and  saying  to  herself,  "  And  my  poor 
father  knew  not  that  he  risked  his  daughter's  life 
once  more  in  permitting  Mont  fort  again  to  seek 
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"Oh!"  strid  Maria,  hastily  and  without  tfwvarjrt. 
anxioos  to  speak  on  any  subject  in  order  to  cover 
her  little  contusions — "  no,'  indeed !  When  otir 
dangers  were  over,  I  was  always  in  good  spent*.*' 

"Were  yon?   And  what  made  yon  so  ?  * 

Maria  looked  more  silly  than  erer;  but,  after  a 
time,  said,  "  Oh !  yon  kitow  it  is  natural  to  be 
happy  after  escaping  great  danger,— and — and — 
and  every  step  brooght  me  nearer  to  my  own  dear 
father." 

"  Where  you  show  your  happiness  by  being  the 
most  dismal  little  thing  in  the  world.  Yon  have 
accounted  very  philosophically  Tor  your  spirits 
then,  but  that  does  not  explain  your  sadness  now." 
Here  the  Emperor  paused,  and  it  seemed  that 
some  idea,  which  might  have  wandered  in  bis 
mind  before,  had  come  back  to  it  with  additional 
force  whilst  he  was  making  this  speech ;  for  he 
continued  in  a  much  more  serious  tone — "  Tell 
me,  Maria  !  had  not  your  young  guide  more  to  do 
with  your  spirits  than  I  am  aware  of?  " 

Poor  Maiia  turned  deadly  pale,  but  did   not 
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answer  a  word.  Her  father  looked  at  her  wiih 
that  in  hia  countenance  which,  as  she  cast  i 
hurried  glance  at  his  face,  went  to  her  very  heart; 
and  his  simple  but  expressive  appeal  to  her  feel- 
ings of  "  My  child !"  completed  her  distress.  She 
felt  that  she  could,  on  the  instant,  have  laid  d<>*u 
hex  life  to  give  him  back  that  peace  of  mind  which 
he  now  must  needs  discover  was  lost  to  him  fur 
ever;  but  to  answer  him  one  word,  was  beyond 
her  power. 

When  this  silence,  which  was  too  much  fur 
either  to  bear  long,  had  lasted  for  a  moment,  her 
father  said  solemnly,  "Maria,  what  am  I  to  think  '.' 
Still  receiving  no  answer,  he  added,  "  You  roas 
use  no  deceit  with  me:  your  sainted  mother  never 
did  I" 

Maria  felt  a    choking  in  her    throat,  but  she 
shed  no  tears :   but   that  which   passed  over  h 
countenance  spoke  of   far  more  painful   (> 
than  tears  would  have  done.     Her  father,  even  In 
the  midst  of  the  anxiety  and  distress  which  had 
now  taken  possession  of  him,  felt  for  her,  and  6 
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■oothingly,  "Answer  me,  my  daughter,  and  I 
know  if  you  do  answer,  it  will  be  truly." 

"  Father!"  said  Maria,  at  length  bursting  into 
tears,  "  do  not  be  cruel  to  your  own  child  !" 

"And  do  not  you,  my  child,  be  cruel  to  your 
lather  *     End  this  dreadful  suspense." 

Maria  sobbed  out,  "  Now,  indeed,  I  feel  a 
mother's  loss." 

"  Thy  father  will  not  be  less  kind  to  thee,  girl !" 

"Oh,  I  did  not  mean  that!—  indeed,  I  did  not! 
But  I  could  tell  a  mother " 

"  What  you  dare  not  tell  a  father  !" 

"  Father  !  your  daughter  has  nothing  that  she 
dare  not  tell !" 

"  Then,  why  keep  uie  in  torture  V 

"This is  a  cruel  situation.  God  knows  I  would 
nut  willingly  have  done  any  thing  to  make  you 
unhappy — but  our  feelings— can  we  always  com- 
mand them?" 

"  But,"  said  her  father,  much  moved,  and  kiss- 
ing her,  "  I  must  know  what  those  feelings  are. 
I "II  kM)  my  child!  and  end  my  agony." 
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as  it  was  now  decided,  "  I  think  I  tell  you  truth 
when  I  say  I  feel  less  miserable  on  my  own 
account  than  on  yours:  but,  oh,  my  father!  do 
not  let  your  love  for  your  unhappy  Child  hurry  you 
into  injustice  and  ingratitude  !  You  hare  nothing 
to  reproach  my  preserver  with — nothing  !  whatever 
blame  exists  must  fall  on  me  alone.  I  know 
that  I  am  unworthy  of  him — unworthy  of  the 
noblest-minded  being  that  ever  lived  ;  but  can  you 
not  find  some  excuse  for  me,  without  blame  to  one 
who  deserves  no  such  return  from  us  ?  Can  you 
not  think,  that  if  I  have  given  my  love  unwisely, 
I  have  not  given  it  unworthily  ?  Can  you  not  call 
to  mind  all  I  was  exposed  to — daily  and  hourly 
with  him  to  whom  I  owed  release  from  bonds 
and  death,  and  more  than  a  brother's  love  and 
kindness — on  whom,  and  on  whom  alone  1  had  to 
lean  for  support  in  so  many  perils !  Father,  I  do 
not  ask  you  to  judge  me  more  favourably 
than  I  judge  myself,  and  I  do  not  acquit 
myself  altogether;  but  I  do  ask  you  not  to 
be  unjust — I  do  entreat  you  not  to  let  one  feel- 
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ing  enter  your  noble  heart  of  which  50a  will  full 
surely  repent.  For  me,  1  blame  myself,  not  be- 
cause I  gare  my  lore  to  one  unworthy  of  it,  but 
became  I  gave  away  your  happiness  as  well  as  my 
own — if  that  can  be  called  giving,  which  I  could 
not  possibly  withhold." 

Whilst  Maria  was  speaking,  her  timidity  seemed 
lost  in  the  enthusiasm  with  which  she  defended 
her  lover;  and  there  was  something  in  her  tone 
that  her  father  could  not  interrupt,  although  he 
longed  to  repeat  a  question  to  which,  by  him,  1 
world  of  interest  was  attached ;  but  whco  sbe 
ceased  to  speak,  the  glow  of  her  spirit  was  gone: 
her  looks  fell  before  his,  she  shrunk   into  hsas| 
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*  You  will  despise  me  if  you  make  me  confess 

0 

all  my  weakness :  but  I  will  do  so,  for  perhaps 
it  is  my  punishment ;  and  it  is  justice  to  him  and 
to  you.  My  love  for  Montfort  made  me  observe 
him  too  narrowly  for  his  real  feelings  to  escape 
me.  At  first  he  treated  me  with  all  the  openness 
of  a  mere  friend  but  as  he  became  more  circum- 
spect and  guarded  in  his  conduct,  I  knew  full  well 
from  what  cause  it  proceeded ;  and  the  more  he 
tried  to  conceal  his  secret  from  me,  the  more 
plainly  did  I  perceive  it.  There  were  moments, 
too,  when  I  was  in  danger,  in  which  he  could  not 
command  himself  as  usual*,  although  he  thought 
he  was  unobserved." 

"  Then  I  am  clearly  to  understand  that  he 
never  tried  to  win  your  heart." 

"  I  do  not  know  how  to  answer  you,  father. 
He  could  not  help  showing  me  that  he  thought 
nothing  of  his  own  life  in  comparison  with  mine  ; 
or  even  with  my  comfort,  if  I  would  have  al- 
lowed it.  He  could  not  help  hourly  showing 
me,    that   no  other    thought  occupied  his  mind 
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except  my  safety  and  welfare.  But  this  I  have 
told  you  of  before.  He  could  not  help  his  no- 
bleness !  and  that  surely  wins  most  upon  my 
heart," 

"  Maria,  I  do  not  mean  this.  But  did  he 
never  try  to  win  your  affections  by  speaking  o' 
love  to  you,  or  telling  you,  or  hinting  to  you,  ol 
his  own  ?" 

"  Never!  He  never  seemed  to  say  any  thing 
tending  to  it  except  what  I  will  explain  to  you  s> 
truly  as  I  am  at  this  moment  able  to  do." 

Maria  then,  as  nearly  as  her  agitation  mold 
permit,  mentioned  all  that  Mont  fort  had  ever*i<l 
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do  such  judge  now,  even  bad  everything 
a  laid  as  bare  before  him  as  Maria  persuaded  her- 
slfwas  the  case.  She  at  length  found  courage  to 
lention  her  own  promise  to  Montfort  on  the  hut 
lay  of  their  being  alone,  and  how  she  had  stopped 
rim  from  saying  she  knew  not  what,  but  what  she 
eared  they  both  might  afterwards  condemn :  then 
ler  confession  was  complete,  and  she  felt  that 
Hie  was  awaiting  her  doom. 

It  was  not  the  vulgar  fear  of  puimtmient,  or 
loss,  that  hung  upon  Maria ;  but  n  far  worse  fear 
UtiMich  a  mind  as  her's — that  she  might  at  once 
forfeit  the  esteem  which  it  had  been  the  object  of 
bar  whole  life  to  attain — that  he  whose  appro- 
bation had  always  stood  with  her  next  to  that  of 
Wr  own  conscience  and  of  her  God,  might  con- 
deann  her  conduct.  Had  her  father  thought  her 
guilty,  bat  forgiven  her,  his  forgiveness  would 
bsnte^wen  bat  little  valued,  because  it  was  his 
good  opinion  she  prized  so  much,  that  all  else 
hoooald  give  or  take  away  was  as  nothing  com* 
pared  to  it. 

VOL.  II.  K 


Her  suspense  lasted  but  for  one  moment— in 
tlie  next  she  was  folded  in  her   father's    anus, 
nor  was  it  necessary  for  him  to  tell  in  wor 
what  his  feelings  were  towards  ber.     "  Father 
said  she,  as  soon  as  she    could    speak, — "hi 
I    deserved   this  goodness  ?      I    fear  not  '    I  ft 

*'  Yes,  my  child  !  thon  art  thy  mother  in  even 
thing,  and  I  never  doubted  it;  and  my  girl  i 
forgive  me  if  1  have  for  a  moment  been  unjust  lo 
that  dear  and  noble  deliverer,  to  whom,  uix 
Heaven,  I  owe  her  life.  But,  Maria,  are  you  si 
that  you  cannot  have  mistaken  his  feelings  towatd* 
you  t" 

"  I   fear,"  replied  she,  "  1   cannot  have  I 
so   candid   with   you  as   I   intended  to  be;  fix, 
if  I  had,  I  cannot  see  how  you  could  for  an  ins 
doubt  that  of  which  I  am  so  certain." 

But  her  unreasonable  father,  who  did  not  forge 
that  those  in  love  seldom  require  the  most  sain 
factory  proofs  of  what  they  so  much  wish  to  b 
true,  seemed  hardly  yet  convinced,  and  added, "  1 
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it  not  possible  your  own  heart  may  in  some  mea- 
sure have  deceived  you  ?" 

"  Father ! "  said  Maria,  turning  away  her  face 
covered  with  blushes,  "  I  know  that  he  loves  me." 

When  Maria  had  again  somewhat  recovered  her 
composure,  her  father  said,  "  I  am  not  unreasona- 
ble ;  I  do  not  expect  impossibilities.  Had  Montfort, 
loving  you  as  you  think  he  does,  ('  Now,9  thought 
Maria, '  he  gets  quite  disagreeable !  I  never  knew 
him  so  hard  to  be  convinced  before  ;  and  on  such 
a  plain  subject  too  ! ')  taken  advantage  of  your 
situation  to  try  to  win  your  heart,  it  would  have 
been  dishonourable.  But  as  he  did  endeavour, 
however  imperfectly,  to  command  and  conceal  his 
passion,  it  is  all  I  could  have  expected.  I  may  be 
forgiven  a  father's  pride,  too,  if  I  say,  that  I  well 
know  to  what  he  was  exposed  in  always  having 
my  girl  with  him,  and  in  seeing  her  in  situations 
calculated  to  show  him  her  inmost  soul." 

"  And  cannot  my  father  think  of  what  I  was 
exposed  to?"  repeated  Maria,  amidst  her  now 
comparatively  happy  tears. 
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"I  can,  Maria;  I  can  think  that  yon  had 
always  before  you  one  who  is  worthy  of  you—  Ma, 
much  as  I  value  you,  I  say,  quite  worthy  of  you  :— 
I  say  more,  the  only  person  I  ever  know  who  i> 
so — at  least,  so  am  I  fool  enough  to  believe. 
can  think,  that  you  saw  him  hourly  doing  that 
you  which  might — and,  perhaps,  should — haw 
*ron  your  regards  to  a  far  different  person." 

Here  Maria  looked  up  no  less .  astonished  than 
delighted,  for  her  father  not  only  seemed  to  ha' 
stolen  her  own  sentiments,  but  also  her  on 
enthusiasm  in  expressing  them.  He  hod  n 
however  finished  yet,  for  she  too  was  to  come 
for  her  share  of  his  praise  ;  and  he  continued 
"  But  ought  I  not  to  be  thankful  that  1  have 
child  in  whom  I  can  put  implicit  confidence,  an 
when  she  is  telling  a  tale  in  which  she  herself  is 
much  interested  1" 

From  any  except  a  parent  this  speech  won 
have  been  but  little  flattering,  as  it  mere 
amounted  to  saying  he  did  not  think  her  bi 
enough  to  tell  untruths ;  but  this  is  not  the  feelir 


THE   YOUHG    QITEKY.  221 

when  such  a  speech  is  made  by  a  father  or  mother. 
Earthly  parents,  if  I  may  with  reverence  say  so, 
seem  clothed  with  a  portion  of  the  dignity  and 
authority  of  the  heavenly:   so  that  approbation 
from  them  for  performing  the  duty  we  are  least 
likely  to  offend  in,  is  received  with  thankfulness, 
when  it  would  appear  the  reverse  of  praise  from 
an  indifferent  person.    Maria,  therefore,  took  this 
humble  commendation  with  as  much  gratitude  as 
if  her  father  had  made  her  out  to  be  possessed  of 
every  virtue,  and  said,  fi  All  I  love  conspire  to 
spoil  me — to  make  me  very  vain.     And  you  do  so 
when  I  am  hardly  reconciled  to  myself  for  my 
behaviour  towards  you." 

"  But  my  girl  must  be  reconciled  to  herself  I" 
And  here  followed  a  long  defence  for  her  of  her 
conduct  towards  her  father,  (the  sole  thing  6he 
could  fancy  there  was  the  least  necessity  for  de- 
fending, in  loving  such  as  Montfort,)  made  by  the 
only  person  who  had  a  right  to  be  her  accuser.  This 
attained  its  object  much  sooner  than  all  her  own 
reasoning  would  have  done,  although  that  would 
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have  succeeded  before  long,  for  she  was  not 
reality  nearly  so  much  displeased  with  herself, 
she  at  the  moment  fancied  she  was  ;  but  her  mind 
had  got  a  tendency,  for  a  time,  to  condemn  itself, 
from  her  father  having  taken  the  part  he  did,  hi) 
generous  confidence  seeming  to  be  set  in  opposition 
to  the  want  of  it  which  she  thought  she  had  shown, 
and  making  it  appear  worse. 

Besides,  Maria  was  both  criminal  and  judge; 
which  I  always  look  upon  as  an  advantage,  how- 
ever impartial  we  may  fancy  ourselves. 

This  was  perhaps  the  very  happiest  hour  that 
Maria  had  ever  yet  passed.  It  would  have  had  a 
rival — nay,  a  far  superior  still — had  the  first 
knowledge  of  Montfort's  love  burst  upon  her 
as  suddenly  as  had  now  her  father's  appro- 
bation of  it;  but  that  light  of  her  existence 
had  come  on  by  degrees — first,  a  rosy  dawn  ;  and 
then,  one  blessed  beam  after  another ;  whilst, 
here,  the  whole  flood  had  rushed  in  at  oner. 
Her  father,  at  length,  knew  all  she  had  so  much 
longed  to  tell  him;  and,  since  knowing  it,  had 
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given  her  his  greatest  praise — had  told  her  she 
was  like  her  mother ! — praise,  which  in  her  earlier, 
and — no,  not  happier  days ! — used  to  be  a  rich 
reward  for  a  great  deal  of  good  behaviour.  What- 
ever, then,  might  be  her  fate,  her  father  did  not 
condemn  her;  and  her  heart  at  that  moment 
seemed  to  tell  her  that  she  could  almost  be  happy 
in  his  approbation  of  her  passion,  and  her  lover's 
deep  return  of  it,  although  that  passion  should  be 
no  further  gratified. 

Some  such  speculations  as  those  of  Maria 
seemed  to  have  been  passing  in  her  father's  mind, 
but  with  a  different  result ;  for  he  said,  sorrow- 
fully, "  Maria,  my  unfortunate  daughter !  I  have 
long  been  tired  of  my  high  station ;  and  it  is  only 
that  it  never  before  called  upon  me  to  sacrifice  my 
feelings,  that  has  made  me  endure  it  thus  far. 
But  now  !  oh,  how  I  hate  it !  In  any  other  situ- 
ation, the  first  wish  of  my  heart  would  have  been 
to  have  gratified  the  wishes  of  those  I  love  best 
in  the  world ;  but  now,  what  can  I  say  ?  Nothing  ! 
Yes,  this  I  can  and  will  say — that  no  earthly  con- 


rttmo  nm 


296 


r  to  cheer  his  spirits,  for  every 

d  to  him  the  situation  of  his 

t  darker  colours.     He  reflected 

t  and  affectionate  disposition,  so 

and   receive   happiness;    and 

,  in  the  bloom  of  youth,  cut  oil 

t  of  earthly  blessings — the  enjoy- 

«t   love, — cut  off  from   that 

i  the  only  happiness  he  had  ever 

I  he  learnt  to  be  happy  in  the  hap- 

e  fate  now  caused  his  misery. 

2  of  their  conversation  iitl  the  "  not 

:  won  "  feelings  of  the    woman  were 

Maria,  by  her  father  saying,   "  That  he 

she  would  wish  Montfort  to  know  what 

passed  between  them,  as  it  would,  at 

e  him  as  much  satisfaction  as  it  had«ivcn 


it,  father,"  said  she,   in  a  fright  at  the  idea 
he  has  never  told  me  that  he  loves  me  !" 
it  if  you  do  not  doubt  his  love  V 
iubt — oh  !   I  as  little  doubt  his  love,  as  I 


224  THE   TOUHO    QUXBX. 

sideration  shall  ever  make  me  ask  my  child  to 
break  the  promise  she  has  rashly,  perhaps,  but 
honestly  made  ;  the  full  meaning  of  which  I  per- 
fectly understand." 

"  Bless  yon  !  bless  you,  my  father ! — and  I  will 
never  ask  yon  to  do  more !  "  said  Maria,  hanging 
about  his  neck ;  "  and  should  such  be  our  fate,  to 
be  for  ever  separated— which,  alas!  it  must  be 
— I  will  not  think  that  I  have  no  blessings  left, 
whilst  1  hare  your  approbation,  and  his  love,  but, 
will  pray  to  God  to  grant  me  life  and  strength  to 
make  my  parent  happy ;  for  what  other  father  in 
the  world,  in  your  situation,  would  hare  acted  by 
his  daughter  as  you  hare  done  by  t\ 
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means  in  her  power  to  cheer  his  spirits,  for  every 
moment's  thought  painted  to  him  the  situation  of  his 
beloved  child  in  yet  darker  colours.  He  reflected 
on  her  warm  heart  and  affectionate  disposition,  so 
c  alculated  to  give  and  receive  happiness ;  and 
then  he  saw  her,  in  the  bloom  of  youth,  cut  off 
from  that  greatest  of  earthly  blessings — the  enjoy- 
ment of  an  innocent  love,— cut  off  from  that 
which  had  formed  the  only  happiness  he  had  ever 
known,  until  he  learnt  to  be  happy  in  the  hap- 
piness of  her  whose  fate  now  caused  his  misery. 

In  the  course  of  their  conversation  all  the  "  not 
unsought  be  won  "  feelings  of  the  woman  were 
roused  in  Maria,  by  her  father  saying,  "  That  he 
supposed  she  would  wish  Montfort  to  know  what 
had  now  passed  between  them,  as  it  would,  at 
least,  give  him  as  much  satisfaction  as  it  had  given 
her.,, 

"  But,  father,"  said  she,  in  a  fright  at  the  idea 
of  it,  "  he  has  never  told  me  that  he  loves  me  !" 

"  But  if  you  do  not  doubt  his  love  V9 

u  Doubt — oh  !   I  as  little  doubt  his  love,  as  I 
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Who  that  has  ever  loved  does  not  know  the  tie- 
light  of  talking  oflove.  Maria  was  now  as  anxious 
to  tell  her  father  as  be  was  to  hear  all  the  i 
stances  of  Montfort's  passion  for  her,  which 
she  had  seen  in  spite  of  his  attempt  at  conceal- 
ment. 

She  sat  beside  him,  leaning  on  his  shoulder, t 
that  he  could  not  see  her  face,  and  related  ne&rif 
all  their  history  over  again;  and  it  is  surprising 
what  a  different  tale  it  seemed,  when  told  to  giw 
a  different  impression.  She  did  not  forget  to  dweli 
upon  the  lock  of  her  hair  which  she  had  seen  inl: 
bosom,  though  she  could  not  describe  half  of  ll 
sweet  sensations  it  had  caused  in  her  own. 

"And  now,  ray  father,"  said  she,  as  she  co 
eluded,  "  you  have  not  even  asked  me  my  niotiw 
for  concealing  this  from  you  so  long,  but  you  would 
not  be  able  to  judge  fairly  of  my  conduct  unless  I 
were  to  tell  you.  In  addition  to  the  reluctance  i 
woman  must  have  to  speak  of  her  love  for  one  whe 
has  never  actually  declared  himself  her  lover,  1 
felt  that,  situated  as  we,  alas !  are,  the  knowledge 
of  the  circumstance  could  only  make  you  unhappy. 
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Had  it  been  in  your  power  to  dispose  of  me  as  you 
thought  proper,  I  could  not  have  reconciled  it  to 
my  conscience  not  to  have  told  you  all ;  but,  under 
our  circumstances,  concealment  seemed  my  duty : — 
perhaps  I  mistook  it,  but  it  has  surely  been  the 
most  painful  duty  I  have  ever  attempted  to  fulfil ; 
and  the  more  painful,  because  I  always  doubted  if 
I  were  right." 

Soon  after  this  they  parted,  and  when  they  were 
bidding  €  good  night/  Maria  said,  "  Now  I  feel 
like  your  daughter  again — now  that  I  have  not  one 
thought  concealed  from  you." 

"  God  bless  you,  my  child  !  Whatever  may 
happen,  your  happiness  is  my  happiness ;  and  I 
can  know  no  other." 

The  second  evening  after  this  explanation 
had  taken  place,  Montfort  had  just  returned 
from  a  ride  with  a  young  light-hearted  bro- 
ther-officer, to  whom  he  had  taken  a  particular 
fancy,  he  hardly  knew  why — his  hair,  to  be 
sure,  was  nearly  the  same  colour  as  Maria's. 
His  new  friend  had  got  a  new  horse,  and  then 
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rode  him  for  the  first  time ;  which  Mootfort  ' 
very  glad  of,  as  it  occupied  his  attention  bo  much, 
that  he  was  left  as  completely  to  his  own  thoughts 
as  if  he  had  been  quite  aloue :  and  his  thought 
arranged  themselves  into  something  like  the  follow- 
ing order : — 

•'  Her  father  was  right  There  will  be  notmof 
done  here  worth  seeing.  The  rascals  won't  fight. 
But  it  was  a  good  excuse  for  leaving  her — and 
some  such  excuse  I  must  always  find  when  I  do 
leave  her,  for  I  must  never  let  the  warm-hearted 
girl  see  that  1  avoid  her — that  would  break  hei 
heart.  But  am  1  glad  that  I  found  such  excuse  ? 
Tis  useless  uttering  lies  to  myself!  Oh!  what 
misery  would  it  not  save  me,  if  every  hour  I  am 
no*  with  her— or,  at  least,  do  not  know  myself  ■» 
be  near  her— were  blotted  out  of  my  existence  '  ' 

Montfort  bad  just  got  off  his  horse,  and  stood 
at  the  door  of  his  tent  a  moment,  ostensibly  to 
listen  to  the  thousand-aud-ooe  directions  which 
his  friend  gave  to  a  perplexed  groom  about  the 
new  horse ;   but,  really,  to  lake  one  look  at  thai 
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sub,  juet  new  dipping  below  the  horizon,  which, 
that  day  month,  he  recollected  he  had  gtaed  at, 
at  the  same  inetant,  from  the  door  of  their  hot,  in 
other  company  than  what  wae  now  around  him. 
Hie  mating  was  broken  by  an  orderly,  who  rode 
up  to  say,  "  The  Commanckrnn-Chief  wanted 
him  immediately* " 

Montfort  wae  not  a  little  surprised  when  Connt 
Domberg  told  him  dispatches  wonld  be  ready  lor 
him  in  half-an-hour,  to  take  to  the  capital.  He, 
however,  made  his  most  soldier-like  bow ;  bat  the 
colour  which  came  into  his  face  at  the  thoughts  of 
seeing  Maria  again  so  soon,  the  rough  Count  rather 
mistook.  "  What?  you  don't  like  the  employ- 
ment ?"  said  be.  "  Well,  I  can  easily  fancy,  at  your 
age,  your  preferring  the  camp  to  the  court.  But 
I  must  send  you,  for  there  are  some  things  which 
I  want  you  to  explain  to  the  Emperor,  and  which 
you  can  better  do  personally  than  I  can  by  writ- 
ing :  besides,  you  need  not  be  afraid ! — there  will 
be  nothing  done  in  your  absence,  as  far  as  I  can 
guess." 
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When  Montfort  had  received  his  instructions, 
and  was  taking  his  leave,  ihe  Count  said,  "I 
hate  courts  myself!  but,  nevertheless,  1  love  the 
Emperor  and  Queen,  and  you  will  like  them  too 
when  you  have  known  them  as  long  as  I  have ; 
but  1  am  glad  to  see  there  is  no  chance  of  your 
being  spoilt,  for  you  are  fit  for  something  better 
than  a  courtier." 

Montfort  replied,  "That  he  was  certainly  rathet 
inclined  to  like  what  he  had  seen  of  their  Majesties, 
but  that  he  did  detest  a  court." 

The  Count  took  both  parts  of  this  speech  to  be 
equally  sincere,  and  was  so  pleased  at  their  senti- 
ments agreeing,  that  in  order  to  reconcile  him 
somewhat  to  being  borne  as  fast  as  horses  could 
carry  him  towards  the  being  he  loved  so  devotedly, 
he  said,  "  I  will  lend  you  a  carriage  of  mine.  You 
will  find  it  more  comfortable  than  a  hired  one ; 
but  you  must  send  it  back  to  me  if  the  Emperor 
should  detain  you." 

All  this  rapid  journey,  Montfort  was  laying 
down  most  proper  rules  for  his  behaviour — "  No .' 
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I  may  have  erred/'  said  he,  "  where  I  was  taken 
by  surprise,  and  had  not  power  to  think ;  but  I 
have  no  fears  of  myself  now  I  have  plenty  of  time 
for  reflection.  I  solemnly  vow  I  will  not  squeeze 
that  treasured  hand,  which  will  soon  be  placed  in 
mine,  however  winning  she  may  look,  one  bit 
harder  than  a  common  acquaintance  would  do; 
that  is,  I  must  be  a  little  warmer,  or  the  sweet 
angel  would  think  me  unkind  :  but  I  will  not  be 
too  much  so,  most  positively.  Then,  as  to  her 
dear  father,  I  am  determined  he  shall  never  find 
out  from  me  any  thing  that  would  give  his  noble 
heart  one  moment's  pain." 
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"  But,  either  it  mi  different  in  blood." 

Shampkiie. 
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tracted  his  mind  so  much,  that  shortly  before  his 
arrival,  he  had  given  up  attempting  any  thing  fur- 
ther, and  shut  himself  up  alone. 

As  soon  as  Montfort  was  announced,  he  was 
admitted,  as  he  had  anticipated  —  but  little 
had  he  anticipated  the  reception  that  awaited 
him. 

He  was  shocked  to  find  the  Emperor  looking  pale 
and  haggard,  as  if  from  anxiety  and  want  of  sleep, 
and  to  feel  his  hand  parched  and  feverish.  He 
also  observed,  that  although  he  received  him  even 
more  affectionately  than  ever,  there  was  yet  a 
restraint  about  him  which  he  could  not  understand  : 
the  fact  is,  the  Emperor,  although  an  emperor, 
was  a  very  bad  actor. 

As  soon  as  they  were  alone,  Montfort  asked  if 
the  Emperor  had  been  ill.  The  latter  replied,  "  I 
am  not  well ;  but— but  it  is  only  from  anxiety,  I 
believe.  Have  you  seen  Maria  yet?"  Which 
answer  made  Montfort  naturally  conclude  his 
anxiety  to  be  on  her  account;  and  he  was  so 
thrown  off  his  guard,  in  spite  of  all  the  resolu- 
tions to  command  himself   he  had  been  making 
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during  his  journey,  tliat  he  could  not  speak  lot 
alarm,  but  turned,  with  a  start,  a  look  of  doubt  and 
dread  upon  the  Emperor,  that  demanded  an  ex- 
planation more  forcibly  than  the  most  energenc 
words  could  have  done.  To  which  the  Emperor, 
perfectly  understanding  it,  replied.  "  Oh  !  I  did 
not  mean  that  she  was  ill :" — but  this  speech  vw 
followed  by  a  sigh,  which,  when  lie  was  speaking 
of  his  daughter's  health,  seemed  so  marvellously 
out  of  place,  that  it  perplexed  Mont  fort  more  and 
more. 

However,  to  the  Emperor's  second  question  u 
to  his  having  seen  Maria,  he  could  now  answer, 
and  he  said,  "  I  saw  her  as  1  passed  the  window* 
of  her  apartments." 

"  And  did  she  see  you  ?  " 

"  I  hardly  know;  for  her  Majesty  left  the 
clow  at  the  instant." 

"Majesty!"  said  the  Emperor  with  bitterness, 
half  to  himself,  "  Yes,  ill-fated  girl !  Tis  so, 
indeed !" 

The  father  had  by  this  time  seen  quite  enough 
of  Monlfort's  confusion  and  agitation  to  be  con- 
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viaced  that  his  daughter  had  made  no  mistake 
with  respect  to  his  feelings  for  her.  As  soon  as 
he  observed  the  astonishment  occasioned  by  his 
last  speech,  he  quickly  added,  taking  .his  hand 
kindly,  "  But  whilst  1  give  way  to  my  own  feel- 
ings, I  must  not  forget  those  of  him  to  whom  I  owe 
so  much  ;  yet  I  know  not  how  to  ask  what  I  matt 
ask,  so  as  to  spare  them.  Butthink,  my  dear,  dear 
Montfbrt,  whilst  I  am  speaking  to  you,  that  you 
have  to  answer  one  who  loves  you  better  than  any 
■  thing  on  earth,  except  her  whose  life  you  gave  me. 
I  know,  my  noble  friend,  that  you  undertook 
Maria's  rescue  in  a  purely  disinterested  and 
generous  spirit ;  but  say,  since  you  have  been  so 
much  together,  have  not  other  feelings  sprung  up 
for  her  V 

This  was  an  odd  way  of  quieting  his  feelings  ; 
and  such  a  soothing  effect  had  it  on  them,  that  no 
poor  girl  ever  trembled  more  at  mamma's  first  dis- 
covery of  her  first  love,  than  did  our  gallant 
soldier  now,  as  he  answered,  "  1  trust  I  have 
never  behaved  but  with  respect  towards  her 
Majesty." 


"  Majesty?  Ok,  do  not  torment  me  with  tint 
word  again!  I  apeak  to  you  of  the  girl  who«  life 
you  uered— of  my  daughter !  017  child !  do  roe 
love  hart" 

"  Ay !  u  eten  yon  cannot  lore  her.  But  I 
know  the  madnesB  of  it ;  and  no  other  mart*] 
ahonld  have  erer  heard  ma  stow  it  hat  yourself." 

"Montfort!  but  for  yon,  I  should  now  have 
been  childless ! — cut  off  from  eTery  earthly  tie ! 
You  brought  the  only  child  to  her  desolate  father, 
guarded  with  more  than  a  brother"*  love:  and 
what  return  does  my  cruel  fete  compel  me  to  sake 
to  you  for  such  a  gift  ? — A  life  of  unceasing  sunt*  ! 


The  violence  of  their  feelings  kept  than  silent 
foe  some  time.  At  length  Montfart  Mid  in  a  steady 
voice,  as  if  his  thoughts  had  in  this  tuna  fclhossad 
the  very  depth  of  his  woes,  sod  convinced  him 
that  there  wss  nothing  now  left  that  conkl  sgitsle 
him  further,  "  And  have  I  done  this  thing  to 
yon!  and  is  this  the  way  yon  treat  aw  far  it?" 

There  wss  saeh  concentrated  misery  in  what  he 
said,  and  in  his  manner,  that  the  Emperor  **t— — 
quite  alarmed  for  him,  and  strove  to  soothe  him 
by  saying,  "  What  you  have  done  for  my  happi- 
ness was  of  your  own  free-will — what  yon  have 
done  against  it,  was  not." 

All  Montfort'a  steadiness  was  gone  at  once. 
"  Oh !  make  me  believe  that ! — even  if  it  is  a  lie 
worthy  of  me,  make  me  believe  that '."  he  shrieked 
oat,  wringing  the  Emperor's  hand  in  agony. 
"  It  is  truth,  my  dear,  dear  son  !" 
"  Ay  1  make  me  believe  it  I"  said  he  again, 
taming  away  his  head  with  a  convulsive  laagh, 
and  staring  on  vacancy,  "  Make  me  believe  that  I 
have  not  been  the  wretch  I  think  I  have !" 
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The  Emperor  again  tried  to  cmim  Iris,  bat  the 
calm  be  succeeded  in  producing  was  not  km 
alarming  than  his  violence.  He  said  in  a  whisper- 
ing voice,  hardly  above  his  breath,  "  How  is  it 
that  yon  do  not  corse  me  1" 

"  I  have  no  cause  to  do  so!" 

"  Had  yon  not  a  daughter,  who  was  once  as 
happy  as  she  is  good  ?  Where  is  her  happiness 
now  ?  Where  will  she  ever  find  it  again  ?" 

"  In  Heaven,  my  son !  where  we  too  only  most 
look  for  it!" 

"  What  ?  in  that  Heaven  which  I  suppose  I 
have  tried  to  deserve  by  destroying  its  loveliest 
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■he  nn  yoM  that!  Let  ne  out  think  yo* oamia 
yottTBeif  mora  than  Bar."  i 

" Think ?"  repeated  Montfort ;  "thrak  any 
thing!  think  all  this  a  piece  of  admirable  acting. 
It  would  be  a  thought  worthy  of  ma." 

"  Oh,  my  dear  Montfbrt !"  laid  the  Emperor,  in 
a  tone  that  would  be  listened  to,  "  for  Heaven's 
sake  consider  for  a  moment  If  Maria  is  already 
aware  of  your  arrival,  I  ought  to  go  to  her,  for  I 
know  what  she  must  be  suffering;  and  I  cannot 
leave  you  thus." 

"  She  suffering,  and  I  only  thinking  of  myself  I 
— it  is  over  now !   you  may  leave  me !  " 

But  the  Emperor's  mind  was  too  confused  for 
him  to  make  use  of  the  opportunity  thus  afforded 
him  to  consider  what  was  best  to  be  done  to  spare 
his  daughter  in  the  scene  that  must  ensue.  An 
impulse  prompted  him  to  lead  Montfort  to  her  at 
once ;  and,  after  a  few  more  moments  of  irre- 
solution, in  despair  of  being  able  to  decide  on  a 
better  coarse,  he  obeyed  it. 

But  perhaps  his  impulse  decided  as  wisely  as 

VOL.  II.  L 
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his  untroubled  reason  could  have  done,  for  tfl  hi 
endeavours  would  never  have  been  able  to  prcpeit 
Maria  for  this  interview.  Perhaps  she  would 
have  been  worse  prepared  had  the  seen  ber  father 
first  alone,  for  then  she  would  have  found  oat  to 
a  certainty  that  he  had  told  Montfort  all  she  w 
much  wished,  but  dreaded  he  should  know. 

The  instant  the  Emperor  had  thus  decided,  be 
led  Montfort  by  a  private  way  from  his  own 
apartments  to  Maria's,  for  he  did  not  require  to  be 
told  where  she  had  gone  to  as  soon  as  she  wu 
aware  of  his  arrival. 

The  poor  girl  had  been  sitting  on  a  sofa  jut 
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her  before  pale  face  ni  covered  with  1 
The  rush  back  of  blood,  howrrrer,  did  oat  farm* 
with  it  a  return  of  strength,  and  she  would  ha*« 
fallen,  but  that  he  sprang  forward  at  the  sight* 
and  clasped  her  madly  to  hi*  bosom.  Then 
she  lay,  silent  and  mot  ion  1pm,  like  a  child  sleeping 
on  its  mother's  neck,  until  she  Wt  her  now  tam- 
ing lips  pressed  to  his.  Sbe  then  rote  with  an 
effort,  and  turned  her  outstretched  arms  to  her 
father  imploringly ;  but  not  before  she  bad  m- 
aibly — palpably  returned  his  embrace.  "  Oh  ! 
this  most  not  be !"  she  said. 

This  appeal,  not  to  rescue  her  from  him  she 
adored,  but  from  herself- — from  the  tumult  of 
her  own  wild  feelings,  was  not  lost  on  either. 
Her  father  sat  down  upon  the  sofa,  with  her  m  his 
arms ;  and  Montfbrt  sat  beside  them,  her  hand 
clasped  in  his,  the  silence  only  broken  by  the 
short  sobs  of  Maria's  weeping,  for  tears  had  now 
come  to  her  relief. 

Thus  were  they  placed,  and  still  bad  they 
spoken  no  word  of  lore :  but  there  was  no  need' 
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"  Oh  !  you  must  doc  reproach  yourself  thus ; 

what  ought  I  to  do  !  you  struggled  with  your 

from  the  beginning — I  did  not,  neither  far 

sake,  nor  far  tows,  until  it  was  too  late 

it.* 

Bat  letting  you  tee  those  struggles 
»» 


44  It  was  not  your  fault." 

*•  Then  can  Heaven  ordain  such  things  ?"  said 
Montfort  fiercely* 

44  Hush  !  hush !"  replied  Maria,  starting,  and 
putting  his  hand  towards  her,  to  press  with  both 
of  hers.  "  Oh  !  you  must  ask  forgiveness  for  that 
speech,  for  it  is  very  wicked." 

"  I  am  tried  above  my  strength.     When  I  see 

you  in  sorrow,  and  know  that  I  have  caused  it, 

I  am  taxed  beyond  what  I  am  able  to  bear." 
"  You  must  not  think  so :  it  is  a  sin  to  say  so  ; 

and,  if  we  help  each  other  to  bear  our  burthen,  it 

is  not  true !  " 

"  And  how  do  I  support  her  whose  stay  1  ought 

to  be  ?"  said  he,  in  a  manner  so  altered,  that  it 
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showed  Maria's  appeal  to  him  had  its  full  effect: 
and  he  added,  "but  I  will  be  different  for  tbr 
future — trust  me,  I  will." 

"  Would  to  God  I  hud  been  bom  a  peasant, 
your  eakes,  my  unhappy  children ! "  said 
Emperor.  "  But  if  our  lot  is  cast  amongst 
wretched,  we  must  not  murmur  against 
Maker  !     We  must  pray  to  Him." 

"  What  can  we  pray  for,  father? "  said  Maris. 

"What  can  we  pray  for?"  echoed  Montfort, 
both  the  teacher  and  the  taught  forgetting  for 
moment  the  lesson  so  lately  read.  "  1  < 
Insult  my  Maker,"  continued  Montfort, 
offering  up  a  prayer  which  my  conscience  wouli 
tell  me  was  a  false  one.  I  cannot  ask  Him  to  tarn 
her  love  from  me  ;  and,  without  that,  how  can  she 
be  happy  ?" 

"Still,  we  can  pray  to  Him,  my  dukhnW 
Young  hearts  think  only  of  asking  lor  hup  pi 
Alas  !  your  grief  will  soon  make  you  offer  up  the 
prayer  of  older  ones — for  resignation.  Wi 
pray  to  him  for  strength  nnd  resignation." 
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When  they  became  calmer,  the  Emperor  left 
them  to  communicate  their  sad  thoughts  to  each 
other.  "  Maria,"  aaid  Montfort,  "  when  fiat  I 
began  to  love  yon,  before  I  even  guested  at  tow 
own  feelings,  I  wished  I  bad  died  at  the  moment 
of  effecting  vottr  escape  from  prison,  and  that  k 
had  been  reserved  for  some  other  to  bring  yon 
safe  to  you  father.     Oh !  how  I  wish  it  now  I " 

"  Wish  it  I "  said  Maria,  with  a  shudder. 

"  Ves ! "  replied  Montfort,  gloomily,  "  yon 
would  be  happy  :  and  perhaps  I  was  more  fit  to 
die  then  than  I  am  now." 

"Wish  it  not!  you  most  not  wish  it!  It  would 
have  been  too  late  for  my  happiness." 

"What!— Then?" 
_  "  Yes  !  Although  I  did  not  know  it  then,  my 
heart  was  from  the  moment  you  perilled  your  own 
life  to  save  mine,  vowed  to  you,  and  to  you  only — 
but  I  became  sure  of  it  very  soon  afterwards.  And 
do  you  think  I  would  willingly  give  up  my 
present  feelings,  if  I  had  a  choice,  surrounded 
as  they  are  by  woes  on  every  side  ?     Oh  !    if  you 


hink  so,  does  it  not  show  that  you  would  ? 


up  your 


v  that  it  is  not  bo.  Maria  ; 
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1  would  not  give  up  your  love,  joined  to  amen. 
to  be  made  the  happiest  person  upon  earth 
without  it.  But  there  is  a  difference  between 
wishing  that  your  fate  were  other  than  it  is,  sad 
being  wilting  to  exchange  my  own." 

"  I  do  know  it:  but  you  must  forgive  me,  foi 
I  am  a  woman,  and  scarcely  yet  dare  to  credit 
what  1  know  to  be  true." 

Maria  soon  spoke  again.  "  That  our  lot  is  h»rd 
to  bear,  the  soreness  of  my  heart  will  not  let  dk 
deny;  but  do  we  deserve,  my  dear,  dear  friend' 
i  have  it  lightened,  whilst  this  rebellion*  ipM 
■  in  us  towards  Him  who  tries  os,  and  *ou 
has  a  right  to  try  us?  You  have  seen  mj 
weakness,  and  must  pity  it — not  take  example 
by  it.  After  just  now  reminding  you  of  th' 
submission  you  owed  to  the  Most  Hinh,  joii 
immediately  heard  me  murmur  against  his  decree*, 
uid  impiously  say,  'I  had  nothing  left  to  ask  him 
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Tor,'  because  I  saw  no  hope  of  the  first  with  of 
my  heart  being  granted.  I  do  repent  tl  it  speech, 
indeed,  on  every  account :  bnt  yon  are  one  great 
cmnee  that  I  repent  it  so  much  ;  for,  weak  and 
nnworthy  as  I  know  myself  to  be,  it  would  be 
worae  than  useless  for  me  to  say  I  do  not  know 
the  extent  of  my  power  over  yon  :  and,  ob !  that 
power  should  be  exerted  to  make  you  better — not 
to  set  yon  an  example  of  sinfulness.  Then,  my 
dearest  friend !  do  not  cause  roe  to  blame  myself 
more  than  I  now  do,  by  showing  me  that  that 
example  has  had  a  bad  effect ;  but,  on  the  con- 
trary, take  the  place  you  ought  to  take,  and  teach 
her  how  to  behave  who  looks  up  to  you  as  her 
guide." 

"Maria,"  said  Montfort,  attempting  to  clasp 
her  once  more  in  his  arms, "  I  pray  to  God  to 
make  me  humble,  to  forgive  me  the  sin  1  have  so 
lately  been  guilty  of,  and  to  grant  roe  strength  for 
the  future  to  enable  roe  to  show  you  how  to  bear 
our  fate, — and  not  to  be  obliged  to  come  to  you,  as 
I  have  been,   for  that  support  which  1  ought  to 
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a  mighty  power,  and  for  such  nn  end.  Oh,  Maria ! 
in  all  my  visions  yon  appear  an  angel  leading  nit 
to  eternal  happiness  through  the  plessanie*  paths 
a  troubled  world  affords  I  but  conkl  it  be,  that  yon 
should  attempt  to  lead  me  from  it,  your  power 
would  be  broken  as  a  wand,  and  I  should  hate  you 
as  I  do  not  hate  any  thing  on  earth.  I  should 
1  bate  yon,  not  only  for  the  wretchedness  you  would 
cause  me,  but  that,  through  you,  my  confidence 
in  human  nature  had  received  a  blow  from  which 
it  would  never  recover — a  shock  that  would 
tumble  it  in  ruins,  and  bury  my  bruised  spirit 
.  under  them  for  ever.  Of  my  love  for  you,  Mana  ! 
it  is  vain  to  tell  you.  You  know  I  am  the  proudest 
mortal  upon  earth :  you  know  my  happiness  is 
fixed  so  high,  that  nothing  but  possessing  your 
very  soul  and  spirit  can  give  it  to  me  ;  that  your 
deepest  affections,  your  heart  of  hearts,  roust  be 
mine,  even  as  mine  is  yours ;  and  that  I  will 
accept  no  other  happiness." 

Maria  listened  to  this  speech  as  if  she  alrnont 
received   a   new  existence    from   each    sentence, 


■**««»»■"«" 
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it,  because  1  know  myself  to  be  as  erring  as  most 
of  our  nature  are  ;  and  when  you  shall  come  to  br 
convinced  of  this,  your  disappointment  may  be  *u 
great  that  you  will  love  me  least-" 
"  That  is  not  possible  !" 

"  It  is  possible !  and  not  only  that,  but  it  is 
possible  that  your  opinion  of  human  nature  may 
then  receive  something  of  the  shock  you  speak  of 
— may  then  sink  too  low  from  having  before  been 
raised  too  high  with  respect  to  one  individual  or 
it.  la  things  thai  ask  principle,  I  hope  I  may 
without  presumption  demand  your  confidence. 
But  this  is  not  all ;  there  are  many  things,  inde- 
pendent of  it,  in  which  I  may  displease  you." 

"  Maria,  tell  me  what  faults  you  most  fear  that 
you  possess  which  I  bare  not" 

"  That  perhaps  1  can  hardly  do ;  but  ask  my 


*  Be  does  not  think  you  have  one." 

*  Yea,  he  does !  But  if  he  will  not  tell  you,  I 
1  aaaafcai  thesa  to  you  for  the  future  as  they 
i,  aad  then  job  will  be  forced  to  believe  them." 
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ave  owned  to  a  father  what  yon  had  not  asked 
IB  to  own  to  yourself." 

"  Oh,  my  beloved  girl  1  did  yoa  think  me  s* 
isudiooi?  And  doen  not  your  own  heart  inform 
Job,  it  would  have  been  told  the  feelings  of  mine 
long  ago,  bat  that  from  our  situations  I  could  not 
tfeak  with  honour?" 

*  I  own  it, — and  I  knew  it ;  but  still  I  fcared. 
We  are  weak  enough  to  fear  when  we  should 
not  fear— this  proves  it.  But  oh !  may  it 
not  likewise  prove  that  we  are  weak  enough  tri 
hope  when  we  should  not  hope  ?" 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Maria  1" 

"  May  I  not  flatter  myself  too  far  in  hoping 
what  I  told  you  a  few  minutes  ago  I  was  sure  of?" 
1  What  can  yoa  mean  V 

"  In  hoping  that  I  possess  your  love  as  I  alone 
would  have  it — as  it  is  alone  worth  possessing — 
for  if  I  have  it  in  that  degree,  it  is  all  the  world  to 
me;  if  1  have  it  in  any  less,  it  is  nothing !  "  said 
she,  bending  down  and  hiding  her  face  in  his 
hand,  but  pushing  his  head  away  from  her. 
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"  Oh,  my  own  cruel  Maria,  I  did  trust  you  hid 
confidence  in  me! " 

•  "And  have  I  not?  Then  what  mortal  shall 
have  confidence  in  another  ?  But  what  we  ha*e 
read  is  true — 'that  love  at  first  is  made  up  of 
doubts  and  fears.'  " 

"  Then  if  it  is  true,  which  1  do  not  believe,  will 
my  own  Maria  always  tell  me  when  they  con* 
into  her  mind,  for  when  she  sees  the  pain  the* 
give  me.  they  will  not  long  remain  there !" 

"  I  will  ;  and  yet  I  feel  I  shall  never  have  to  <jn 
so,  for  I  shall  never  doubt  again.  Mont  fort,  »bil 
makes  me  so  full  of  contradictions  ?  Was  I  m 
before  ?" 

'•  I  will  not  think  you  are  so  now.  Maria,  yen 
once  said  to  me — 'Then  doubt  does  not  eiut 
between  us.'" 

"And  my  heart  repeats  it  now;  but,  oh, 
Montfort !  1  am  one  who  has  so  long  dreamt  or  * 
happiness,  that  when  it  has  become  n  truth,  I  ft*' 
1  may  be  dreaming  still.  Will  you  believe  it  ' 
but  since  you  told  me  that  you  love  me,   I  hair 
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touched  myself,  to  see  if  I  am  really  awake;  and 
yet  1  did  not  doubt  your  lore  before.  Bat  hence- 
forth I  know  I  do  not  dream.'' 

Maria  then,  told  what  had  passed  with  her 
rather,  and  alio  of  hie  promise  to  her j  and  Mid, 
"  Can  we  not  be  almost  happy  in  this?" 

Montfort  thought  of  her  question,  bat  did  not 
answer,  and  was  silent  for  a  time. 

"  Do  yon  not  thank  him  for  bis  promise  ?" 
"  Thank  him  1  Oh,  I  bless*  him  for  it" 
"  And  can  we  not  be  happy  in  it?" 
"  We  must  try  to  be  so;  and  if  I  seemybeloved 
Maria  happy,  I  cannot  be  miserable.     Self,  alone, 
cannot  make  me  altogether  wretched." 

Maria  now  requested  Montfort  to  go  and  take 
some  rest,  as  he  had  been  travelling  all  the  pre- 
vious night ;  and  that  he  had  not  slept,  she 
thought  her  own  sleepless  pillow  quite  sufficient 
evidence.  She  added,  "  I  have  been  too,  too 
selfish  in  keeping  you  here  so  long." 

Montfort  said  he  was  not  sleepy,  and  that  he 
had  no  wish  to  lie  down. 

Maria  replied,  with  a  faint  smile,  "  You  know 


I««n»  so  to  bed  i 


■  as  yon  did 
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ironr  principle*  and  right  feeling*,  and  in  my 
nclinatioa  to  be  led  by  them  implicitly.  I  nmy 
rarely  uy,  too,  that  I  would  guard  your  delicacy 
u  truly  as  if  you  were  that  which,  oh,  God  !  you 
moat  never  be — my  wife." 

Id  a  moment  afterwards,  Hontfort  would  have 
condemned  himself  for  this  cruel  but  unpre- 
meditated relapse  into  weakness — so  unpreme- 
ditated, that  it  bant  from  him  even  whilst  be 
was  promising  her  support — but  that  Maria,  who 
saw  it,  quickly  mastering  the  pang  that  shot  across 
her,  said,  "  Now  you  have  given  me  confidence, 
indeed,  my  dear  friend." 

"  Friend !  I  do  not  like  that  word  from  you, 
Maria.  It  does  not  speak  our  feelings  for  each 
other." 

"  My  own  Charles  Montfort  then,  I  bless  you 
for  the  confidence  you  have  given  me — and  I  trust 
in  you  as  if  I  really  were  what  you  have  called  me." 
Hontfort  now,  to  please  Maria,  went  to  his 
own  apartments  to  try  to  get  some  rest,  which, 
however,  he  well  knew  the  tumult  of  his  feelings 
would  prevent. 


'  ^-v    :**•    Be  m  .iiMlanl  of  my  heift, 
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daughter,  with  so  little  ceremony,  as  tobe  turned  out 
of  a  room,  be  thought  strange,  be  it  known,  that 
though  partly  to  serve  her  own  purpose,  it  was 
chiefly  to  please  him  that  this  was  done.  After 
his  own  independent  spirit  had  been  sickened  by 
the  bowing  down  of  the  world  before  him,  he  felt 
it  quite  refreshing  to  be  so  treated.  So  far  did  he 
carry  this  feeling,  and  so  well  did  his  daughter  un- 
derstand it,  that  she  behaved  to  him  with  less  cere- 
mony than  she  would  have  done  had  he  been  in 
any  lower  station  of  life.  She  would  often  send 
him  for  her  work  or  for  a  book ;  or  tell  him  to  get 
up  and  ring  the  bell,  merely  to  please  him.  And 
when  he  would  sometimes  call  her  "a  good-for- 
nothing  baggage  for  treating  her  father  so,"  she 
would  say,  "Come,  sir!  don't  give  me  any  of 
your  Emperor's  airs  :  don't  you  know  that, 
emperors  or  no  emperors,  men  were  only  born  to 
obey  us,  and  save  us  trouble  V  For  which  im- 
pudence she  was  sure  to  get  a  pat  on  the  cheek 
and  a  kiss. 

Montfort  too,  who  was  always  led  by  her,  both 


THE     TOl-.XO     QCUX* 

when  he  did  know  it,  and  when  he  did  not  Vno* 
it,  came  as  near  to  this  as  the  difference  of  ba 
situation,  and  the  feelings  which  he  naturally  bat 
to  the  father  of  Maria,  would  let  him. 

It  cannot  be  denied  that  Maria  blushed  wo* 
beautifully  as  she  met  Montfort;  but  when  the 
first  pressure  of  their  hands  was  over,  she  put  her 
arm  through  his  with  an  apparent  confidence, 
although  it  was  the  very  reverse  of  confidence  rlut 
made  her  do  it.  She  had  a  trick,  as  all  silly  g"»* 
have,  of  not  letting  you  look  at  their  faces,  if  they 
can  help  it,  when  they  are  blushing,  or  thinkingof 


ng, — which  is  very  unwise,  as  they  seldom 


blush 

look  more  beautiful :  aud  it  was  to  prevent  Mpdi- 

fort's  doing  so,  that  Maria  took  his  arm. 

"  Charles,"  Baid  she,  "  I  wanted  to  see  you 
alone.  You  will.  I  know,  when  I  ask  it,  try  all  in 
your  power  to  cheer  my  father's  spirits ;  for  he  re- 
quires it  more  than  we  do.  We  can — oh,  1  ■» 
sure  we  can — be  happy  in  each  other's  socieM. 
but  my  father  will  not  think  so;  and  we  musttrj 
to  convince  him  of  it.  Will  you  not  do  this  f« 
rny  sake  ?" 


"  Oh,  my  own  Maria !  that  request,  wad  that 
smile — it  lifts  op  my  heart  in  spite  of  myself  to  see 
yon  smile — m%ht  mike  me  promise  almost  an 
impossibility ;  but  this  I  would  do  for  hia  own 
dear  sake  alone." 

Maria  pressed  to  her  aide  the  arm  aha  hong  on, 
•a  abe  opened  the  door  of  the  room  where  the 
Kraperor  was  waiting. 

The  spirits  in  which  Maria  herself  appeared, 
and  those  which  her  few  words  seemed  to  have 
conjured  up  in  Montfort,  had  their  effect  upon 
her  father.  Montfort  felt,  that  every  thing  he 
said  and  did  for  this  purpose  went  to  the  very 
heart  he  loved  so  much  ;  and  the  look  of  appro- 
bation which  he  got  from  time  to  time  was  a  rich 
reward  for  his  exertions. 
.  After  dinner  their  former  arrangements  were 
somewhat  altered,  for  now  they  all  sat  upon  the 
Mine  sofa— Maria  in  the  middle,  of  course :  and 
when  she  felt  very  grateful  to  Montfort  for 
his  endeavours  to  raise  her  father's  spirits,  she 
would   sometimes,    somehow    or  other,  find  her 
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felt  that  her  situation  was  very  much  happier  than 
it  had  been  the  previous  night,  and  she  said, 
■■  Wliv  may  not  future  nights  find  me  happier  still? 
Shall  I  attempt  to  circumscribe  the  power  of  Him 
whogiveth  all  happiness,  because  appearances  are 
against  mine  at  present?"  And  thus  she  de- 
termined to  hope  against  hope  ;  and  called  sad 
realities,  'appearances.' 

Hut  f-hc  wisely  considered,  that  before  she  ex- 
pected happiness,  she  ought,  as  far  as  her  weak 
powers  would  go,  to  endeavour  to  deserve  it ;  and 
this  she  thought  she  should  best  do  by  laying 
down  rules  for  her  conduct.  "  He  must  never  kiss 
me,  that's  certain! — unless  we  are  parting  for  a 
long  absence,  or  meeting  after  one.  This  will  not 
make  me  wish  for  parting;  but  I  am  sure  it  will 
male  me  long  more  than  ever  for  meeting.  He 
must  never  clasp  me  in  his  arms— oh,  no  !  never ! 
Heigh-lio  ! !  But  he  never  will  think  of  doing  so 
again  ;  and  it  would  never,  never  do  !  But  my 
band — I  cannot  help  his  squeezing  tbal ! — and  it  is 
some  consolation  tome!" 


*¥*■ 


4  the  hand  altogette, 
Me — •.pert  ofhertem- 


l  iMhly  defend  with  snoot 
isble  to  be  umded 
V  htt  a  icad  power  existed  within 
hfle  it  wi«    squeezed,  it  wmli 
i  if  she  had  deter- 
Bat    could   she  h»« 
,  to  say  the  truth,  her 
•taut »«  »c  lis  t&u  way. 

T"W  um  *  a  sketch  of  bo-  little  code— wbicfc 
ikehtix  awty  pwx  nt  words ;  bat  which,  or 
-OWBH0JSK  jfca  whsch.  flatted  through  her  brain. 
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sleep  when  I  sent  him  to  bed  in  the  morning. 
Ah !  if  he  were  my  —if  he  were — were— were  al- 
ways with  me,  I  would  never  allow  him  to  forget 
them,  however  sleepy  he  might  be ;  but  I  am  sard 
he  won't !  He  never  used  to  forget  them !  Bat 
1 11  ask  him  to-morrow,  certainly/' 


f    ««  *t  »f    MtC  II 


raa  votrira  Qum.  269 

we  must  be  very  bad  actors  if  we  do  not  ourselves 
look  happy ;  and  this  appearance  in  the  other, 
neither  could  see  without  feeling  real  satisfaction 
in  their  own  bosoms :  fortunately  too,  they  did  not 
look  into  those  bosoms  too  narrowly,  and  reflect 
too  deeply — fortunately,  they  were  not  of  disposi- 
tions (O  how  I  envy  them  ! )  to  reason,  with  Im- 
lac,  "  that  every  man  may,  by  examining  his  own 
mind,  guess  what  passes  in  the  minds  of  others: 
when  you  feel  that  your  own  gaiety  is  counterfeit, 
it  may  justly  lead  you  to  suspect  that  of  your 
companions  not  to  be  sincere."  To  plan  how 
they  might  cheat  each  other  of  their  griefs  was 
their  occupation  when  they  were  alone,  and  to 
carry  these  plans  into  execution,  their  employment 
when  together.  To  set,  in  the  fairest  light,  all 
that  they  still  possessed — to  paint,  in  the  darkest 
colours,  all  they  must  have  suffered  had  they  been 
doomed  to  that  separation  they  had  every  earthly 
reason  to  expect— and  to  make  each  other  forget, 
as  far  as  it  was  possible,  that  which  they  might 
never  hope  for,  seemed  the  end  of  their  beings. 


i£4K*  to  caoeeal  ay  e 


b:w*fcnt  «veo  in  that  respect  I  have  ay  dads**, 
tw  I  think,  with  respect  to  myself,  job  fsearwd  to 
have  discovered  more  than  yoa  rally  did." 

"Do  I?  If  yoa  will  not  let  him  beat  aw  fsr 
— Mug  yoa  laogh  at  him,''  said  Ham  to  Jasr 
ndker,  who  had  joined  them  time  eaeagh  to  mar 
the  feat  Benteoce  or  two,  "  1  will  paste  to  yaa 
which  of  mi  is  right," 

"  He  shall  not  beat  you  unleas  yoa  deserve  it," 
replied  the  Emperor. 

"  Then  I  rather  think  1  iiliill  liin  in  npportmt] 
of  beating  yon  with  your  father'*  content,  tor  yoa 
are  looking  so  full  of  mischief  at  thi*  toamaaa  that 
I  am  sore  yoa  will  deserve  it,"  rejomed  Mna- 
fort. 

Maria  then  gave,  in  her  most  comic  style,  has 
conduct  od  several  occasions  when  he  bad  npttoatd 
himself  that  he  had  concealed  his  tboaghts,  with 
quite  diplomatic  address.  The  moonlight  scene 
by  the  lake-side  was  not  forgotten,  and  her  imita- 
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perhaps,  to  decide  the  point  whether  or  do  the 
wu  to  be  punished  for  her  impertinence ;  and 
punished  it  was,  bat  not  more  than  its  owner  most 
have  been  conscious  of  deserving,  for  she  did 
not  appeal  to  her  father  on  tbe  rabject. 

However,  Montfort  punished  her  also  in  soother 
way,  for  he  said,  "  I  think,  Maria,  you  ahonld 
have  been  cannons  how  yon  mentioned  that  lake. 
Has  she  ever  told  yon,  Sir,  (for  by  this  title  Moist- 
fort  always  addressed  the  father  of  Maria  when 
they  were  alone,  in  accordance  with  their  withe* 
and  his  own  feelings,;  what  I  caught  her  doing 
there?"  And  forthwith  he  gave,  in  Maria'*  own 
style,  her  etone-tb rowing  exploit;  at  which  her 
father  quite  laughed  out,  and  said,  "  Oh,  my  mad- 
cap !    wliat  would    the   Coontess  of  A have 

thought,  if  she  had  seen  you  V 

"  I  do  not  kDow,"  replied  Maria,  "  but  I  was 
such  a  hoyden  at  the  moment,  that  I  think  there 
would  have  been  some  chance  of  ber  being  thrown 
into  the  lake  too,  if  she  bad  said  any  thing.'' 

"Then  1  may  think  myself  lucky  to  ha** 
escaped  m  well  V  asked  Montfort. 
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"Why,  I  could   not  have   drowned  you, 
know,  however  much  I  had  wished  it, 
you  can  swim  as  well  as  Li  himself. 

A  little  after  this,  Maria  looked  as  if  making  up 
her  mind  to  discover  some  grand  secret,  which 
Montfort  observed,  and  said,  "  Can  von  be 
ditating  the  making  of  another  cake,  for  1 
have  hardly  seen  you  look  so  profound 
that  great  event  took — or  rather,  did  not 
place?" 

"No!  "replied  Maria,  with  a  half  blush  ttt 
half  smile,  that  contradicted  her  wordi 
1  am  not  meditating  on  any  thing  of  half  so  much 
consequence  to  you  now,  whatever  it  might  have 
been  «ncc.  After  having  paused  for  a  moment, 
she  continued,  pointing  to  his  heart,  "  But  tell  me. 
what  have  you  got  there?  " 

"I  know  of  nothing  good,"  he  said  aloud  ;  but 
added,  in  a  whisper,  "  except  such  love  as  is 
almost  worthy  of  thee,  Maria  !  " 

"  Oh,  but,"  said  she,  quickly  raising  again  tt 
eyes  that  had  been  cast  down  at  his  speech,  as 
determined  not  lo  be  put  off  her  intention  no 
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t  had  ooce  rasolved  upon  it—"  I  do  not  mean 
in  the  heart,  but  on  the  heart." 

"  Why,  surely  you  don't  know  ! " 

"Do  I  not?" 

"  If  you  do,  you  must  be  a  witch." 

"Only  inasmuch  as  every  woman  is  a  witch 
who  can  see  what  she  wishes  to  see  when  it 
happens  to  be  before  her  eyes.  But  if  that  is 
necessary  to  the  making  of  a  man  a  wizard,  I 
think  I  know  one  who  must  not  set  up  as  a 
conj  urer." 

"You  impertinent  girl!"  said  Montfort,  now 
beating  her  openly,  "  but  I  can  hardly  believe  yet 
that  you  know.     What  is  it "'." 

There  was  as  much  mischief  as  triumph  in 
Maria's  face,  as  she  teazed  and  tantalised  her 
lover  by  deliberately  taking  a  pair  of  scissors  from 
her  work-box,  cutting  oif  one  of  her  now  again 
long  locks,  (at  which  her  father,  who  did  not 
understand  the  meaning  of  the  manoeuvre,  said, 
qwtc  in  a  rage,  "What  are  you  about,  child?") 
tying  it  up  in  a  toil  with  a  bit  of  silk,  and  handing 
>  him,  with  that  on  her  cheek  which  at  first 


.  More  her  abort  ■peerli 


»  nn  pre  it  to  me  w 
taa-  as  tied  with  a  suiaiw 
(  sue  altered  since  I  »w  it 
araed   m««T   her  face,  to 
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•wj*  &  viae  »t  u  i3so  ioSking-giass— that  e, 
»  M  vuw  »mw  ^edect  wrong  impressions. 
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her  with  a  fire  u  his  eyes  before  which  her  own 
sunk. 

"  Giveit  up,  even  to  thee?  Never!  Maria  would 
not  ask  that  which  would  be  a  cruelty,  even  if  the 
bleated  head  it  came  from  had  a  right  to  He  there  ! 
I  am  too  violent ;  but  I  am  not  moved  by  what 
you  have  said,  alone.  No  !  I  too  have  a  secret  to 
confess — a  secret  I  meant  to  have  confessed  to 
her  ear  alone  at  first ;  but  I  will  tail  it  too*. 
Maria  must  not  think,  because  1  would  be  blind  to 
some  things,  that  I  was  blind  to  all :  she  must 
not  think  that  the  self-devotion  which  would  have 
exalted  the  sternest  hero,  could  be  shown  by  a 
timid  girl,  and  1  be  so  stupid  as  not  to  observe  it. 
Oh !  night  and  day,  in  my  dreams  and  in  my 
thoughts,  there  was  the  angel  form— the  loveliest 
and  the  dearest  that  ever  was  created,  gliding 
between  me  and  destruction — daring,  without  one 
thought  of  self,  death  in  its  most  violent  form, 
to  save  one  who  never  can  love  her  as  she  de- 
serves. Maria !  1  cannot  laugh  at  my  tale,  bat 
need  1  say  more  ? — do  you  understand  me  V 


at*,  at  ii 
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sate  another's  and  exposing  herself  to  be  killed  for 
her  own  private  convenience — for  when  Montfort 
had  set  forth  her  act  as  only  a  lover  could  have 
set  it  forth,  she  said  to  her  father,  "  But  had  I  a 
right  to  do  it  V  ■-' 

Her  father  does  not  appear  to  have  thought!  it 
necessary  to  answer  so  silly  a  question  directly; 
hot  after  having  kissed  Maria  until  he  had  qtrfto 
excited  Montfort's  envy,  he  said,  as  he  was  leaving 
the  room,  "  How  could  you  have  blamed  yourself 
for  loving  her?  How  is  it  possible  you  could 
have  helped  it  after  such  an  act  ?  " 

The  Emperor  was  wrong:  Montfort  would 
have  loved  Maria  just  as  surely,  though  not  so 
suddenly,  if  she  had  run  away.  But  if  such  an 
act  might  not  prove  the  seed  from  which  love 
would  spring,  it  would  most  certainly  prove  the 
hot-house  to  force  that  seed  forward  when  once  it 
was  sown. 

When  the  lovers  were  left  alone,  Maria  said, 
"  And  is  it  possible  you  could  have  thought  that 
what  you  have  just  told  me  you  saw,  proceeded 
from  gratitude  alone?" 
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'  It  has  juet  struck  mc,"  replied  Maria,  "that 
what  you  have  told  me  to-day,  I  nerd  no 
tger  wonder  you  could  blind  yourself  to  uiy  real 
lings  when  you  were  tn  danger  in  the  hut." 
f  This  sentence  sufficiently  accounted  for  the 
s  which  Montfort  so  little  approved  of — it 
hat  was  the  recollection  which  had  conic 
teping  like  a  bird  of  ill  omen  and  of  prey,  over 
s  sky-lark  feelings  that  had  so  lately  sung  to 
him  of  Heaven  and  of  hope,  and  hushed  them 
into  silence,  and  sent  them  down  again  trembling 
to  earth:  but  she  added,  "Oh,  Charles!  when 
I  think  of  that  time,  have  1  not  much  to  be  thank- 
ful for?  Were  ever  such  hours  passed  by  anyone 
before  I  I  shudder  when  I  think  of  them  !  They 
surely  were  the  very  dregs  of  the  bitterest  cup  that 
ever  was  mixed  for  mortal  lips." 

"  No,  my  own,  they  were  not ! "  replied  Mont- 
fort, allowed,  now  that  she  was  sad,  to  press  close 
to  her  Bide. — "No,  my  own,  they  were  not! 
Death  itself— the  death  of  those  we  love — is  not 
the  greatest  evil.     When  a  loved  object  only  dies, 
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If  a  woman  is  so  stupid  as  not  to  know  Low  to 
let  her  lover  see  she  is  pleased  with  him  without 
telling  it  out  in  plain  language,  or  staring  him  full 
in  the  face,  she  does  not  deserve  to  have  a  lover. 
To  Maria,  this  never  wu<  the  least  difficulty.  A 
tingle  ray  of  light  more  than  usual  in  her  eyes, 
when  they  were  turned  up — or,  when  they  were 
turned  down — an  opening  out  of  the  lashes  from 
each  other,  like  the  parting  of  the  legs  ofa  spider 
when  they  are  suddenly  stretched  forth — a  pres- 
sure of  the  lips  so  slight  that  it  barely  serves  to 
curb  their  pouting — or  the  smallest  possible  ex- 
pense of  hrenth  in  the  faintest  fragment  of  a  sigh 
that  ever  yet  was  heard — a  breath  so  light,  that  it 
might  have  stolen  over  an  jHolinn  harp,  and  waked 
no  sound— were  only  a  thousandth  part  ol  the  myi 
*he  had  of  doing  so.  Which  of  these  methods 
Maria  now  chose,  or  why  she  did  not  choose  to 
speak  out  as  usual,  I  shall  not  say  ;  but  it  was  so 
well  understood  by  Montfort,  that  lie  thought  it 
not  only  more  eloquent  than  any  oration  Cicero 
ever  delivered,  but  much  more  convincing. 
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tuiue:  it  differs  in  its  object,  but  it  is  still  the 
name  feeling.  To  apeak  from  experience,"  con- 
tinued she,  smiling,  "  I  am  sure  I  have  never  been 
without  it,  (nor  do  I  expect  1  ever  shall)— never, 
from  the  moment  my  first  foolish  fancy  was  excited 
by  a  worthless  bauble  or  gilded  toy,  until  my  last 
was  taken  with  something  equally  worthless." 

The  effect  of  Maria's  last  sentence  was  greatly 
increased  by  her  laying  her  pretty  hand  on  his 
■  nn,  with  all  the  fondness  that  the  fondest  but 
most  modest  nature  dares  to  show. 

It  may  be  thought  that  Montfort  was  called 
upon  to  pay  that  hand  with  burning  kisses — but 
he  did  not  give  it  one — and  yet  its  owner  did  not 
seem  disappointed.  He  looked  at  it  as  if  he  were 
afraid  to  touch  it,  lest  he  might  frighten  it  away, 
and  said,  "Girl!  the  bauble  is  not  worthless  now 
—  I  believe  it  was  once,  or  worse  than  worthless 
— but  you  have  made  it  very  different  from  what  it 


Maria  looked  down  too — I  know  not  for  what 
eason,  unless  it  was  for  the  sake  of  being  like  her 
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"  Charles,  I  will  not  be  flattered  any  more  to- 

[  "igkl" 

"  Why,  how  do  you  know  what  I  n 

"  Oh,  I  must  be  stupid  indeed,  if  1  did  not 
understand  your  looks,  even  though  your  word* 
were  less  plain." 

"  But  how  do  you  know  the  *  danger  was  not 
in  your  own  vanity,  which  made  you  think  toV 

"That  ia  a  paltry  revenge !  and  only  •  copy  of 
me,  after  all ! " 

But  this  show  of  happiness — these  (breed  spirits 
MuM  not  last;  for  Nature,  notwithstanding  she  may 
be  oat-talked,  and  out-reasoned  for  m  time,  is  hard 
feo*e cheated  at  last.  It  was  in  vain  they  brought 
their  highest  feelings  to  aid  them  in  the  struggle- 
in  vain  they  said,  "  Has  not  the  noblest,  the  beat 
of  parents  done  all  be  can  do  for  us — has  he  not 
•auctioned  oar  lore  with  the  highest  earthly  autho- 
rity*—and  how  can  we  show  oar  gratitude  to  bun 
bat  by  striving  to  be  happy  V — that  struggle  was 
a:  hopeless  one ;  and  although  they  bore  ip  under 
their  load  for  a  long  time,  they  found  that  m  spit* 
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of  tlieir  utmost  efforts  it  would  crush  them  at  \ut, 
for  it  weighed  heavier  upon  them  every  hour.  U 
ivus  a  power  that  conquered,  not  by  violence,  be! 
by  constancy.  When  they  exerted  their  strength, 
they  could  resist  it  successfully  ;  but  what  sirrogih 
eon  be  always  exerted?  What  exertion  will  not 
flag  at  last '.  And  when  theirs  did  Hag,  then  *m 
their  enemy  pressing  them  with  undiminished 
force.  Oh,  had  they  had  but  hope,  however  dis- 
tant, they  could  have  lived  on  ;  but  the  single 
solace  that  was  left  to  man  when  the  vials  of 
wrath  were  poured  out  upon  him  to  count  emit 
all  his  evils,  was  not  for  them.  Monitor!  s  buoyant 
spirit  sunk  to  earth,  and  the  liglit  was  lea  vine 
Maria's  eyes. 

But  long  after  tbey  felt  this  change  in  them- 
selves, it  only  had  its  effect  upon  them  when  they 
were  not  together;  and  this  was  tin 
keeping  them  in  ignorance  of  each  other's  feeling* 
for  some  time.  In  Mont  fort's  most  i 
ments,  a  word,  a  look  from  Maria,  even  hermacic 
preseuce  alone,  would  make  him  feel 


tbs  iochg   «rm. 
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And  to  Maria,  Montrbrt  really  was 
I  which  rose  ttpon  the  dark  UUows  of  her 
d  mind,  cheering  them,  and  giving  them  a 
bhilst  it  lasted,  that  did  not  belong  to  then, 
tqneoce  of  this,  the  unhappy  father,  who 
n«*  raw  them  apart,  discovered  thar  real 
■  before  they  were  known  to  each  other. 

i  as  be  made  this  discovery,  in   hopes 
ikange    of    scene    might    rooae    then,    ha 

I  they  should  go  to  the  baths  of  B ; 

lich  they  were  both  delighted,  for  there  the 
rial  family  were  always  accustomed  to  hte 
i  less  form  than  when  at  the  capital — indeed. 
kould  have  said,  without  any  form  whatever, 
nothing  was  more  common  than  to  meet  (he 
peror  walking  about  alone,  or  with  his  ■higfrlrw 
ging  on  his  arm,  through  the  beautiful  woods 
glades;  or  to  see  them  both  op-scrasabhwg 
ingst  the  rocky  hills  by  winch  this  little  para- 
:  of  a  valley  was  hemmed  in. 
r*  the  evening  of  the  day  of  their  arrival  at 
*—,  they  all  went  out  to  walk,  the  moment  an 
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early  dinner  was  over.  But  although  &U  were 
delighted  at  the  change  from  town  to  country,  ibc 
others  did  not  show  it  so  obstreperously  as  did  our 
friend  Lion.  He  went  barking  and  bounding  on 
before  them,  quite  recovered  from  his  wounds,  and 
seemingly  delighted  at  hearing  his  own  voice  now 
more  echoed  by  surrounding  cliffs.  If  he  had  been 
able  to  speak,  I  am  sure  he  would  have  said  be 
bad  not  had  one  good  comfortable  bark  since  lie 
had  been  living  at  court. 

And  now  that  I  bave  mentioned  our  friend  U 
again,  it  behoves  to  say,  that  he  has  not  all  tins 
while  been  forgotten  by  his  companions,  although 
I  have  passed  him  over  in  silence.  Indeed  I 
should  by  no  means  like  to  have  insinuated  satli 
i  thing  to  Maria,  and  at  the  same  time  have  stood 
vi thin  reach  of  her  fingers — nevertheless,  I  will  not 
deny  that  her  fair  arms  were  less  frequently  about 
his  neck,  now  she  had  got  back  him  for  whose 
sake  they  used  to  be  so  often  there.  Still  bad 
she  not  lost  one  particular  of  her  love  for  him,  for 
it  is  utterly  false  to  call  love  an  '  absorbing  passion,' 
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itbjt 

from  sJlrtherobjeet*,  to  heap  them  upon  tat:  on 
the  conttary,  the  aaon  full  the  heart  ia  of  thigh 
and  nobis  passion,  tb*  more  room,  string*  to  say , 
b  therein  ft  for  other  kindly  affections;  udiMr 
are  family  mt  Mead*  m  dear  to  at  H  thasj: 
instead  of  drying  np  the  feelings,  it  opens,  as  it 
wore,  their  weU-epriogi,  and  they  flow  fbrtb  oa  all 
around. 

Mootfort,  too,  loved  Li  more  than  ever  t  for  her 
lie  bad  saved  became  every  day  dearer  to  him, 
although  he  had  long  ago  pronounced  that  to  be 
impossible. 

The  true  reason  that  he  bas  not  been  mentioned 
is,  that  I — I,  the  historian — die  writer  of  these  an- 
nals— found  it  difficult  to  introduce  him  into  such 
scenes  as  I  have  lately  described,  they  consisting 
chiefly  of  dialogue,  in  which,  it  will  be  allowed, 
he  was  not  so  well  calculated  to  take  part,  as  in 
those  of  action. 

One  of  the  fancies,  however,  which  Li  had 
taken  into  his  head,  deserved  to  have  been  recorded 


■  MKkhcMaaf  >M(t 

■  Mtaa,  rtnapteMf, 


>»h  lllljl 


-*-«r/lMK«. 


aV»,e»*  than  be  •»»»».    He  al«y*wi««  : 

mmMiw'kW,  (of  which  Kapofeartlh**  5 
bake Mi  i||  ii  I  to tone been  a eopy,)eaUei 
her  Cwawaa  to  cnD  bow  *v  nan  aiw  km,  • 
Her  which,   he  hm 


t  Eke  wJatation,  he  al  waya  retomnl  » 
Harm.  Thie  bappe*ed  »  regaWriy ,  that  it  Meaw 
m  ii  he  were  the  better  of  their  fint  iimwj 
grertwy  to  each  other.  "  Do  not  laogh  at  m  f 
•mi  Montfbrt  to  Maria  one  day  when  they  vet 
5 of  H,  "  bat  1  never  see  hk  noble  fige* 
!  hi  witbont  thinking  of  all  1  owe  him :  nW 
iHen  I  never  Jail  to  kiss  his  great  head.' 
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We  now  return  to  the  rest  of  the  party  that  went 
forth  with  Li,  to  refresh  their  pomp-and-city- 
worn  souls  in  the  green  woods — to  "  tare  their 
soals  with  nature's  baptism." 

At  first,  Maria  leant  on  her  father's  arm,  and 
Montfbrt  ran  on  playing  with  the  dog ;  bat  when 
they  got  to  where  the  trees  stood  thicker,  he  ma* 
naged,  somehow  or  other,  to  trip  over  the  roots 
of  one  of  them,  and  gave  himself  a  Kttle  pain  in 
the  arm  that  had  been  wounded — for  which  he  got 
a  severe  scolding  from  Maria,  who  looked  even  as 
if  she  were  going  to  fall  foal  of  Li ;  bat  she  con- 
tented herself  by  saying,  "  You,  my  poor  dog ! 
are  not  supposed  to  have  more  sense ;  bat  he  is. 
Bat  I  am  determined  you  shall  not  be  soch  a 
child  again/9— turning  round  to  Montfort,  and 
taking  his  other  arm,  by  way  of  a  punishment,  as 
she  finished  her  speech. 

1  scarcely  think  Montfort's  fall  was  intentional, 
for  he  hit  himself  a  little  too  hard ;  but  had  he 
known  he  was  to  be  thus  punished,  I  rather  fancy 
he  would  have  fallen  before. 

"  There ! "  said  the  Emperor,  turning  off  into 
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'  one  arm  is  enough  for  yon  tt  i 


another  path, 
time." 

"  Oh,  will  you  leave  us  ?"  returned  Maria,  Mfc 
a  tone  of  more  regret  than  Montfort  would  la<e 
expected  when  her  only  hardship  was  that  of 
being  left  alone  with  him.  Her  father  did  noi 
answer  her  question,  but  asked,  "  Will  you  return 
without  me,  or  shall  I  join  yon  again  here  1 " 

"Whichever  you  please,   Sir,"  replied  Mara, 
much  more  gravely  than  usual ;  and,  for  the  firW 
time  that  Montfort  had  observed  it,  looking**  if 
■1m  wished  to  say  more  to  her  father  than  t 
thought  it  proper  to  say. 

"  Don't  walk  too  far,  my  love,  to  tire  yours 
and  let  us  meet  here,"   said   the  Emperor  as  1 
left  them. 

"  You  cannot,  of  course,  guess  where  he  iaguw 
said   Maria,    as  soon   as  her    father  \ 
hearing — "  It  is  to  a  walk  that  my  mother  was 
particularly   fond  of;  and  whenever  we  come  to 

B ,  he  always  goes  there    for  the   first   tint 

alone — after  that,    I    accompany    him ;     but  he 
never  takes  even  me  at  first.      1  did  not  think  tw 
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would  have  done  so  now,  as  you  are  with  ua,  or 
I  would  have  proposed  to  have  walked  in  some 
other  direction." 

"  But  why  should  you  not  wish  him  to  go  there 
now  mure  than  at  any  other  time,  as  it  seems  lie 
would  go  alone  at  all  events  ?" 

"  Oh,  I  hardly  know  !  but  I  fear  it  will  make 
him  more  sad  now  than  ever,"  said  Maria,  as  she, 
for  a  time,  looked  sad  herself. 

"  My  own  Maria  must  not  let  her  spirits  sink, 
for  if  her  father's  do,  he  will  require  ours  the  more 
to  cheer  him — and,  as  to  mine,  she  knows  they  are 
not  so  much  under  my  control  as  under  hers." 

"  And  this,  also,  is  not  a  place  to  be  sad  in,  is 
it,  Charles  [*' 

"  I  thought,"  replied  Montfort,  "  that  all  places 
with  you  had  been  the  same  ;  but  don't  you  feel 
that  we  shall  be  happier  here? " 

"  I  should  always  be  bappier  in  such  scenes, 
than  in  those  we  have  left,  even  if  you  were  with 
me  in  both ;  but  in  this  dear  place  1  shall  be 
doubly  happy,  for  it  reminds  me  of  some  of  those 
t  began  to — to  know  you  in," 


"Maria,"  aawi  Montfatt,  pnanog  her  inn 
canutir,  M  (wh  that  speech  m  yon  first  metat 
*»do!* 

-Wfcyl- 

"  I  a»  mmA  wieh  ywt  to  do  it ! " 

">o!*  end  Maria,  slaking  her  hod. 

""  Do,  bit  dear,  dear  girl !  " 

"  Thorn,  it  uaupda  me  of  thorn  I  firet  begin  to 


"  Why  will  my  own  Maria  sometimes  speak  to 
me  so  I  wish  her  to  do — and  at  others  be  ashamed 
to  do  to  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know  1  bat  I,  at  one  tine,  fine; 

•..':.:  -  -.    -.vi.  i  ;i,    at   anotlitT, 


nn  rotnra  <n  m*,  Vt 

"•That  I  6fmy  omI  bet  I  will  MtW  you 
tfcn&  y<»  ever  ca»  be  bold.  Could  I  love  kwhkeaw 
in  jon  T  —  and  does  not  your  ■peaking  M  I  wish 
yon  to  do,  make  nn  lore  yon  more  than  evert'* 

When  Maria  proposed  to  retain,  abe  said,  •*  I 
should  not  Kke  to  keep  my  firther  waiting  to- 
night** 

"I  on  cater  into  Ins  feelings,  indeed,  Motet  ■ 
replied  Montfort;  "for  he  aaya  thy  mother m 
like  thee." 

"  She  was  only  tike  me,  Charles,  when  I  am 
good !  Do  you  strive  to  make  me  more  like  bar — 
for  so  only  can  yon  make  me  more  happy — and 
yon  only  bare  the  power." 

"  Maria  !  I  think  I  tell  yon  of  yoor  faults  as 
honestly  sa  you  tell  me  of  mine.  That  I  consider 
to  be  a  sacred  duty  between  those  who  love ;  for 
that  we  should  know  them,  no  one  can  deny,  and 
from  whom  else  can  we  bear  being  told  of  them 
so  well?" 

"  That  is  very  true  1  for  where  we  know  a 
lecture  proceeds  from  love  for  us,  instead  of  from 


i.naaara  1-tTT-'-  -x^— ' ru-fcu— — 

Bat.   Caa*te» !  I  dnei"t  think  yoo  mr  g*re  « 


t  Hi  be  ay  fcaftt,  Mai 


to  lore  !  Oh,  Mutt !  I 
now,  if  I  bad  catr 


A*  3aoadbrt  aval  that,  they  reached  the** 
warn  aVr  had  left  the  Eaperor,  and  fond  bt 
haij— mild  Acre  to  wait  far  then. 


ffHI    Till' JIG    OIMH.  299 

spirit  of  her  in  whose  presence  it  now  almost 
seemed  to  him  that  he  was,  had  its  influence. 
The  Empress  had  been  blessed  with  that  happy 
sort  of  mind  which  appears  to  have  less  power 
to  perceive  evil  than  good.  In  all  difficulties 
and  reverses  her  song  was  still  of  hope ;  and 
ever  when  hope  was  almost  shut  out  from  their 
new,  she  would  say  to  her  husband,  "  If  we  have 
not  much  to  hope,  we  still  can  trust.  As  long  as 
we  try  to  act  rightly,  and  at  long  as  we  an  left 
together,  can  any  thing  happen  which  we  are  not 
well  able  to  bear  ?  Tune  will  pass  away,  and  then 
a  blessed  eternity  will  be  ours  if  we  endeavour  to 
,  deserve  it;  for  though  onr  endeavours  be  but 
week,  if  they  ere  sincere,  he  who  has  contrived  so 
much  for  oar  good  here  will  not  be  a  severe  judge 
hereafter.  Nature  alone  may  tell  us  this;  bat 
when  we  look  to  the  hopes  that  are  given  as 
beyond  what  even  nature's  voice  can  say,  cant  we 
not  safely  trust  ?  " 

The  Emperor  now  recollected  and  dwelt  upon 
so  many  of  her  conversations  which  bad  taken 
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place  in  that  walk,  that  although  what  is  called  ■ 
strong-minded  man,*  their  aptness  almost  startled 
him.  They  seemed  like  the  voice  of  his  wife 
speaking  to  him  from  the  grave — that  voice  which 
had  never  spoken  to  him  in  vain,  now  made  more 
sacred  than  even  in  the  moments  of  their  first 
love. 

Who  has  not  felt,  on  visiting  a  spot  which  some 
absent  friend  has  made  dear — the  scene,  perhaps, 
of  some  interesting  conversation — how  freshly 
thoughts  come  back  upon  the  mind,  recalled,  we 
know  not  how,  by  the  sight  of  objects  we  then 
were  scarce  conscious  of  noting  ?     This,  although 
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This  may  be  accounted  for  by  the  state  of  his 
feelings  naturally  leading  him  to  think  and  dwell 
on  subjects  that  associated  with  them ;  but  to  one 
who  was  at  that  time  more  under  the  power  of 
feeling  than  of  reason,  it  did  not  seem  as  if  his 
mind  was  influenced  in  this  natural  manner.  To 
him  the  influence  was  from  beyond  nature,  and  it 
produced  in  him  a  hope  which  caused  the  cheerful- 
ness Maria  and  Montfort  had  remarked* 
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CHAPTER  I. 

"  For  with  thee 
Certain  my  resolution  is  to  die  ; 
How  can  I  lire  without  thee  ?  how  forego 
Thy  sweet  conrerse  and  lore  so  dearly  joio'd V 

Milton. 

Although  going  to  B did  rally  the  minds  of 

the  sinking  pair  at  first,  yet  soon  they  found  the 
enemy  of  their  peace  more  powerful  in  such  a 
lovely  solitude  as  this,  than  amidst  the  pomp  and 
bustle  from  which  they  had  been  so  glad  to  get 
away.  Maria  became  more  unhappy  than  she  had 
thought  it  possible  for  her  to  be  whilst  the  two  on 
whom  hung  "  her  life's  hope  "  were  spared  to  her. 
Then  came  self-upbraiding   that  she  should  be 

VOL.  111.  A 


thus  unhappy ;  and  this  upbraiding  was  aim 
turned  into  remorse  by  other  feelings  that  n 
troubled  her  peace,  but  which  she  could  notov 
cotue,  although  she  thought  them  wrong.  S 
would  gaze  upon  Mont  fort  in  silence  for  minu 
together ;  but  when  he  caught  her  eyes,  iniU 
of  meeting  his  with  the  confiding  love  she  used 
do,  she  would  turn  away  from  him  with  a  di 
blush.  "  Why,"  said  she,  "  should  I  blush  tb 
but  that  1  know  1  am  less  worthy  of  him  tlu 
was?  Less  worthy?  Is  that  true  ?  Ob  !  h 
me !  help  me  to  chase  away  this  horrid  thouj 
Thou  who  alone  canst  help!  " 

In  truth  her  gentle  spirit  was  grieved  I 
bruised,  for  the  innocent  being  conceived  her 
to  err,  and  in  a  case  where  she  could  admit 
counsellor;  and  with  the  idea  of  guilt  cauie  all 
fears :  she  feared  that  the  feelings  which  sin 
her  with  such  power  might  be  seen  by  him  fr 
whom  one  hard  thought  would  strike  to  her 
heart.  This  feeling,  and  this  dread,  had  the  e 
on  her  of  wasting  fever.     Her  eyes  waxed  hollow  j 
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ber  bands  were  parched  :  she  became  a  thing  of 
wishes,  tremblings,  sighs,  and  secret  tears — tears 
for  her  fancied  guilt.  But  her  trials  must  be  no 
further  known.  They  are  those  which  many  of 
her  tex  are  doomed  to  bear.  They  are  those  in 
which  tlicy  most  require  support.  What  do  they 
meet  with  > 

But  although  when  first  under  this  influence 
Maria  was  most  agitated  in  Mont  fort's  presence, 
■  perfect  change  soon  took  place  in  this  respect, 
and  she  fled  to  that  presence  as  her  surest  refuge 
from  her  own  thoughts.  She  fled  from  herself 
tu  him,  and  there  she  found  peace— peace  which 
solitude  gave  her  not.  "  But  how  is  this,"  said 
she,  "  that  in  his  presence,  where  1  used  to  be 
agitated  so  much,  is  the  only  place  where  I  now 
feel  ssf<  ' 

Had  Maria  rend  Zimmerman,  she  would  huvc 
found  ber  case  not  to  be  so  very  uncommon, 
and  that  she  had  adopted  the  very  remedy  he 
recommends  for  what  he  admits  to  be  one  of  the 
dangers  of  solitude.     By  the  way,  that  same  Zim- 
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merman  knew  something  of  human  nature,  not- 
withstanding what  some  of  the  little  men  of  the 
present  day  may  say  to  the  contrary. 

Whilst  Maria's  mind  was  in  this  state,  Montfort 
had  been  obliged  to  go  to  V ,  and  was  not  ex- 
pected home  until  the  evening  of  the  second  dtj 
from  that  of  his  departure.  The  morning  after  he 
had  left  B her  father  was  unavoidably  em- 
ployed ;  and  Maria,  who  felt  too  much  disturbed  to 
allow  her  to  remain  at  home  alone,  or  with  such 
company  as  she  could  command,  went  out  attended 
onlv  by  Lion,  to  a  walk  which  was  considered 
private,  and  where  the  females  of  the  Imperial 
family  had  been  always  accustomed  to  go  alone. 

It  was  now  the  beginning  of  autumn.  The  leal 
was  faded  to  the  point  of  beauty,  but  not  beyond 
it.  It  was  that  one  month  in  the  veanin  wind 
our  more  northern  scenes  catch  a  glow  from  th( 
earth  which  the  skies,  alas!  never  give  them— 
that  one  month  when  even  the  colouring1  of  the 
olive  and  cypress-clad  lands  yield  in  beauty  t( 
ours.     A  few  fallen  leaves  were  strewing  the  paths 
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lers  came  whirling  to  the  earth  around 
le  fell  and   floated  away   on  the  little 
that  murmured  along  the  bottom  of  the 
ith  a  hollow  sound  ;  and  Maria  watched 
itil  they  were  lost  to  her  sight,  and  thought 
Is  being  borne  along  on  the  stream  of  time 
mt  out  from  our  view  by  the  grave.     The 
>,  to  which  these  dead  children  of  the  year 
irried  away — the  eternity  of  waters — was  a 
of  that  endless  world  whither  we  know 
friends  are  gone   and    we   are    hastening. 
len  leant  against  a  tree,  and,  as  her  eyes 
landed  a  rich  \iew  of  wooded  hills  and  dells, 
graved  prettily  enough  about  the  scene.     "  It 
lay,  I  know  ;  but  it  does  not  seem  to  speak 
lecay.     Like  the  colouring  of  the  cheek  of  it 
rely  consumptive,  its  very  beauty  will  not  let  us 
ink  that  there  is  deatii  beneath  it." 
Even  from  Maria's  own  account  the  scene  was 
)t  such  as  to  inspire  melancholy ;  but  if  melan- 
loly  was  previously  in  the  mind,  it  was  one  which 
tat  disposition  would  readily  seize  upon.    In  this 
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mood,  as  if  willing  to  throw  off  the  load  thai 
oppresses  us,  we  often  fasten  on  the  most  pleaunc 
object  near,  aud,  if  I  may  so  express  myself,  iden- 
tify our  feelings  with  it,  and  pin  our  hopes  upon  k 
Whilst  Maria  was  thus  gazing  on  a  branch  win 
hunt;  over  the  river,  whose  leaves  struck  I 
being  the  most  beautifully  coloured  of  anv  in  I 
sight,  a  little  rougher  blast  swept  by,  and  all 
beauty  was  floating  down  the  stream.  " 
there  go  all  my  hopes  at  once!"  said  the  c 
excited  girl,  and  tears  sprung  into  her  eyes,  whi 
at  the  instant,  she  beard  a  quick  footstep,  • 
Montfort  was  at  her  side.  He  had  returned  > 
expectediy,  and  had  come  to  search  for  her. 

"  Oh,  my  Maria!  have  I  deserved  this?"  * 
he,  as  he  took  her  hand  with  a  reproachful  kin 
ness— the  most  touching  of  all  kindness. 

•'  Deserved  what,  Charles?" 

"  There   is   something   in  your  heart, 
which  you  do  not  tell  me  of:  or,  why  are  yW 
tears?" 

"  Perhaps,"  said  she,  attempting  to  smile  ( 
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away,  "  I  thought  to-morrow  evening  a  very  long 
time  to  look  forward  to." 

"  Maria ! "  (Montfort  had  before  taken  one  of 
her  hands,  and  now  he  took  the  other,)  "  I  most 
have  a  serious  answer  from  you,  for  any  thing  that 
concerns  your  happiness  must  be  serious  indeed  to 
me!" 

"  Then,  dear  Charles !  this  scene  had  an  effect 
on  my  spirits  which  I  can  hardly  account  for;  but 
there  is  always  sadness  in  an  autumnal  view." 

"  That  might  make  Maria  grave ;  but,  uncon- 
nected with  other  thoughts,  it  would  not  cause 
those  tears." 

"  And  is  my  own  Charles  come  back  to  chide 
me  ? "  said  Maria,  in  a  tone  which  totally  pre- 
vented him  from  pursuing  the  subject  further  at 
present. 

"  Chide  you,  Maria  ?  and  what  makes  me 
chide  you  ?  " 

"  Love  for  me,  and  nothing  else." 

He  now  only  sought  to  dry  those  eyes,  every 
tear  of  which  he  would  have  given  a  drop  of  hi% 


heart's  blood  to  have  saved.  "  My  own  i 
do  not  cry,  or  I  shall  think  I  have  been  unkind  U 
yon.  And,  Maria,  to  receive  me  in  tears  after  a 
absence  of  four-and- twenty  hours?  For  sbaow 
Come,  let  us  walk  !  I  know  you  have  not  bet 
out  long,  and  a  little  exercise  will  do  your  epirii 
good." 

Now  Maria  had  her  second  guardian  with  ha 
they  soon  broke  the  bounds  of  the  private  wall 
and  went  along  a  pathway  which  led  through  ti 
woods  beside  the  little  stream  I  spoke  of. 

As  soon  as  her  lover's  presence,  and  the  see; 
(for  after  he  had  joined  her,  she  wondered  how  sh 
oould  have  thought  it  melancholy),  had  their  ftl 
influence  in  calming  her,  and  she  had  got  i 
[josed  und  cheerful,  Montfort  ventured  to  ranfl 
the  subject  which  had  already  distressed  her,  mm 
said,  "  My  Maria  must  not  think  me  unkind  if  , 
(ell  her  the  love  I  bear  her  gives  me  a  right  I 
share  her  griefs,  that  I  may  assist  her  to  support 
m.  There  is  something  in  her  heart  which  she 
s  not  tell  me  of;  and,  by  that  love,  t  claim  to 
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"Oh,  Charles!"  said  Maria,  trembling,  and 
bursting  into  tears  afresh,  "  is  there  nothing  in 
your  own  heart  which  you  do  not  tell  me  of?  " 

Montfort's  conscience  struck  him  dumb  for  a 
moment;  but  he  soon  replied,  "  Nothing  that  I 
can  tell  you  of!  " 

"  Nor  is  there  in  mine  !  " 

"  But  is  there  any  thing,"  returned  Montfort, 
"  that  we  should  totally  conceal  from  each  other  ? 
For  is  there  any  feeling,  or  weakness  as  my  self- 
condemning  Maria  may  call  it,  which  I  would  not 
seek  to  support  her  under  ?  And  on  her  aid  I 
know  I  might  always  count." 

lt  There  are  things,  my  beloved  Charles,"  said 
Maria,  seeming  to  force  herself  to  speak,  "  ot 
which  one  person  cannot  tell  another,  how- 
ever much  that  person  may  be  loved." 

"  But,  my  own  angel !  this  feeling,  or  this  con- 
cealment, is  injuring  your  health.  You  must  not 
think  that  any  change  in  you  can  escape  my  ob- 
servation. I  have  seen,  for  many  days,  that  that 
'oved  cheek  has  become  paler,  and  this  dear  hand 


TRB   YOUHO   QUEKH.  11 

••  Maria,  I  would  sooner  have  a  viper  sting  my 
own  heart  than  give  one  unnecessary  pang  to 
yours  ;  but  the  torture  of  suspense,  where  you  are 
concerned,  I  cannot  bear.  Oh,  tell  me,  my  un- 
happy girl !  is  the  grief  you  feel  like  that  which 
is  weighing  me  to  earth  in  spite  of  all  the  bless- 
ing of  your  presence,  and  the  goodness  of  your 
father.  Is  it  like  the  miserable  thought  that 
breaks  in  upon  my  happiest  hours  ?  I  see  you  all 
that  is  lovely.  I  know  you  all  that  is  amiable  and 
good.  And  then  comes  in  the  overwhelming  re- 
collection that  this  never  can  he  mine  !  I  feel  that 
I  am  banished,  severed,  cut  off  for  ever — that  I 
have  no  hope,  where  nothing  else  but  hope  can 
give  me  happiness.  Oh,  Maria !  tell  me,  I  expert 
it  of  you — is  this  the  cause  ? " 

#€  Do  you  feel  thus?"  said  Maria:  "  then  I 
know  too  well  the  misery  my  unhappy  love  ha* 
brought  upon  you  !  But  could  I  have  told  you  of  all 
this  voluntarily  ?  Did  not  every  feeling  for  you  and 
for  myself  forbid  it?  Oh!  I  seem  as  if  I  de- 
graded my  sex,  and  were  unworthy  of  you  for 
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owning  it  now.  But  you — your  aurlcim?  lias  ti 
it  from  me  ;"  and  site  looked  as  if  she  billed* 
regretted  the  necessity  lhal  had  made  her  speak 
thus — as  if  she  fell  disgraced. 

'  Maria,  what  do  I  hear  you  say  ?  Degrade 
your  sex?  Oh  !  you  would  not  belong  to  1 
from  roe,  dee  ply -honoured  sex,  if  you  did  not  fed 
as  you  do.  My  beloved  girl !  we  deceived  ourscbr 
when  we  believed  we  could  live  as  He  v 
u  intended  we  should  not  live,  and  yet  be  happy. 
But,  my  own!  you  must  not  add  to  the  loedo 
misery  you  are  doomed  to  bear,  by  self  reproaches 
which  you  do  not  deserve.  You  condemn  your- 
self for  feelings  which  you  cannot  help  :  that  i» 
dishonouring  Him  whom  you  seek  to  honour.  Do 
you  iliuik  lie  will  condemn  you  for  not  avoiding 
that  which  lie  lias  made  it  impossible 
avoid  ?  Do  you  think  He  will  not  reward  you  fa 
controlling,  by  the  help  of  His  aid— that  aid  whic! 
you  never  cease  to  ask — what  it  is  so  difficult  I 
conirul  ?  Oh,  believe  me!  we  are  not  COndeMM 
unjustly,     Then  do  not,    my   pure   and   belove» 
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Wgell  unnecessarily  increase  your  own  misery, 
and  thereby  double  mine." 

Maria's  tears,  although  they  flowed  is  fiat, 
now  flowed  less  bitterly. 

Mootfort  continued — "  And  my  knowing  your 
feelings,  you  cannot  regret,  except  for  the  pain 
yon  think  it  will  give  me ;  for  you  cannot  beliefs 
nay  thing  so  hateful  of  me  but  that  I  would  seek 
to  support  you  under  them,  and  guard  yon  and 
shield  you  from  them,  although  I  suffer  them  a 
thousand  times  more  powerfully  thyself." 

"  You  know  I  can  have  no  idea  of  such  a  thing 
as  guilt  in  you ;  but  I  can  believe  in  your  weak- 
ness, for,  ob,  Charles !  I  feel  my  own." 

"  I  do  not  boast  of  my  own  strength,  my  be- 
loved! but  in  all  that  relates  to  your  trials,  of 
whatsoever  nature,  I  feel  a  strength  to  support  yon 
under  them,  that  is  not  mine." 

Maria  looked  at  him,  calm  in  mind,  in  compari- 
son to  what  she  had  been,  but  agitated  in  body, 
with  much  of  her  former  confidence  and  more 
than  her  former  love ;  and  said — "  I  tremble  again 
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to  think  I  might  have  fallen   into   less  worthy 
hands ! " 

"  You  need  not  do  so,  Maria ;  for  one  thought 
breathed  unworthy  of  you  would  have  turned  your 
love  to  indignation,  though  your  heart  had  broken 
from  it." 

"  That  my  feelings  told  me,  even  when  I  re- 
proached myself.  But,  oh!  what  would  those 
feelings  be/'  said  she,  pressing  to  his  side  until 
her  cheek  met  his  shoulder,  and  rested  there — 
•'  if  you  knew  all  you  now  know,  and  your  th ought* 
had  erred  as  much  as  mine  did  ? — if  you  had  con- 
demned me  as  I  condemned  myself?  Oh,  my 
beloved  Charles!  I  almost  fear  to  speak,  lest  1 
should  say  too  much  !  But  can  I  say  too  much 
to  him  who  has  restored  my  peace  of  mind  a< 
well  as  saved  my  life  ?  Happy  we  can  never 
be !  but  at  least  you  have  removed  remorse  from 
amongst  my  feelings." 

They  were  now  relieved  from  the  painful  task  of 
deceiving  each  other;  but  this  relief  was  dearly 
purchased,  for  with  it  came  the  knowledge  of  each 
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To  the  rather  they  s ti  1 1  tried  to 
I  weight  of  misery,  and  they  assisted  each 
i  endeavouring  to  keep  him.  ignorant  of  it ; 
i  in  vain. 

It  mean  to  pursue  this  wretched  subject 

B  all  ita  forms  and  changes,  until  their  tor- 

i  found  comparative  peace  at  hat — 

e  which  is  peace,  because  it  has  no  tangle 

t  to  disturb  it.     Let  us  then  tarn 

r  eyes  from  them  for  a  time,  as  we  do  from 

>  is  undergoing  a  dreadful  operation  which 

t  necessary  we  should  look  upon,  however 

ich  we  may  be  interested  in  its  result.     1  tbere- 

i  take  up  my  tale  when  that  which  was  most 

riolent  and  earthly  in  their  loves  had  passed  away, 

I  what  remained  was  so  linked  to  images  of 

death  that  it  might  seem  they  l>ad  become  eo- 

I  of  the  grave — that   grave  that  offered 

i  the   hope   which  life  had  not  to  give — a 

It  was  sad  indeed  to  took  at  them, 

and  see  what  a  short  time  ago  was  health,  and 

,  and  a  capability  of  enjoying  all  the  good 
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which  is  spread  around  us,  and  then  to  hear  them 
talk  to  each  other  when  they  were  alone. 

The  walk  where  eaeh  had  first  become  certiiu 
of  tlie  other's  unhappineas  was  sadly  endeared  to 
them.  They  liked  to  sit  on  a  seat  commandmj 
the  view  Mont  tort  had  found  Maria  contemplating, 
and  cast  their  eyes  over  that  scene  which  bid  DM 
nearly  lost  all  its  beauty. 

'Oh,  Charles!"  said  Maria,  once  when  they 
were  there,  "  1  know  not  why!  but  I  can  bear  Id 
think  of  your  death,  and  that  all  your  hopes  ban 
fallen  like  the  beautiful  leaves  which  lately  were 
the  very  life  and  being  of  this  prospect.  I  ( 
bear  to  think  that  all  your  happiness  in  this  life 
has  passed  away — yes !  even  to  look  at  you, 
reflect  that  you  will  soon  be  in  the  grave — but  ol 
my  father,  1  cannot  bear  to  think.  To  the  author 
of  my  being,  I  feel  as  if  I  were  a  parricide.  Is  it 
that  I  love  you  less  ?  Oh,  no!  surely  not!  But 
it  seems  to  me  that  I  owed  to  him  a  debt  of  happi- 
ness which  I  have  not  paid — neither  have  I  any 
thing  to  give  in  exchange  for  it.     From  you,  what. 
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[taken  away,  I  have  at  least  paid  a 

own  angel !"  said  Montfort,  thinking 
raid  say  to  comfort  her,  when  he  was 
>y  Maria. 

extremity  as  they  were  driven  to,  the 
become  morbidly  sensitive ;  and  now 
ised  to  seem  to  Maria  only  an  innocent 
(of  endearment,  appeared  to  be  wrong. 
>,  what  a  very  different  view  we  take  of 
lings  whilst  we  fancy  oursehes  firm  in 
and  when  we  know  we  are  just  going 
At  mid-day  objects  seem  to  have  no 
bat  in  the  evening  they  come  out  plain 
So  is  it  with  life,  and  the  leaving  of 
irefore  are  they  the  only  truly  wise  who 
ime  that  which  alone  can  disperse  those 
» 

under  this  feeling  that  Maria  interrupted 

;,  but  in  her  sweetest,   most  endearing 

"  I  am   no   angel   yet,    Charles  ! — but 

s  my  trust  to  be.     I  am  now  only  your 
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fond-hearted,  erring,  loving  girl! — and  so  you 
must  call  me — no  angel,  until  we  meet  in  heaven, 
Charles!" 

"  My  own  beloved  girl,  is  not  this  enthusiasm?" 
said  Montfort,  with  a  sad  smile. 

"  Perhaps  it  is !"  said  she,  in  the  same  manner, 
"  but  it  is  my  present  feeling." 

"  And  therefore  it  is  to  be  attended  to !  for  what 
feeling  of  my  erring  girl  (as  she  calls  herself)  does 
not  point  to  good,  although  it  may  be  warped  a 
little  by  the  present  state  of  her  mind  ?  But  one 
thing  my  beloved  Maria  must  do  for  her  own  sake, 
for  my  sake ! — let  her  good  sense  combat  this  feel- 
ing about  her  dear,  dear  father.  Oh,  Maria!  I 
cannot,  alas  !  bid  you  not  be  unhappy  about  him ! 
I  cannot  ask  you  not  to  feel  all  the  misery  we  have 
brought  upon  him.  But  I  can  ask  you  not  to  con- 
demn yourself  for  your  conduct  towards  one  for 
whose  happiness  there  is  no  moment  of  your  past 
life  in  which  you  would  not  have  given  up  your 
own.  Maria!  It  is  your  duty  to  try  to  get  rid  of 
this  improper  thought,  for  it  disturbs  your  mind 
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row,  when  it  should  not  he  disturbed — now,  when 
:e — plainly  sop,  that  it  is  fast  approaubing  Him 
i  made  it.  Oh,  my  own  beloved !  let  me  do, 
i  this  one  instance,  that  which  you  always  do  for 
:alm  you,  and  pacify  you,  and  purify  yew 
thoughts,  and  make  yoti  more  fit  for  that  change 
which  will  ere  long  take  place.  On  :arth,  we 
tave  nothing  to  support  us  through  the  trials  we 
,  but  the  consciousness  of  good  in- 
tentions. Let  us  take  care  that  we  do  not  gife 
up  that  one  support  when  reason  bids  ua  not  to 
do  ao." 

"  It  is  my  feelings  that  upbraid  me— not  my 
reason.  But  help  me !  and  reason  shall  triumph." 
What  Montfort  said  was  true.  Maria  had  in- 
deed watched  his  mind  with  more  than  the  anxiety 
of  a  mother  watching  a  sick  child,  and  sought  to 
prepare  him  for  that  death  which  she  saw  was  not 
far  off — to  deck  him  out,  it  seemed,  to  her  a  more 
acceptable  sacrifice.  Every  symptom  of  rebellion  . 
against  Him  who  sent  the  hard  fiat  forth — of  repin- 
ing or  impatience,  was  charmed  away  bv  her  holy 
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j*,-*  lx  j.-*-?.  U^cily  did  she  talk  to  him  when 
iv-  uuul-  *■**  3>.-«  -«r.  of"  ■■  that  Heavenly  Father 
v  •  *..n:  :  •-L*  tlv^r  :naK  that  they  were  going," 
-...-  (-  ii-ss  ;.■»  3wC  t-^s  were  not  what  they  should 
m-v  .*»?:■:  Soiw.r.irjc  of  that  fierce  spiriLhad 
-;";.i..:tfc.  •>.».-"-  --r«  him  once  to  say,  "Can 
—.-i  .-:  -,--L  .  *j:;  :i  r^s  *"" — but,  at  a  similar 
w*.\  i  v  ^  s>  *>-:-z  Mir.**  ajony  of  mind  made 
••;■■  ..*  -.-*  : .  ->;-■.:  i:  :.-.*  5*t.  and  clasp  hi*  knee*, 
uv  Sjv.rt  '  tL.  •;  ~i«f  akttcy  on  her  soul,  his 
.i-.*u:    i?*-:   •■!.*  t».-c  Sect,   bat  broken  down  at 


:*z  I  i*«  sirred  for  vou,"  said 
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greater  torments  than  any  thing  else  can  inflict 
upon  me — to  reflect  upon  your  conduct,  and  then 
I  know  your  own  sense  and  feelings  will  make  you 
do  so.  Oh  !  shall  we  murmur  at  our  sufferings, 
when  we  think  of  what  has  been  borne  for  us,  and 
from  us?  and  shall  we  forfeit  heaven  because  we 
have  lost  earth  ?" 

"  Forgive  me,  my  Maria  !  you  know,  my  own 
lot  I  could  bear  in  silence ;  but  it  is  youre  that 
drives  me  to  madness." 

"And  are  we  to  choose  our  afflictions  I  Do  you 
suppose  it  is  my  own  sufferings  that  grieve  me 
most?  No!  personal  afflictions  are  light  indeed, 
compared  to  what  we  suffer  through  those  we  love. 
Think  what  vou  have  driven  me  to  when  I  am 
compelled  to  say,  I  trust  it  was  momentary  mad- 
ness that  prompted  you  to  make  that  speech. 
But/*  continued  she,  bending  on  her  own  knees, 
and  drawing  him  down  on  his,  "  it  is  not  my 
pardon  you  must  ask,  my  own  beloved  Charles !" 

When  Montfort  had  prayed  to  be  forgiven  with 
that  upon  his  cheek  which  shamed  his  manhood, 
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he  said,  "  You  need  not  dread  this  feeling  in  me 
again ;  and  your  entreaties  have  only  produced 
sooner  what  my  own  thoughts  would  inevit- 
ably have  produced  at  last.  But  it  is  no  sin 
for  me  to  say,  the  knowledge  of  the  misery  it 
would  cause  you  is  an  additional  motive  with  me 
never  to  repeat  this  offence.  No,  my  own !  it  is 
no  sin  to  frankly  acknowledge  a  motive  which  He 
who  is  all  mercy  may  have  given  me  in  pity  for 
my  weakness.  Set  your  mind  at  peace,  my  beloved 
'  girl !  do  not  fear  for  the  future  !  oh,  I  will  bear 
to  see  you  die  without  on  3  murmur  more.  But 
give  me  all  the  support  you  can ;  and  I  only  ask 
that  which  I  will  give  to  you." 

Maria  threw  her  arms  about  his  neck,  and 
hung  upon  his  bosom :  "  Oh,  you  are  all  my  own 
again."  She  seemed  impelled  by  a  power  which 
she  could  not  resist — nor  did  she  seek  to  resist  it — 
she  pressed  a  kiss  upon  his  lips,  which  was  once 
returned,  and  no  more — one  pressure  to  his  heart, 
and  she  had  left  him — had  left  him  a  better  and  a 
less  unhappy  man  than  she  had  found  him. 
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Nor,  when  they  were  again  together  had  their 
calmness  forsaken  them.  No  blush  spread  over 
Maria's  face  at  the  thoughts  of  their  last  parting  ; 
but  she  met  Montfort's  eyes  with  all  her  former 
confidence,  as  she  said,  "  Did  you  think  me 
unforgiving  and  severe  when  I  said,  I  hoped  you 
had  erred  from  madness? — because  I  roust  ask 
your  forgiveness  now,  if  you  did  !" 

"  I  thought  it  the  kindest  speech  you  could 
have  made  to  me,  and  proceeding  from  the  deepest, 
purest  love." 

"  Now  I  am  resigned  to  our  fate  indeed  !" 
Marias  thankfulness  can  hardly  be  judged  of 
by  what  has  just  been  mentioned,  or  even  by  her 
conduct  on  the  occasion,  for  the  dread  of  the  effect 
the  certain  knowledge  that  she  was  sinking  into 
the  grave  would  have  on  her  lover's  mind,  had  long 
weighed  upon  her.  She  had  before  reuiarke-J,  that 
the  only  case  in  which  she  could  trace  one  feHiag 
she  would  not  have  wished  him  to  possess,  wa* 
where  her  happiness  was  concerned;  and  knowing 
the  strength  of  his  character  for  good,  she  feared 
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to  combat  the  idea  of  the  certainty  of  their  deaths, 
which  had  takes  inch  complete  possession  of 
Maria'*  mind.  At  firet  he  did  try  to  cheer  her 
with  hopes  which  he  had  long  ceased  to  have,  bat 
he  seen  felt  the  attempt  to  be  so  vain  that  it 
■eentd  almost  like  a  mockery. 

"Charles!  Why  tell  me  what  yon  do  sot 
believe  yourself  ?  Perhaps  if  I  thought  it  possible 
to  deceive  yon  into  hope,  I  might  attempt  it  too  ; 
bat  I  know  that  it  is  in  vain ;  and  it  is  equally 
vain  with  me.  Look  at  that,  Charles  !  and  look 
at  this  !  "  said  she,  with  a  sad  smile,  holding  oat 
a  hand  which  could  almost  be  seen  through,  and 
pointing  to  a  cheek  that,  as  it  became  paler, 
became  lovelier — but  less  the  loveliness  of  earth 
than  heaven.  "  Do  these  deceive  ?  —  are  they  to 
get  better  or  worse  ?  And  do  you  think  I  am  so 
much  afraid  to  die  ?  Do  yoa  feel  we  have  so 
much  to  lose  in  life  that  we  should  regret  the 
leaving  of  it?  Oh,  Charles! — my  rather!  my 
father !  bat  for  him,  why  should  I  wish  to 
liver 


After  this  Mont  fort  sought  no  more  to  deem* 
her ;  but  from  the  moment  she  had  brought 
him  to  a  just  sense  of  the  resignation  that  wis 
demanded  of  them,  he  used  every  endeavofkr  to 
strengthen  her  heavenly  hopes,  and  lighten  her 
earthly  dread  at  the  thoughts  of  the  gloomy  pas- 
sage of  the  tomb :  from  this  noble-minded  crea- 
ture, however,  he  always  declared  he  received 
infinitely  more  support  than  he  afforded. 
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CHAPTER  ir. 


"  Forlorn  of  thee, 
Whither  stall  I  betake  me,  where  subsist  > " 

Milton. 


Am  i»  now  bo  perfectly  were  both  the  lovers  given 
up  to  the  idea  of  death,  that  often  when  they  had 
not  previously  been  speaking  of  it,  they  would 
allude  to  it  as  a  thing  that  was  surely  to  come,  and 
to  come  quickly.  "  Who  will  take  care  of  our  dear, 
dear  Li,  when  we  are  all  gone?  for  my  father 
will  not  long  remain  behind  us  ! "  said  Maria,  one 
day,  when. they  were  walking,  and  Li  was  playing 
before  them,  tossing  up  the  dead  leaves  in  the  air. 
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'Poor,  poor  Ii! — how  he  will  miss  us! — only 
fancy  him  howling  over  our  grave."  And  this  ide» 
did  that  which  the  thoughts  of  their  own  deaths 
had  almost  ceased  to  do.  The  fountains  of  ha 
eyes  were  nearly  dried  up  ;  but  this  made  her  buret 
out  crying  like  a  child.  "  But  he  shall  be  buried 
at  our  feet  at  lust,  my  beloved  girl  ! "  said  Mont- 
fort,  pressing  her  withering  hand  to  his  heart, 
"  And  I  have  a  fancy  thut  he  too  will  not  lone 
survive  us." 

The  wretched  father  saw  that  both  were  sinking 
in  spite  of  all  their  endeavours  to  conceal  it.  Our 
evening  he  was  particularly  struck  with  his 
daughter's  appearance.  "My  unhappy  child," 
said  he,  "  how  can  I  make  you  less  wretched  ?  " 

"Why  will  my  father  think  me  unhappy  V 
replied  Maria,  with  a  smile  that  would  almost 
have  deceived  another  person. 

"  Maria,  my  ill-fated  girl !  a  father  is  not  to  be 
deceived  where  an  only  child's  peace  is  concerned. 
And  here,"  continued  he,  seeing  Montfort  ap- 
proach, "  comes  one  who  tries  the  same  vain  task ; 
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but  it  will  not  do— it  will  not  do.  You  cannot 
Mind  me,  even  though  your  goodness  should  make 
yon  blind  yourselves.  Your  pale  fyce  and  fevered 
bohd,  Maria,  and  his  gloomy  spirits,  tell  me  the 
troth /—that  you  are  both  sinking  beneath  your 

-I  Hfcy  in  vain  tried  to  re-assure  him,  and  talked 
with  an  assumed  cheerfulness  which  contrasted 
sadly  with  their  real  feelings ;  but  this  affected 
the  Emperor  more  than  their  tears  would  have 
done.  "  Oh,  do  not  try  to  outrage  nature  any 
more  for  my  sake !  'Tis  as  if  the  dead  should 
smile.  Have  you  courage  to  make  one  trial  more 
—one  more  sacrifice — the  greatest  and  the  last  ?  " 

"  Could  we,  Charles,  refuse  any  thing  to  such 
a  father!" 

44  Nothing,  indeed  !  " 

"  My  beloved  children,  I  see  you  sinking  daily, 
now  you  are  together !  Do  you  dare,  for  my 
sake,  to  part?  I  have  only  this  one  hope  left, 
that  travelling  and  change  of  scenes  may  restore 
yon  both  when  you  are  not  together." 
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they  should  share  each  other's  grave— before  they 
should  be  united  in  that  lund  where  the  laws  ot 
man  do  not  reach  to  trouble,  and  "the  weary  are 
ai  rest." 

They  wished  to  have  parted  when  the  Emperor 
was  not  present,  but  this  they  could  not  do  with- 
out giving  him  reason  to  think  it  cost  them  more 
than  they  desired  be  should  suppose.  Maria  bad 
previously  said  to  Montfort,  "  Now  I  must  rely 
upon  your  strength,  and  it  must  not  fail  me,  my 
own  Charles.  1  must  rely  that  you  are  able 
to  part  from  me  at  any  moment ;  and  when  1  feel 
myself  best  equal  to  it,  I  will  give  you  a  sign,  and 
then  leave  us  at  once.  Do  not  think,  from  my 
making  this  preparation,  that  I  shall  suffer  much 
—no,  I  mean  to  part  from  you  as  calmly  as  1  now 
talk  to  you  about  it.  And  why  should  we  not  do 
not  If  we  knew  we  were  to  meet  again  in  a 
short  bine  in  (his  world,  we  should  think  little  of 
it.  Then  should  it  distress  us  more  that  our 
meeting  is  lo  be  in  a  better  ?  " 

"  Maria,    you   may   trust   me — I   will  not  fail 


yoa*.  At  the  aoaal  I  take  yon  in  my  arms  for 
Ac  last  tone  st  this  life,  I  will  think,  yet  a  few 
abort  hoars,  and  row  win"  be  there  for  ever." 

The  Emperor  bad  been  anxious  that  Montfcrt 
«hea£d  take  aa  old  and  valued  friend  with  him  u 
i  cowuaukjtt.  bat  in  this  he  was  not  snpported  bj 
Maria.  She  said,  "  Do  not,  I  entreat,  press  that 
point.  By  looking  into  my  own  heart,  I  can  well 
bell  what  passes  in  his ;  and  for  me  to  have  any 
companion    in    the    world  but    yon,    would  be 


*'  Bat  I  do  not  ask  him  to  take  a  mere  com- 
panion— 1  ask  him  to  take  his  very  oldest  friend." 


he  would  place  my  dying  Charles'  bead  spaa 
hie  bosom  if  he  thought  it  would  pre-  owe  mo- 
mept'aeue;  but  still  hs  is  not  the  Jferson  to  be 
with  him  now.  Now,  he  could  only  bear  Ike 
constant  companionship  of  a  woman,  or  «f  a  ma*, 
of  a  moat  yielding,  feminine  nature,  or  of  one, 
connected  with  me;  and  his  (Wend  m  none  efr 
these.  I  may  not  have  rsplauawt  my  meaning 
well,  bat  trust  to  my  feelings  in  this,  for  I  know 
they  do  not  deceive  me." 

The  Emperor  therefore  ceased  to  urge  the 
point,  and  it  was  at  first  decided  that  he  was  to 
go  alone ;  bat  although  Maria  had  thought,  and 
argued  rightly,  she  had  come  to  a  wrong  conclu- 
sion, for  the  friend  she  spoke  of  was  himself 
greatly  changed ;  and  soon  their  decision  was 
altered,  as  far  as  Montfort  would  allow  of,  with 
Maria's  full  consent. 

As  t  like  to  set  the  male  creature  in  a  good 
light  when  I  can  do  so  with  any  degree  of  con- 
science, I  shall  give  the  letter  of  that  friend, 
which  caused  this  alteration. 
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"  You  have  forgotten  me.  Nevertheless,  1  am 
your  oldest  friend.  You  have  become  great— I 
remain  comparatively  little.  Then  why  but  I 
not  more  pride  than  to  put  you  in  mind  that  such 
a  one  exists?  Because  I  know  you!  because  1 
know  this  of  you — that  could  you  have  beentrf 
any  service  to  me,  months  would  not  have  j 
without  my  hearing  from  you— that  had  I  wanto 
you  at  my  side,  there  you  would  have  been  found 
But  still,  although  1  knew  all  this,  I  did  tliiuk  i 
extraordinary,  I  should  not  receive  one  singl* 
letter  from  you.  Now,  alas !  that  silence  U  1 
sadly  accounted  for — you  have  been  absorbed  in 
that  feeling  which  should  absorb,  or  it  is  worth- 
less. Had  you  thought  more  of  me  then,  1  abooU 
have  thought  less  of  you  now.  I  know  I  prat  n 
out  of  your  heart,  but  your  mind  was, 
have  been,  6lled  with  another.  You  had,  hi 
Columbus,  discovered  a  new  world — the  world  < 
love ;  and  although  it  did  not  make  you  regard 
less  those  you  had  left  in  the  old,  yet  the  debt 
■ad   novel* j   of  all   around  withdrew   your   ouri 
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from  them  for  a  time.  And,  oh,  my  poor  friend  ! 
not  more  mighty  were  the  ills  that  fatal  discovery 
inflicted  on  the  unoffending  savages,  than  those 
which  have  fallen  on  you,  and  on  her  you  love 
better  than  yourself.  What  shall  I  say  to  com- 
fort you  ?  what  shall  I  do  to  help  you  ?  Freely 
may  I  now  speak  to  you  on  the  subjeet,  for  it  is 
known  to  all  ;  and  if  the  public  feeling  most  pities 
heron  whom  you  would  wish  tlt.it  all  good  things 
were  showered,  scarcely  less  is  it  lavished  on  you — 
on  you,  her  protector,  her  restorer.  From  the  palace 
to  the  cottage  there  is  hardly  less  grief  for  you, 
than  for  her  our  loved  and  lovely  Queen,  whom 
her  rank  could  not  save  from  the  same  ills  that 
may  affect  the  poor  peasant-girl— the  young  high 
being  whom  Envy  herself  mold  weep  to  see  thus 
reduced  by  suffering  to  our  own  level. 

"  We  were  too  proud  of  her:  we  thought,  that 
only  the  greatest  prince  ou  earth,  if  he  were  good 
as    great,    could    deserve  her;  and    now    M 
punched  for  our  pride:  for  when  our  minds  became 
less  worldly,  and   we    felt  that   nothing  but  the 
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greatness  which  is  conferred  by  the  hand  of  God- 
goodness,  could  merit  her,  and  found  such  merit, 
it  was  in  one  where  the  laws  of  man  came  in  to 
blast  onr  happiness,  and  hers. 

"  And  this  merit,  and  this  misery,  were  found  in 
my  earliest  friend  1  What  a  strange  fate  must  tut 
he,  when  it  is  the  chief  wonder  of  mine  to  bait 
had  such  a  friend  ! 

"  Oh,  Montfort !  yours  was  a  fearful  destiny — to 
be  the  greatest,  or  not  to  be! — and  it  was  thnrt 
on  one  who  sought  it  not,  for  your  ambition  it 
know  it  well)  aimed  uot  to  the  being  great  and 
powerful,  but  to  the  gaining  admiration  and  km 
by  doing  brilliant  and  noble  acts.  That  the** 
have  been  gained,  a  nation's  praises,  a  nation's 
blessings  show  :  hut  have  you  gained  happiness! 
alas !  a  nation's  tears  deny  it !  No,  my  poor 
friend  has  gone  along  a  path  which  it  was  wise  to 
choose,  and  honourable  to  pursue,  and  be  has 
trodden  it  as  none  else  could  have  done ;  yet  i! 
has  been  fatal  to  him. 

"1  began  to  write,  thinking  solely  of  your  feel- 
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ings,  but  now  I  seem  unmindful  of  them, w 

give  way  to  my  own.  ■-  •■:'■'•■•: 

"  Mootfort !  I  am  your  oldest  friend.  xonhntt 
never  ceased  to  love  me,  and  you  never  witt?4ML 
with  all  my  confidence  in  yon,  I  am  jetibne  Mi  ft 
woman,  and  require  to  have  your  love  shorn  vfc 
is  known  you  are  to  part.  Let  me  go  wtskvyo*. 
I  do  not  ask.  it  in  the  vain  hope  that  I  rsn-ia  My 
degree  supply  what  you  lose.  1  ask  it  for*  nmch 
more  humble  reason  ;  that  I  may  watch  over  yon, 
hud  at  least  keep  from  yon  all  petty,  worldly 
troubles,  which  in  your  state  of  mind  would  be 
torture.  You  must  hare  some  one  near  you  to  do 
this,  and  you  could  bear  me  better  than  any 
ether. 

"  Perhaps  you  will  think,  from  what  you  knew  of 
any  mind  and  feelings,  that  I  am  not  the  person 
who  should  be  with  you  in  such  distress  as  thta. 
Possibly  1  am  not:  but  I  am  annch  changed  front 
what  I  was  not  many  months  ago;  and  from 
exactly  an  opposite  cause  to  that  which  has 
bad  such  an  influence  on  your  life.  Montfbrt,  a 
friend  may  say  it  to  a  friend !     I  gare  a  faith  as 


pore,  a  soul  as  high,  a  heart  as  single,  at  your 
own,  to  one  who  seemed  to  have  every  virtue  under 
Heaven.  All  of  good  I  had  to  give,  I  gave  to  her. 
It  was  given  to  the  pitiless  winds ;  it  was  given  to 
the  raging  sea ;  or  to  one  who  is  more  remorseless 

still. 

"  Do  not  think  so  meanly  of  me,  as  to  suppose 
that  wounded  vanity  may  have  made  me  see 
through  a  darkened  glass  that  which  perhaps  is 
really  fair,  for  my  vanity  has  not  been  wounded: 
she  of  whom  I  speak,  gave  me  all  the  heart  she 
had  to  give :  but  what  a  thing  did  I  find  it !  How 
deeply  did  it  brand  with  falsehood  the  resplendent 
beauty  which  veils  it  from    the   view  of  other?  ; 


th«  torso  arcEx. 


"  1  tell  ve*  *f  alt  this  bow,  to  prove-  that  ye* 
can  be  of  wore  Hrvice  to  your  friend,  if  yon  will 
let  him  go  with  yon,  than  he  oan  be  to  yon.  ■■  Yon 
shall  talk,  to  him  of  one  to  opposite  to  taw, 
that  he,  will  scarce  believe  ouch  a  contrast  can 
exist  in  the  same  world.  You  shall  paint  bar 
whom  yo»  love,  inch  as  she  is,  for  better:  yon 
cannot  paint  her ;  and  you  ■hell  let  him  love  Jhaj 
too,  and.  it  will  restore  to  him  that  confidence 
which,  if  not  lost  for  ever,  at  least  is. watering. 

"  And  I  shall  be  able  to  enter  into  your  feelings 
more  than  yon  expect,  for  though  still  as  much  a 
personal  stranger  to  her  from  whom  you  part,  as 
when,  in  our  boyish  sports,  we  used  to  cry, '  Now, 
charge  for  the  honour  of  the  babe  Queen ! ' 
Nevertheless  do  I  know  her  well — well  do  1  know 
what  she  must  be  who  has  filled  your  heart  and 
soul  so  entirely. 

"  How  irresistibly  does  what  I  have  just  writ- 
ten carry  my  mind  back  against  the  stream  of 
time !  There  you  are,  under  the  gnarled  oak,  your 
bonnet  in  your  hand,  your  brown  hair  blowing 
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back,  your  eyes  all  fire,  a  glow  upon  your  youthful 
cheek  ;  you  rush  at  the  head  of  your  wild  gang  to 
;  the  royal  infant  from  her  fancied  ravisher*. 
Think  of  this — think  of  what  has  happened.  Ho 
did  our  idle  play,  faintly,  but  truly,  body  forth 
reality !  Little  do  they  know  of  man's  history  wt 
are  forced  to  go  to  enchantment  for  a  wondrous  tali 
That  you  have  rescued  her,  is  true :  but  where  ai 
my  poor  boy's  eyes  of  fire — his  glowing  cheeks ' 
"  Montfort !  under  that  oak,  one  summer's  e»i 
the  moon  just  rising  behind  the  old  ivied  torn 
you  know  so  well,  you  said  to  me,  '  Our  father 
who  have  been  in  the  world,  tell  us  that  the  war! 
is  always  changing;  I  don't  know  how  it  slioul 
be,  for  they  have  never  changed  to  each  othci 
but,  be  this  as  it  may,  let  you  and  I  never  alter 
If  prosperity  and  different  pursuits  should  sepa- 
rate us,  let  us  always  be  found  together  should 
either  be  in  adversity.'  Montfort!  I  had  for- 
gotten this  for  years  ;  and  so  had  yon,  I  kno« 
for  I  do  not  think  we  ever  spoke  of  it  afterwards  . 
but  no  sooner  did  i  hear  of  your  cruel  fete,  thau 
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freshly  ss  if  they  had  that  namat  tab*  pUor. 
and'  nothing  cm  drive  dun  from  theaee.  ffee 
inst»k  Tun  alone;  nay,  if  I  bat  that  my  ejttt  W 
company,  I  near  the  owl  boot  final  the  old  taaw— 

I  see  the  shadows  of  its  tottering  walk  throw*  Owt 


of  die  oak,  and  blow*  apon  my  dwelt;  sad  osf 
accents  of  my  friend  come  to  asy  ears ;  bat,  oh! 
their  soond  i>  hollow  row! 

"  Hoatfort !  do  not  call  me  fapentitioaa ;  hat 
if  I  go  not  with  yoo,  I  shall  dunk  we  bare  disre- 
garded a  voice  from  another  world." 

The  answer  to  tins  letter  will  beat  show  what 
was  finally  determined  on, 


"  Yoo  have  explained  exactly  say  fcwassfn 
towards  yon ;  yet,  although  I  know  this  to  be  tike 
troth,  I  hardly  think  I  should  have  ▼entaved  to 
hare  told  yon  so  after  my  seeming  neglect. 

"  I  cannot  bear  yon  with  me,  and  I  cannot  bear 
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to  be  without  yon-  Bui  what  am  I  bear  *  Vet, 
I  can  bear  to  die !  for  then  me  shall  never  part 
again.  And  what  has  taught  your  strong-minded 
friend  (as  yon  often  called  him)  this  stem  lesson ! 
Not  his  own  reflections,  not  his  philosophy,  bat  s. 
poor  weak  girt. 

"  That  I  die  for  her,  I  know ;  but  still,  what 
do  I  not  owe  her !  I  am  afraid  to  attempt  to  »y, 
lest  I  should  appear  to  confound  the  creature  with 
that  Being  compared  to  whom  the  best  are  but  is 
dust — lest  1  should  confound  in  words,  ideas,  which, 
in  my  mind,  are  as  clear  as  they  should  be. 

"  And  what  does  sbe  owe  me  ?    Death,  and  do- 
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all  the  circumstances  came  back  to  my  mind  as 
freshly  as  if  they  had  that  moment  taken  place, 
and  nothing  can  dri  ~  J*"m  from  thence.  The 
instant  I  am  alone ;  i  r,  if  I  but  shut  my  eyes  in 
company,  I  hearthe  o  not  from  the  old  tower — 
I  see  the  shadows  of  its  tottering  walls  thrown  out 
in  the  moonlight— the  apers  in  the  leaves 

of  the  oak,  and  blows  upon  my  cheek  ;  and  the 
accents  of  my  friend  come  to  my  cars ;  but,  oh  ! 
their  sound  is  hollow  now ! 

"  Moatfort !  do  not  call  me  superstitious  ;  but 
if  1  go  not  with  you,  I  shall  think  we  have  disre- 
garded a  voice  from  another  world." 

The  answer  to  this  letter  will  best  show  what 
was  finally  determined  on. 

"  You  have  explained  exactly  my  feelings 
towards  yon ;  yet,  although  I  know  this  to  be  the 
truth,  I  hardly  think  I  should  have  ventured  to 
have  told  you  so  after  my  seeming  neglect. 

"  I  cannot  bear  you  with  me,  and  I  cannot  bear 


only  one  living  thing  near  us,  and  that  was  a  boa 
of  ill  omen.  Ernest !  did  its  boding  voice  ten 
truth  ? 

'*  You  bid  me  not  to  call  you  superstitious.  An 
[  likely  to  do  so,  when  my  present  feeling  prompt 
mc  to  beg  you  not  to  hope  that  1  may  live  !  Hen 
do  I  know  what  effect  the  wishes  of  a  good  uai 
may  have?  and  he  who  most  regards  my  p 
should  not  seek  to  prolong  my  wretchedness. 

"  Go  to .    There  I  will  write  to  you  again, 

and  try  to  think  more  of  you  and  less  of  myself: 
but,  at  present,  it  is  in  vain." 

When  the  hour  of  parting  at  length  came,  Mont- 
fort  had  sent  on  his  carriage  and  suite — all  except 
one  horse.     He  talked  to  Maria,  and  she  replied 
in  a  way  that  would  have  astonished  one  who 
not  know  the  source  of  their  calmness.     In  th 
the  human  feeling,  if  I  may  so  express  it,  was 
much  deadened   and   overcome   by   the    train 
thoughts  which  had  so  long  occupied  their  mind: 
that  the  father  not  only  seemed  to  be,  but 


» 
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was,  more  affected  at  the  parting  than  they  were. 
When  at  length  Montfort  saw  Maria's  lips  moving, 
and  her  eyes  cast  up  to  Heaven,  he  required  no 
Other  sign.    He  wrong  the  Emperor's  hand  in 
silence.    The    father  clasped  both  his  children 
to  his  breast,  and  then  pressed  them  into  each 
other's  arms.    Maria  did  not  affect  to  shrink  from 
Montfort,  but  hagged  him  to  her  bosom  with  all 
her  might ;  nor  did  her  sweet  lips  torn  from  his : 
"Death  hallows  it/'  thought  she.     She  hung 
upon  his  neck  a  moment  longer :  M  Now  go ! "  she 
whispered— one  kiss   more — Maria  smiled  upon 
him,  and  Montfort  found  himself  on  his  horse, 
galloping  as  though  he  flew  from  those  he  hated. 
But  that  smile  was  one  he  never  wished  to  see 
again,  and  did  not  like  to  think  upon.     Oh!  it 
startled  the  heart  far  more  than  a  cry  of  agony 
would  have  done. 

Fast  as  Montfort  flew  away,  there  was  some- 
thing in  his  path  to  stop  him.  He  had  previously 
taken  leave  of  Lion,  and  they  had  shut  him  up  in 
Maria's  apartments.  The  animal  seemed  clearly  to 
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understand  the  meaning  of  his  caresses,  and,  ts 
aoon  m  he  was  left  alone,  had  broken  out  of  hu 
confinement,  and  now  overtook.  Montfort  juatai  tbe 
latter  gotout  of  sight  of  the  villa.  Montfort  stop- 
ped the  moment  he  saw  him,  jumped  off  his  bone, 
and,  as  he  again  caressed  him,  said,  "  Oh,  Li,  job 
must  go  back  and  take  care  of  her ! "  Tbe  dog  ran 
a  short  way  towards  borne,  eat  down,  and  looked 
back  at  Montfort,  and  howled.  Montfort  again 
jumped  upon  his  horse,  and  hurried  forward;  bat 
as  he  did  so,  he  thought  of  the  picture  Maria'i 
fancy  had  once  drawn,  and  said,  "  That  howl  it 
perhaps  only  a  little  before  its  time." 
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Maria's  conduct  astonished  her  father :  "  My 
child/'  he  said,  "  I  did  not  think  this  had  been  in 
the  power  of  woman,  not  even  after  knowing  all 
your  mother's  strength  of  mind.  But  I  believe  I 
would  rather  see  yon  show  that  yon  suffered  mote, 
for  I  dread  the  ending  of  this  unnatural  calm/' 

"  It  is  not  my  own  strength,  father,  I  know !  bat 
let  us  rely  on  Him  who  giveth  it." — "  Strength?" 
continued  she  to  herself.  "  Oh,  no !  Tis  a 
coward's  courage — the  calm  of  desperation.  But 
for  the  hope,  the  sad  hope  I  live  on,  and  soon 
shall  die  on,  I  feel  I  could  not  have  borne  this. 
I  should  have  sunk  beneath  it  at  once." 

As  they  drove  along  by  the  fierce  D ,  in  the 

moonlight,  Maria  sat  leaning  her  head  against 
the  side  of  the  carriage.  Her  father  and  Lion  only 
were  with  her,  their  suite  following  them  in  other 
conveyances.  She  looked  out  upon  the  river  with 
its  bright  foaming  little  falls  dancing  and  glitter- 
ing in  the  magic  light ;  and  as  the  fairy  scene 
glanced  by,  she  could  almost  fancy  she  had  passed 
away  from  that  world  where  she  had  suffered  so 
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bad  got  Maria  to  make  bun  prosnise  to  eoasply 
with  his  desire.    He  scarcely  doobted  bis 
wishes   being   obeyed,    but    Maria's   be 
would  be. 
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"Above  Me  are  tl 
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entered  with  a  listless  confidence,  when  we  are 
much  absorbed  in  other  matters.  It  is  the 
difference  between  going  into  a  magnificent  room 
we  may  be  accustomed  to,  and  the  paltry  one  of 
an  inn  in  which  we  have  never  before  been :  in  the 
latter,  without  knowing  why,  our  attention  is 
so  far  roused,  that  we  look  round,  although  we  do 
not  expect  to  see  any  thing  worth  seeing. 

The  second  day  after  they  had  parted,  Mont- 
fort  wrote  to  Maria ;  and  the  following  is  a  part  of 
hi 8  letter: — 

"  Had  I  not  solemnly  pledged  myself  to  tell 
you  my  every  thought  and  feeling,  I  should  still 
have  done  so,  for  I  know  in  it  is  my  only  safety. 
Were  I  to  attempt  to  act  otherwise,  you  would  see 
through  my  purpose  at  once,  and  then  would  you  un- 
ceasingly torment  yourself  in  imagining  what  does 
not  exist,  because  you  were  not  told  of  what  does 
exist  Nor  will  the  plain  and  naked  truth  add  to 
your  grief ;  for  if  you  will  see  a  sorrow  in  my  heart 
that  no  human  being  can  bear  and  live  long, 
that  you  already  know  is  there;  and,  to  com 
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thie»  I  should  prefer  to  keep  my  weakened  and 
feverish  frame  from  repose,  until  compelled  to  it 
by  necessity :  but,  no !  when  the  blow  falls  upon  us, 
we  must  be  found,  with  heads  bowed  down,  and 
anna  tfclded ;  ^-not  rushing  forward  to  meet  it: 
May  He^  in  whose  bosom  my  Maria  soon  will  be  J 
watch  over  her  to-night  and  for  ever !" 


»  r.  ,' 


I  proceed  to  give  parts  of  other  letten,  without 
being  scrupulous  as  to  order  of  time  or  place. 

"  I  had  before  been  in  Dauphiny,  although,  I 
believe,  I  told  your  father  that  I  had  not.  From 
thence  I  first  saw  the  Alps.  I  well  remember  my 
impatience  when  light  begah  to  dawn ;    (only 

« 

think,  Maria !  there  was '  once  a  time  when  I 
longed  for  day !)  the  cold  morning  air  upon  my 
cheek  seemed  to  fan  the  mounting  spirit  within, 
and  make  it  more  strong  and  vehement :  my  soul 
was  like  a  restrained  hawk  which  its  jesses  can 
hardly  hold ;  and  when  the  first  ray  caught  a  snowy 
peak,  away  it  swept  through  the  air  to  hover  over 


it ;  and  the  day  came  on  so  fast,  that  almost  in- 
stantly it  was  lost  amidst  the  wonders  of  a  first 
morning  among  the  glories  of  the  Alps. 

"  But  even  from  this  splendid  magnificence  I  wm 
occasionally  recalled  by  the  extreme  loveliness  at 
that  which  was  immediately  around  me,  IV 
country  was  like  a  noble  park  ;  lulls  crowned  with 
very  large  trees,  and  long  retiring  glades  between, 
whose  carpet  was  the  freshest,  brightest  grass, 
mingled  with  innumerable  flowers.  With  such  i 
back-ground  as  the  Alps,  and  most  favourable 
lights,  this  made  a  scene  which  years  have  hardly 
dimmed  in  my  recollection.  It  was  as  if  Nature. 
to  convince  an  unbeliever  in  her  powers,  had  dis- 
played them  all  at  once :  all  was  laid  out,  from 
the  grandest  of  her  works, — her  mountains  l"r 
forests,  and  her  snows,  to  her  loveliest,— ho 
flowers :  of  her  seasons,  loo,  she  was  equally 
lavish,  for  there  was  each  gradation  from  youthful 
spring  to  hoary  winter. 

"  Maria,  this  was  !  What  is  ?  Perhaps  to  teach  a 
lesson,  which  is  not  lost  on  me  I  trust,  mid  shall 
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K  on  her  who  must  partake  every  alienation 

fate  or  it  is  no  alleviation,  the  earth  ha* 

.  herself  in  her  wintry  robes  earlier  hen 

I  in  other  places.     When  I  again  passed  the 

'  which  had  so  delighted  me  before,  the 

k  were  leafless,  the  grass  was  with  wed,  the 

i  were  dead  ;  but  there,  unchanged,  were 

■glorious  Alps  before  me,  like  that  bright  land 

i  we  are  journeying.     The  green  leaves, 

I  flowers  of  this  life,  however  worthy  of  the 

1  that  gives  them,  are  not  meant  to  endure ; 

ilst  there  is  a  place  of  'joy  that  fadeth  not 

ray,'  where  time   and  seasons  work  no  change  ; 

he  same,  whether  it  be  seen  with  the  dancing 

i  of  hope,  or   through  the  tears   of  sorrow; 

—whether  it  he  entered  by  the  bridal  chamber,  or 

[  through  the  gates  of  ahiiction. 


"  I  this  day  came  to  a  little  hollow  in  the  moun- 
tains,— a  nameless  spot,  and  this  was  its  greatest 
charm  to  me  ;  a  name  would  have  destroyed  it : 
none  knew  of  it  except  the  mo  un  tain  -goat,  and  his 
equally  unobserving  goatherd  .-  it  seemed  a  spot 


of  the  world,  and  to  forget  the  «vrtam 
|  «m)d  fancy  written  over  it,    '  Mmn  may  «ier, 
tft  mttow  toast  not.*     It  did  not  ran  far  b*ck ; 
there  wa«  no  ay  t  ten  i 
taocy  on;  yw»  **«  its  end  :  bat.  for  tint  rwm, 
A  Unrrd  bite  a  hone,  for  home  i*  a  place  of  I 
M  «f  i  MiliiiBt      It  was   bounded   by  i 
bat   bad  m  *ofi  look    compared    to   the 
lrmnrt  it:  a  green  mri  covered  it.  and  t 


*■**  y»«  *afl  BMhe  her  a  hoMren  too,  mod  t 


you  will  M*er  have  the  satisfaction  of  befog  one 
single  bear  albde.'  ( 

"'The  satisfaction  of  being  away  firota  Maria! 

and  kit  so  she  means  to  punish  met'    ■■;;        k1 

"  *  Why  1 '  replied  Maria,  as  she  hang »  back  is* 
the  aUnn  that  bad  been  thrown  round  her  ^waist, 
smiling  4a  my  fcee  in  the  conftdewoe  of  her  own 
piower,  '  would  it  not  be  a  punishment V    '  ■'    -' 

M*Ayf  Maria!  such  a  punishment  as  <w**M 
make  me  commit  the  crime  for  the  sake  of  re- 
ceiving* H/ 

"#Ofc!  but  if  that  is  true,  why  have  you  been 
away  from  me  so  long  now  ? ' 

"  A*  I  was  going  to  relate  all  my  adventures,  a 
shrill  scream  broke  the  vision  ;  the  cottage,  and 
she  who  was  its  light,  had  gone,  and,  in  place  of 
9b  much  that  spoke  of  happiness,  there  was  a 
solitary  wretch  whose  tears  alone  prevented  his 
looking  still  as  the  cold,  hard  rock  on  which  he 
layman  eagle  flapping  his  wings  a  few  yards  above 
him,  as  if  in  contempt  of  that  which  h&diost  the 
spirit  and  energy  of  man. 
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'■  And  whyshould  the  eagle's  scream  have  povtr 
to  scare  away  this  bliss?  Why  should  itexitt 
only  in  fancy!  Why  should  we  not' flee  awaj' 
from  that  society  which  has  condemned  os  t 
death  for  no  crime,  and  seek  the  happiness  fna 
nature  which  man  denies  us  ?  We  could  be  hapf 
in  such  a  place  ;  we  know  we  could,  for  we  h 
been  so : — oh,  how  happy  !  It  is  no  new  li 
for  Maria  to  be  my  housewife,  nor  for  me  to  f 
vide  her  with  food  !  and  what  do  we  wont  more  ' 
Would  not  these  give  us  all  we  ever  wished  for  in 
life — give  ua  each  other  ?  If  we  were  happy  u 
such  circumstances  before,  when  we  loved  indtl 
hut  had  not  told  each  other  of  our  love — and  *bi 
therefore,  our  feelings  were  too  tumultuous  a 
uncertain  not  to  cause  anxiety  and  pain,  wtu 
should  we  not  be  if,  in  such  a  spot,  doubts  < 
at  an  end,  and  hopes  confirmed  ? — when  the  i 
and  husband  would  be  sure  to  find. 
they  might  wander,  peace  in  each  others  fa 
and  a  home  in  each  other's  arms  ! 

' '  And  now  Maria  blushes,  with  more  of  h 
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feeling  than  might  be  supposed  left  in  one  so 
spiritualised— and  now  should  I,  bat  for  mastered 
promise  not  to  conceal  one  single  thought  4r  feel- 
ing from  her,  reproach  myself  with  baring  brought 
upon  the  pale  cheek  of  sorrow  that  which  -only 
becomes  the sonny  face  of  joy!  with  having  called 
beek,  for  a  moment,  that  spirit  to  earth,  which  was 
for  on  its  way  to  heaven !  j 

"  And  why  should  I  ask  Maria  that  which!  can 
too  sadly  answer  ?— why  demand  what  link  binds 
as  to  man,  when  I  too  surely  know  it  is  one  that 
cannot  be  broken  ?  To  thy  father  we  are  bound 
more  than  ever  were  children  before,  because  we 
owe  more  to  his  lore.  Once  I  night  hate  said, 
'  Is  it  not  hard,  that  we  can  only  repay  one  who 
seems  to  live  but  for  us,  by  dying  for  him  1 '  but 
not  now.  Now,  I  feel  I  can  expiate  at  any  sacri- 
fice what  he  has  borne  for  us— can  bind  my 
beautiful  lamb  to  the  horns  of  the  altar,  without 
one  rebel  thought.  Yes )  my  Jepbtha's  daughter 
not  only  lays  down  her  life  for  her  father  willingly, 
but  with  her  lor erV  free  consent*    Maria,  I  repeat 


ikM  fcmch  to  yon  very  often,  bat  1  weHknowkw 
mach  you  delight  to  hear  it. 

**  The  ■•■  is  g*v*g  down,  and  the  flowed 
around  Dtut  going  to  sleep  ;  and  noon  will  go 
to  deep  a  being  a*  sweet  and  innocent  as  they:— 
bat  alas  !.in  spile  of  beauty,  in  spite  of  innocent*, 
there  an  Sowers  that  go  to  sleep  with  a  tear  is 
the  eye. 
*'  Sly  own  Maria !" 

Before  Maria  received  the  letters  of  which  I 
have  given  parts,  she  had  written  Monobrt 
several  antes,  bat  I  do  not  give  extracts  from  any 
of  them.     From ,  which  they  reached  «* 
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father's  goodness  to  me,  and  bear  faitn  talk  of 
yourself ! — bat  why  seek  to  make  yon  love  Um 
more  ?— it  will  not  add  to  your  happiness  n6w ! 

"You  know  it  was  not  alone  a  selfish  regard 
for  my  own  feelings,  that  made  me  so  much  dread 
parting  with  you  for  the  short  time  we  have- to  be 
apart;  you  know  the  objection,  in  comparison 
with  which  all  others  were  as  nothing,  proceeded 
from  a  fear  that  you  might  require  my  weak  help 
near  you  to  keep  you  prepared  to  die  :  but,  praise 
be  to  Him  who  giveth  peace  to  the  troubled  soul, 
as  well  as  every  other  good  gift,  your  letter  has 
perfectly  removed  that  greatest  of  all  fears  from 
my  mind.  It  shows  how  truly  you  keep  the  pro- 
mise you  once  made,  that  you  will  "  bear  to  see  me 
die  without  one  murmur  more."  May  Heaven  bless 
you  for  it !  you  have  indeed  lightened  the  burthen 
of  the  heart  you  love  so  well.  Now  does  that 
heart  tell  me,  and  tell  me  truly,  that  it  has  not 
given  up  too  much  for  you — no,  not  in  giving  op 
all  its  earthly  happiness. 

'•  I  am  sitting  alone  at  a  window  that  looks  out 
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upon  the  Rhine,  and  I  cannot  bear  to  be  out  t-f 
sight  of  it ;  but  I  am  almost  ashamed  to  tell  tttu 
you  the  reason.     It  is  not,  as  we  once  should  h»« 
done,   to   admire  it  bearing   along  in 
might  and  majesty :  one  of  Nature's  roost  impi 
sive  works  disappears  to  me  as  such,  and  I  onW 
see  in  it  a  chain  that  binds  me  to  you : — you  ban 
been  upon  its  banks  since  last  we  met ;  with  whai 
thoughts  i  well  know;  and  for  that  alone  I 
it  now. 

"  At  the  first  moment  we  came  in  sight  of 
river,  how  instantly  did  the  many  hundred  n 
between  us  disappear !  I  was  beside  you, — 1  on 
speaking  to  you, — I  was  in  your  arms :  1  felt  yonf 
burning  tears  upon  my  cheek  ; — nor  was  it  antilnn 
father's  startled  looks  recalled  me  to  myself  that 
I  knew  them  to  be  only  my  own. 

"Fancy  in  her  wildest  flight  would  hardly 
imagine  what  the  feelings  will  seize  upon.  The 
moment  I  awake,  I  get  out  of  bed  and  go  to  tbt 
window,  to  see  which  way  the  clouds  are  fiyine. 
If  from  the  direction  of  Switzerland,  I  think,  if 
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of  the  thousand  wanderers  athwart  the  face  of 
Heaven  may  not  hare  thrown  its  shadow  upon 
you* 

"  Charles!  I  tell  you  of  all  the  weaknesses  the 
lore  I  bear  yoa  makes  me  guilty ;  hot  when  yon' 
think  of  them,  think  also  that  this  is  the  thing 
for*  which  I  die. 

M  I  oooeea)  nothing  from  you,  for  to  feel,  and  to 
tell  you  my  feelings,  seems  to  me  the  same  thing'; 
and  my  doing  so  shows  that  the  confidence  I  pro- 
fess to  hare  in  your  resignation  is  real ;  for,  had  I 
one  single  earthly  doubt  of  it,  should  I  do  thus  ? 
No !  however  vain,  I  should  cling  to  deception, 
as  a  drowning  wretch  would  cling  to  a  single 
hair. 

"  This  is  a  lovely  land.  If  my  wearied  head  is 
to  sink  to  its  last  sleep  upon  your  bosom,  all 
places  will  be  alike  to  me ;  but  if  not,  it  is  amidst 
so  much  beauty  that  I  would  die,  because  it  speaks 
so  forcibly  of  the  goodness  and  bounty  of  the 
Creator.  Can  He  who  cares  so  much  for  us  here, 
cease  all  at  once  to  care  for  us  hereafter? 


•i 
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"  The  other  day,  as  I  was  sitting  in  t 
I  overheard  a  young  girl  say,  '  If  I  were  only  at 
happy  as  the  Young  Queen  must  be  !'  For  a  mo- 
ment I  longed  to  show  her  my  heart,  and  ask  her, 
if  that  was  happiness?  but  I  quickly  checked  tie 
wish  as  a  cruel  one, — tor  why  seek  to  make  othen 
know  there  is  less  happiness  in  the  world  titan  they 
imagine  ?  I  should  not  have  thanked  any  one  who 
had  done  so  to  me  twelve  months  ago. 

"  But  how  did  I  check  the  wish  i  did  1  ur, 
'  It  is  wrong,  therefore  1  must  not  wish  it  h  So! 
but  1  said,  '  I  must  not  wish  it,  because  Charles 
would  think  it  wrong!'  Oh,  Charles!  is  tb» 
not  carrying  love  to  a  sinful  length  ? — is  it  o« 
setting  up  an  idol  in  place  of  the  True  God  t  And 
then  I  cried,  and  prayed  the  Being  whom  1 
seemed  to  have  offended,  that  He  would  not  let 
thee  stand  between  Him  and  His  erring  creature. 
And  then  I  almost  smiled  that  1  should  think 
thou  could  at  possibly  do  that — thou,  who  hast 
made  me  love  Him  more  than  I  had  ever  grace  to 
do  before  ! 
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*MI<  hare  another  motive,  besides  those  1  here 
■Rationed,  for  Jelling  you  all  my  weaknesses. 
They  will  not  make  yon  lore  me  less,  and  I  think 
they  iiay  give  yon  strength,  for  I  know  yon  wiU 
tvy  Jfci  eeraet  them,  and  in  so  doing  may  cornet 


?►■>•» 


y  4fi¥mm  may  think  it  strange  that  I  hare  not  in  say 
foilner  letters  praised  your  conduct  at  oar  parting* 
bat  it  is  not  such  conduct  that  astonishes  a  woman 
most;  for,  with  all  her  weakness,  she  feels  that 
she  is  capable  of  something  like  it. 

"I cannot  but  believe  lion  knows  I  am  ill  and 
unhappy.  He  now  never  leaves  me,  although  yon 
recollect  how  fond  he  used  to  be  of  running  about 
playing  with  the  pages.  I  showed  him  your  dress 
the  other  day,  but  I  will  never  do  so  again :  he 
betrayed  the  utmost  delight,  and  seemed  to  think 
you  must  be  near ;  but  when  he  found  you  did 
not  come,  he  looked  so  disappointed,  that  it 
went  to  my  heart  to  think  of  the  pain  I  had  given 
him. 

"  Why  should  you  blame  yourself  for  picturing 
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forth  tome  a  happiness  which  never  is  to  be  !  Do 
you  not  know  that  such  thoughts  must  often  be 
in  my  own  mind;  and  should  1  not  just  as  well 
know  they  were  in  yours,  even  if  you  did  not 
speak  of  them?  Yes,  the  human  mind,  when  in 
the  extreme  of  misery,  if  it  can  so  far  ueit 
itself,  naturally  flies  off  towards  the  extremt 
of  happiness  t  it  is  as  natural  for  us,  when 
separated  from  each  other  for  ever,  to  think  of 
being  each  other's  for  ever,  as  for  the  staniog 
wretch  to  have  visions  of  banquets,  or  the  daelkt 
in  the  dungeon  to  bound  over  truth. 
and  this  tendency  continues  even  where  no  bejw 
is  left,  just  as  the  waves  roll  on  after  the 
have  ceased. 

"  Besides,  my  Charles  tells  perfect  truth, 
lie  says,  that,  independent  of  our  promise,  our  only 
safety  consists  in  showing  each  other  every  thought 
and  feeling,  for  we  could  not  deceive  each  other  il 
we  would.  To  those,  between  whom  ordinary 
feelings  exist,  there  may  be  concealment ;  bd 
have  passed   far  beyond    that   point :    our 
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seem,  as  it  were,  to  stand  in  the  presence  of  each 
other,  even  in  this  world ;  for  them  there  is  no 
deception— no  disguise  left : — bow  thankful,  thfen, 
ought  we  to  be  that  they  need  none ! " 

MONTFORT    TO    MARIA. 

"  I  almost  reproach  myself  for  not  having  yet 
sent  for  our  dear  friend  Ernest  (I  call  him  our's 
although  Maria  does  not  know  him).  It  seems  to 
me,  that  the  love  which  hovers  round  me  so 
touchingly,  should  not  be  thus  treated :  but  how 
can  I  bear  even  his  company  ? — Tell  me  what  I  am 
to  do,  for  if  I  feel  that  I  am  obeying  Maria,  I  shall 
have  courage  to  attempt  any  thing.  He  is  never 
far  from  me ;  but,  you  know,  is  under  a  promise 
not  to  come  to  me  until  I  request  him.  Poor 
Ernest !  if  his  tale  be  true,  (and  that  he  thinks  it 
true,  I  know — and  how  he  can  be  mistaken,  1  do 
not  see,)  has  been  cruelly  deceived,  perhaps 
rather  '  in '  one,  than  '  by '  one,  on  whom  he 
would  rashly  have  staked  his  happiness  without 
really  knowing  her.     Whether  the  principal  deceit 
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was  in  his  own  fancy,  or  in  her  conduct,  the  effett 
on  him  is  the  same ;  and  my  friend  must  feel  a» 
felt  the  dying  Brutus,  when  he  exclaimed,  in  bit- 
terness of  heart,  *  Oh,  virtue,  have  1  followed  the* 
all  my  life  long,  and  do  1  find  thee  at  last  to  bt 
nothing  but  a  dream  V  for,  in  bis  mind  and  heart, 
woman  and  virtue  have,  until  now,  always  htta 
the  same,  and  he  has  been  their  steady  wor- 
shipper. 

"  It  is  in  vain,  in  such  a  case,  we  may  assent  lo 
the  argument,  that  one  example  does  not  prove  all 
to  be  bad, — that  one  fallen  angel  does  not  si 
others  to  be  less  pure  :  our  feelings,  where 
have  been  staked  deeply,  and  injured  greatly,  «i! 
not  be  thus  reasoned  with :  they  have  no  phi- 
losophy in  them ;  they  cannot  be  put  to  silence  bv 
a  cold  proposition,  however  logically  laid  down  or 
eloquently  advocated:  time,  and  examples  of  «□ 
opposite  nature,  are  the  only  arguments  to  con- 
vince them  of  their  mistake.  Then  ought  I,  Man*, 
lo  refuse  to  have  him  near  me,  and  to 
youT 
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,  -,**  iThere  is  another  cause,  too,  which  must  make 
Ddy  tHend  unhappy.  He  is  placed  in  a  position  in 
■Jlirh,  ristnm  wi  ftr  frnm  ever  intending  him  to 
bst^nlaaad — as  it  were,  in  opposition  to  your  wu. 
Should  J  net  try  to  heal  this  wound  also  1  should 
I  MfM*1f*  by  showing  him  Maria's  worth,  to  pjifca 
htm,  forget  another's  want  of  worth  1  You  know* 
B4«fw„  1  hape  often  told  you  that  I  Jo  not  think  yo» 
are  better  than  many  others  of  your  sex :-  but  1 
cannot  conceive  it  possible  for  there  to  be  a  single 
being'  upon  earth  more  calculated  to  reconcile  to 
ttuuVsex  one  who  has  been  offended  by  it. 
v"  He  writes  to  me  daily,  and  seeks  to  draw 
me,  from  my  griefs  by  interesting  me  in  his. 
Maria's  own  feelings  will  tell  her  if  it  is  possible 
to  succeed  in  his  first  object;  in  his  second,  it  was 
very  may,  for  it  would  show  great  selfishness  to  dis- 
regard the  worldly  interest  of  our  friends,  merely 
because  we  have  ceased  to  have  any  of  our  own. 
Far  be  this  from  the  heart  that  loves  Maria;  fiir  be 
itfronfcher  own  heart !  No  !  my  dying,  my  beautiful 
girl !  we  must  go  out  of  this  world,  not  only  with 
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that  hud  been  so  insidiously  aimed  at  him,  al- 
though it  missed  to  fix  its  poison  in  his  heart, 
gave  a  wound  elsewhere,  which  rankled,  and  still 
rankles.  The  very  foundation  of  his  confidence  in 
woman's  goodness,  on  which  the  fabric  of  his 
hopes  was  built,  now  lies  a  ruin. 
*  "Knowing  the  misery  this  must  give  poor 
Ernest,  I  would  have  tried  to  excuse,  in  some 
degree,  the  conduct  he  complained  of,  and  so  les- 
sened his  resentment ;  but  how  could  I  uphold  a 
cold  selfishness  in  one  at  that  age,  when  an  im- 
prudent disregard  of  self,  however  unwise,  is 
never  ungraceful?  but  its  reverse,  if  not  a  crime, 
is,  at  least,  the  most  unamiable  of  feelings  ?  No, 
Maria,  it  was  not  for  me  to  do  this  thing,  even  for 
such  an  object  as  a  friend *s  peace  of  mind.  My 
conscience  would  not  permit  me  to  attempt  to 
countenance  the  opposite  of  that  generous  rashness 
which  I  have  seen  so  beautifully,  though  so  sadly, 
exemplified  in  you.  I  had  worshipped  perfect 
disinterestedness  too  truly  to  allow  of  this. 

"  After  speaking  of  conduct  which  could  not  but 
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l.e  condemned  by  even  the  mosi  partial  j 
says: — 

"'  And  do  outraged  feelings  urge  me,  and  4a 
truth  and  justice  permit  me,  to  gire  such  a  chs 
racter  as  this  to  her  of  whom  I  once  though!  f*i 
differently  ?  Oh,  Montfort !  has  not  ray  con6dew« 
(if  there  can  be  such  a  right)  a  right  to  \k 
shocked  ?  Must  it  not  have  been  unnatural— 
possessed  of  more  than  human  endurance — if  it 
had  stood  this  uninjured  ?  May  I  not  well  tremhlr 
to  think  of  it  ?  Do  you  not  tremble  »  No.  you  do 
not ;  but  it  is  because  you  have  met  with  one  *bo 
has  thrown  her  own  faith  and  truth  before  you  u 
a  shield,  to  keep  you  from  all  suspicions  of  her 
sex ; — because  you  have,  in  your  heart,  and  round 
your  heart,  one  who  has  proved  her  worth  more 
clearly  still  than  this  has  proved  its  filriwi 
who  has  sanctified  that  heart  with  her  presence. 

made  it  like  the  Holy  of  Holies,  into  wbi 
no  unholy  thing  may  enter.' 

"  .Maria  !  until  I  read  this,  I  thought  I  could  r. 
love  our  friend  better! 
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r  , "  BfiX  dgnpt  think,  fnwn  what  you  knew  of  me 
before,  that  I  expected  to  find  too  many  excel* 
Iqpcpft;  on  vthe , contrary,  her  outward  attractions 
wefe  fyr  greater  than  1  used  to  imagine  .in  wy 
m©sj „ gjkwing  fancies ;  and. all  I  asked  for  mon 
^e^uiw4e^4t  humble  things — a  little  common 
hone#y,  *qd  *  little  of  that  warmth  of  feelings, 
whicfof,  whether  well  or  ill  directed,  ahqost  all  her 
sex*  possess*    1  found  the  reverse  of  these,  and  I 

tf  '  Yet,  'tis  a  bitter  freedom*-a  dearly  pur- 
chased liberty  !  Better  be  a  slave  at  the  oar  of  a 
galley  that  hath  a  determined  course,  than  lord 
of  a  bark  driven  wildly  over  the  ocean  without  a 
single  home  left  whereat  to  point  its  prow. 
Montfort,  there  are  ties  that  may  be  death  to  us ; 
but  better  those,  my  friend,  than  to  be  cast 
loose  from  all  ties.  You  have  suffered,  and  do 
suffer*  griefs,  in  comparison  with  which  the  world 
would  think  mine  light  indeed ;  but  you  have, 
escaped,  and  will  for  ever  escape,  one  moment 
which  is  never  to  be  thought  of  without  the  heart's 
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his  imagination  back  again  upon  his  feelings, 
until  the  reciprocal  excitement  had  made  him 
produce  a  picture  which  was  not  the  truth,  only 
because  it  was  more  than  the  truth.  Peelings 
that  will  not,  that  cannot,  be  quiet,  start  away 
like  the  Italian  race-horse,  and  imagination  is  the 
pointed  i  ball  banging  on  his  flank— motion  pto- 
dneta  pain,  and  pain  produces  fresh  motion,  until 
b*  ffiea  at  his  utmost  speed,  and  is  only  stopped 
fry  the  ending  of  his  course  or  from  sheer  ex- 
haustion. 

**  But  if  this  ardent  mind  may  add  shades  to 
the  darkness  of  vice,  it  usually  has  the  generosity 
to  make  fair,  with  yet  more  exaggeration,  what- 
ever it  can  discover  of  good.  So  was  it  with  my 
friend  when  he  spoke  of  me ;  but  Maria  will  tell 
me  in  vain,  that  so  was  it  when  he  spoke  of  one 
other— there,  even  his  excited  fancy  was  defied, 
and  could  not  exaggerate* 

"  To  perceive  more  clearly  what  I  mean,  mark 
Eratest's  altered  style  when  be  wrote  me  on  the 
following  day,  after  this  self-kindled  (ire  was  gone. 
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"  'That  she  wilfully  deceived  me,  I  know; 
but  I  must  not  deny  that  I  wilfully  decent 
myself;  and  it  is  mortifying  to  be  forced  to  own, 
that  1  now  find  fault  with  her,  rather  because  she 
is  not,  and  cannot  be,  what  I  thought  she  was, 
lhan  for  any  part  of  her  conduct  which  she  bid 
the  power  to  make  different  from  what  it  ws* 
And  then  I  try  to  argue  myself  into  the  belief, 
that  It  is  wrong  to  blame  her  for  this,  as  she  could 
not  possibly  alter  her  nature ;  hut  back  comes  the 
recollection,  that  she  knew,  perfectly  well  knew, 
at  the  very  moment  she  held  out  every  encoui 
ment  to  me,  she  was,  in  respect  to  our  feel 
giving  back  chaff  for  grain. 

"  '  Solitude  has  now  somewhat  purified 
spirit,  but  indeed  it  is  not  yet  as  it  used  to  1 
far,  far  from  what  it  should  be :  if  it  calm 
feelings,  it  does  not  alter  their  tone;  and  i 
when  they  have  been  much  roused,  do  i 
through  them,  and  through  them  alone. 
here,  amidst  the  Alps,  1  only  observe  what  e 
into  them.       Of  the  mountain,  I  see  but  the  * 
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beam  on  its  snowy  top,  which  makes  a  thing  as 
cold,  look  almost  as  glowing  and  as  pore  as  she. 
The  smoothness  of  the  stilled  lake,  to  me,  is  only 
her  treachery  hid  beneath  her  beauty.  The  love- 
liest Tallies  are  un-noted ;  but  if  a  ravaging 
storm  sweeps  across  them,  I  think  of  her  smile, 
which,  like  the  lightning,  blasteth  where  it 
playeth.' 

"  Thus,  Montfort !   solitude  cannot  cure  me  : 
but  my  friend  might.     Will  he  not  try  ? 

"  And  now,  Maria,  have  I  written  page  on  page 
with  hardly  one  word  of  thee.  And  now  might 
any  other  suppose  that  Ernest's  holy  wile  had 
been  successful.  But  would  he  think  so  if  he  saw 
my  haggard  face,  and  felt  my  feverish  hand  ?  1 
often  sit  before  a  glass  and  mark  the  changes  that 
have  taken  place  since  we  parted,  for  not  only  do 
they  come  on  surely,  but  rapidly ;  and  then  I 
think, '  Is  Maria  thus  altered  ?  may  not  her  gentler 
spirit,  as  it  makes  less  resistance  to  her  fate, 
enable  her  to  bear  it  longer  V  Make  haste  and 
die,  my  own  !    make  haste  and  die  !  I  would  not 
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"  I  know  i 
other  feeling . 
sioned ;  but  h 
part  of  human 
alone  can  cure 
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to  write,  I  do  not,  I  need  not,  tell  700.  Obey  but 
jwmr  own  feelings  on  the  subject,  and  it  will  be 
^Wtctly  what  it  ought  to  be. 

"  Will  Maria  think  that  I  am  what  I  ought  to 
I*,  when  I  own  I  have  one  wrong  thought  respect- 
tipgher  ?  I  do  not  cease  to  pray  for  her ;  but  how 
often  does  the  idea  come  into  my  mind,  that  she 
Jbas  less  need  of  being  prayed  for  than  any  other ; 
for  surely  He  who  alone  can  protect,  will  protect 
and  keep  her  who  deserves  it  best !  Shall  not  He, 
who  is  all  mercy,  compassionate  her  for  whom  all 
men  even  feel?  Maria !  it  is  touching  to  see  the 
timid  bird  expose  itself  to  danger,  to  lure  the 
human  brute  from  its  nest.  It  is  touching  to  see 
a  weak  mother  dare  extremities  for  her  child,  from 
which  a  bold  man  might  shrink  ;  yes !  it  is  beau- 
tiful, and  sublime  as  beautiful,  to  see  those  natu- 
rally so  weak,  thus  raised  above  their  nature.  But 
who  denies  that  it  is  still  more  touching  to 
see  a  young  and  lovely  girl  going  down  to  the 
grave  with  a  broken  heart,  yet  trying  to  hide  her 
sufferings  and  to  scatter  that  happiness  around  her 
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watch  her  on  bosom  kooweth  not  ?  No!  the 
hewt  o*  man  is  tot  insensible  to  this !  then  shal 
H*  who  pat  those  feelings  in  that  heart  disre 
**nl  «  i 

■*  Mails,  1  seldom  speak  to  yon  of  your  father 
b*«  I  oaw*  speak  of  him  to  One  who  is  infinite!; 
awe*  p«K  and  good  than  even  thon  art,  my  on 
Cump  ana  s»  whom  thon  art  bat  as  the  dust  of  tin 
•wrtsv  «as  of  whkh  He  formed  thee;  hot  He  en 
duwad.  An  with  a  sou  which  is  not  of  the  dost 
ami  which  shall  «o  to  Him  from  whom  it  came." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

"  And  to  this  image,  which  methought  did  promise 
Most  renerable  worth,  did  I  devotion  : 
But,  O,  how  vile  an  idol  proves  this  god !" 

Shakspeare. 

MARIA    TO    MONTFORT. 

"  Pray  for  me,  my  beloved  Charles — pray  for 
me  !  Oh  !  if  you  could  see  me  the  weak  thing  I  am, 
would  you  not  think  I  needed  it  ?  My  mind  is 
sometimes  strangely  unsettled,  and  often  so  by 
one  wild  thought,  '  that  if  Charles  sees  me  die 
with  resignation,  he  will  think  I  give  him  up 
too  easily — will  fancy  I  was  naturally  of  a  melan- 
choly temperament,  and  therefore  sought,  was 
even  glad  to  find,  such  a  grief  as  this  ;  yes,  even 
to  die  on ; — that  I  am  consumed,  rather  by  an 
inward  feeling  that  was  born  with  me,  than  for  the 
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love  of  him:'  and  then  do  wicked  thoughts  Urn 
to  find  entrance  into  my  mind,  and  I  only  shut 
thetn  out  by  being  again  upon  my  knees.  I  la 
not  dare  Lo  be  long  from  the  presence  of  my  God 
in  prayer,  or  my  courage  sinks,  or  my  miud  get* 
tainted  ;  and  is  this  like  one  who  does  not  neei 
to  be  prayed  for'! 

"  If  you  overtake  me  in  our  race,  you  must  ran 
very  fast.  This  morning  I  would  not  be  supported 
into  the  room  where  my  father  was  waiting,  w 
spare  him  pain  ;  and,  in  trying  to  eater  alone,  I 
nearly  fell  from  weakness.  In  truth,  I  do 
resist  our  hard  fate  less  than  you  do ;  I  do 
bear  it  better  in  any  one  respect.  What  | 
better  than  one  who  uncomplainingly  resigns  iucii 
capability  of  receiving  happiness,  and  such  pontic 
of  giving  it  ? — one  who,  his  own  being  gone,  thiak* 
still  so  fervently  of  the  earthly  happiness  of  those 
whom  he  loved,  whilst  he  had  yet  hopes  on  tin- 
earth?  No,  my  own!  by  the  fruit,  we  are  toW. 
the  tree  is  to  be  known ;  and  it  is  beautiful  to 
your  anxiety  about  your  friend — beautiful! 


. 
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not  think  I  should  have  felt  this  interest  so  deeply 
a*  I  do,  had  yon  not  taught  me  to  do  so. 

"Send  for  Ernest  instantly.  You  shall  not 
only  give  him  a  portion  of  those  aflfeetibns 
winch  now  might  well  be  supposed  concentrated 
on  self,  and  upon  one  other  object  deartr  to 
you  still ;  but  you  shall  give  htm  up  &  pah  Of 
your  time — yes,  even  a  part  of  that  time  you 
would  otherwise  spend  in  thoughts  of  me.  It 
is  his  wish,  and  you  would  have  done  it  but 
for  the  sadness  of  your  heart — it  is  my  wish,  and 
you  will  do  it  in  spite  of  that  sadness. 

"  Charles  !  you  once  asked  me,  if  vanity  ever 
dies.  It  is  not  dead  with  me  yet ;  for  I  do  feel 
flattered  when  you  tell  me,  I  may  serve  to  restore, 
in  a  mind  as  noble  as  your  own,  that  confidence 
which  an  unworthy  one  has  injured :  and  it  is  in 
rain  I  say  to  myself,  '  But  this  is  only  Charles's 
Opinion,'  for  my  feelings  instantly  reply,  as  they 
have  often  done  before,  'And  is  not  that  the 
opinion  of  the  whole  world  to  me  V 

"  But  I  would  fain  persuade  you,  not  to  tell 
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MONTFORT    TO    MARIA. 

"It  is   a   foolish  thought,  Maria !  to  imagine 
that  under  any  circumstances  I  could  ever  have 
doubted  your  honesty  of  purpose.    I  may,  myself, 
have  argued  against  this  before ;  but  if  so,  I  do  not 
now  believe  my  own  argument.     However  sus- 
picious a  slippery  world  may  make  us,  there  are 
those  whom  we  cannot,  if  we  would,  distrust — 
those  to  whom  we  give  up  our  entire  confidence, 
we  hardly  know  why,  on  no  better  guarantee  than 
a   frank   manner    and   an  honest   face.      When 
nothing  besides  seems  steadfast ;  when  we  know 
that  quicksands  and  dangers  are  around  us  on 
every  hand — still,  from  amidst  the  troubled  waters, 
our  be-tossed  souls  turn  to  them  with  undiminished 
trust,  as  to  a  beacon  on  a  rock  ;  so  steady,  and  so 
guiding,  did  I  hail  thy  light,  the  moment  it  ap- 
peared  above    my    horizon :    and  although   the 
storm  came  speedily  on,  and  irresistibly, — though 
my  bark  is  foundering,   even  now   going  down 
amidst  the  billows, — I  know  I  have  not  been  lured 
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people — with  the*,  ii  is  for  life ;  with  me,  for 

death/ 
"  *  Then,  surely  you  are  not  far  from  your  hope ! 

This  tells  a  sad  tale,  Montfort/  said  he,  touching 

my  cheek. 

" '  You  heard  it  once  before,  Ernest ! ' 

"  •  When  ? — where  ? — what  do  you  mean  V  t-t 

asked  he,  with  a  stare ;  but  when  I  replied,  with  a 

laugh,  '  Have  you  forgotten  the  story  told  us  by 

the  voice  from  the  old  tower  ?— only  neither  of  us 
believed  it  then  ! '  he  turned  away  with  almost  a 

shudder,    and  exclaimed,    '  Oh,   Montfort !    for 

God's  sake  do  not  talk  and  look  thus,  or  you  will 

drive  me  mad ! '  but  quickly  added,  taking  my 

hand, '  shall  we  not  try  to  comfort  each  other,  for, 

indeed,  we  have  both  much  need  of  it  ? ' 

"  '  No,  my  dear  Ernest !  I  have  not ;  for  I  have 

a  far  better  earthly  comforter  than  I  deserve. 

Would  that  you  could  see,  and  know  her,  and  it 

would  go  far  to  remove  from  your  bosom  the  only 

feeling  I  do  not  wish  to  be  there.' 

"'Oh,  Montfort!'    said  he,  replying  to  the 
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latter  part  of  my  speech,  *  you  do  not  know  nbst 
I  gave  that  girl.' 

"  '  Yes,  I  do,  Ernest ;  you  gare  her  jurt  swb 
feelings  as  I  gave  Maria ;  and ' 

"  '  And,'  interrupted  he,  '  what  would  you  no» 
feel  if  you  knew  that  you  had  given  true  fire, 
and  only  got  back  in  return  the  phosphoric  flame, 
which,  although  it  shines  as  bright,  does  net 
possess  one  particle  of  heat  ? ' 

"  There  is  a  great  difference  in  our  situations. 
If  it  were  possible  for  Maria  now  to  become  die 
exact  opposite  of  what  she  is,  it  would  end  my 
earthly  misery  indeed,  for  I  could  not  survive  it: 
;  are  bound  to^ctlit  r  l'n-  ^ooii  or  for  evil— In: 
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"  '  Montfort,  there  you  go  too  far — much  too  far* 
Those  I  before  trusted,  f  trust  as  implicitly  as 
ever :  it  is  only,  that  when,  in  a  new  acquaintance, 
I  see  all  that  is  pleasing  and  graceful,  cast,  as  it 
were,  merely  to  drape  all  that  is  noble  and  good, 
I  think,  so  was  she  habited,  but  what  did  I  find 
beneath  ? — the  monstrous  deformity,  the  unutter- 
able horrors  of  the  veiled  false  prophet  of  the  East/ 

° '  But  is  this  reasonable,  Ernest  ? — might  not  a 
judge  as  well  suspect  all  to  be  worthy  of  death 
because  he  is  obliged  to  hang  a  few  ?  Surely  you 
cannot  long  retain  what  your  judgment  must 
condemn.' 

" '  It  is  very  well,  my  friend,  so  to  talk ;  but  the 
wisest  of  us  do  not  know  what  our  feelings  are 
until  we  try  them  : — we  neither  know  the  exact 
direction  they  will  take,  nor  how  far  they  will 
carry  us ;  and  you,  Montfort,  cannot  now  deny 
this,  whatever  you  might  have  done  once :  yet,  I 
own  mine  to  be  wrong ;  and  I  do,  and  shall,  try  to 
curb  them ;  and  may,  perhaps,  succeed  at  last.' 

"  Maria !  I  could  not  attempt  to  argue  against 


90  THE    Vni'MJ     QflES. 

what  he  last  said,  and  you  feel  I  could  not !  trot  a 
it  not  sad  to  see  thus  changed  one  whom  I 
knew  a  few  years — nay,  not  very  many  raoDihf 
ago,  all  headlong  and  uncalculating  confidence- 
one  who  cast  his  glove  into  the  lists  in  defence  of 
every  appearance  of  goodness,  as  promptly  and 
as  frankly  as  would  the  most  chivalrous  koigbi 
of  old  for  any  show  of  innocence  in  dis! 
What  has  not  that  person  whom  I  never 
and  never  will  name  to  you,  to  answer  for '. 
"  But  even  here  Maria  saves  me  from 
— from  my  own  good  feelings;  for  well  do  I  recol' 
lect  her  pointing  out  the  danger  and  the  sin  of 
allowing  them  to  hurry  us  too  far  •  and  therefor 
do  I  check  myself,  and,  I  trust,  stop  short  of  bate 
and,  in  this  instance,  it  is  necessary  to  be  par- 
ticularly on  my  guard,  for  here  the  sin  of  hal 
would  wear  an  appearance  of  generosity,  as  it  w< 
not  be  for  any  injuries  done  to  myself,  but  s< 
tor  those  inflicted  on  another.  Maria,  shoul 
have  thought  of  this  before  I  knew  you  1 — you 
tell  me  that  I  should,  but  I  am  willing  to  think 
that  I  should  not. 
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"  Nevertheless*  Maim  herself  will  not  ind 
fault  with  me  for  saying,  that  she  of  whom  I  write 
has  to  answer  for  the  polluting  of  a  most  holy 
sacrifice,  for  a  heart  laid  upon  our  altars,  if  not  an 
offering  to  a  God,  is  far  greater— an  offering  from 
a  God :  he  made  it  for  us,  and  presented  it  to  m : 
'th  true  he  left  us  free  to  choose;  but  he  did  not 
leave  ue  free  to  throw  the  oblation  on  the  earth, 
to  trample  on  it,  and  then  cast  it  hack  to  torture 
our  votary — and,  least  of  all,  when  we  ourselves 
have  woo'd  that  votary's  approach. 

"  I  soon  found  that  one  might  as  well  attempt 
to  reason  with  a  person  who  is  mad  on  one  subject 
only,  as  to  argue  with  Ernest— to  which  state 
hk  mind  seems  to  come  frightfully  near — for  when 
I  thought  I  had  made  some  impression  on  him,  as 
he  would  often  coincide  in  most  that  I  said,  back 
would  return  the  feeling  or  the  fancy,  whichever  I 
am  to  call  it,  that  now  has  such  power  over  him, 
and  efface  all  else.  I  therefore  said,  '  My  dear 
Ernest,  I  must  not  argue  with  you;  but  hear 
what  Maria  says  of  you/    I  then  read  him  your 
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see  she  caDs  yon; 

reading,  that  it  is 

of  our  own,  that 

were  just  as  likely  to  have 

Maria's,  and  I  to  have  received  the 

that  was  offered  to  yon/ 

"  Seeing  him  look  at  the  only  letter  1  had  kept, 
I  added,  'No,  Ernest,  I  cannot 
you  know  I  bare  just  read  it  to 
from  her — I  dare  not  be  without  it.  If  I  feel  mw 
cruel  fate  pressing  too  heavy  on  me,  I  have  only  to 
look  at  the  lines  her  band  has  traced — to  kiss,  aa 
it  were,  that  dear  hand  with  my  eyes.  Do  not 
laugh  at  me,  Ernest ! — and  I  bow  again  patiently 
beneath  the  killing  weight.' 

" '  I,  too,  was  capable  of  this ;  bat  she  did  not 

choose  it  should  be  so !'  replied  be,  as  he  burned 

away,    his  face  showing  deeply  both  regret  and 

indignation. 

#  #  #  #  • 

"  I  little  thought,  when  I  began  this  letter,  that 
Ernest  would  be  on  the  Rhine  as  soon  as  it — 
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indeed,  will  be  its  bearer.  It  is  not  more  than  an 
hour  since  be  went  to  bed  ;  and  five  minutes  ago  t 
courier  arrived,  to  say,  that  his  only  near  rel»ti« 

ties  dangerously  ill  at ,  within  two  miles  of 

where  you  now  are.  1  have  ordered  every  thine 
to  be  prepared  for  his  departure  ;  but  us  he  could 
not  possibly  start,  for  want  of  post-horses,  for 
several  hours,  I  shall  let  him  sleep  until  four  in 
the  morning,  and  then  will  he  have  to  awake  to  i 
fresh  sorrow. 

"  I  do  not  commend  Ernest  to  yoa  further 
than  I  have  done,  for,  by  my  own  feelings,  well  do 
I  know  that  any  one  corning  from  me  will  enter 
into  your  heart  at  once:  but.  Maria!  be  is  my 
oldest  friend  ;  and,  except  two,  my  dearest}  nod 
although  he  has  not  to  be  separated  from  all  be 
holds  dear  on  earth,  and  to  be  aware  thai  lh< 
being  for  whose  sake  alone  be  loves  the  earth,  » 
dying,  yet  has  he  much  to  bear  ;  and  without  the 
consolation,  too,  of  thinking  that  it  is  in  a  canst 
north  suffering  for — and  neither  will  yon  I 
deity  the  support  this  reflection  giret. 
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the  attempt  to  repay  his  kind  and  enduring  Chen 
ship  by  endeavouring  to  do  him  what  little  e 
lay  in  my  power,  I  should  now  have  sorely  I 
proached  myself.  And  who  made  me  send  I 
him  ? — who  has  prevented  this  self-reproach  '. 
may  say,  that  it  was  mere  good  fortune  I  hid 
sufficient  time  to  obey  your  desire  ;  but,  if  tbr*  b* 
a  gift  of  fortune,  am  I  likely  to  value  it  the  kw, 
because  it  is  presented  to  me  by  Maria's  hand ' 

"Ob,  Maria!  it  seems  to  me  almost  an  impos- 
sibility, that  one  now  sleeping  beneath  the  nor 
roof  which  shelters  me  from  a  storm  I  at  this  mo- 
ment hear  beating  without,  will,  within  a  few 
days,  see  you,  your  father,  our  poor  Li — all  mr 
most  beloved,  most  familiar  objects.  Coming  from 
one  to  the  other  so  quickly,  Charles  will  be  abl 
to  tell  who  is  furthest  on  that  gloomy  road,  1 
for  us,  alone  leads  to  a  place  of  meeting. 

"  The  storm  is  roaring  and  raving,  as  if  tbr  an 
object  to  wreak  its  fury  on ;  it  might  here  find  at 
least  one  willing  one :  but  the  lightnings  them- 
selves seem  to  avoid  the  head  of  him  who  taws 


for  death,  law  will  met  allow  eay  hat  Wr 
own  uuaieawa,  bngaring  dimt  sad  dow  decay, 
to  ofler  an  her  T  liai :  they  aunt  be  panned  by 
tbmn  before  they  am  accepted.  Be  it  to,  for  even 
they  mnet  aaake  am  cad  at  last. 

'Mhava  jest  sloLaa  to  Enawrt  door:  be  steeps 
soasdty  in  spite  of  tbe  atom.  How  wiU  a  fow 
boajs  change  the  scene!  the  elements  wtthoat  will 
be  at  Mat ;  bat  than  will  be  a  fresh  tempest  in  the 


"  Thunder  used  to  alarm  me ;  bat  now  I  ait  per- 
fectly unmoved  at  ita  kmdeat  crash,  and  only 
think  of  the  but  night-storm  that  I  heard.  Most 
that  bosom  not  have  bad  a  fiery  trial  in  which  the 
natural  feelings  of  dread  are  burnt  up,  and  have 
lost  their  power  1 

Maria  !  that  night-storm  was  when  we  were  in 
our  hut :  you  recollect  it  well.  And  shall  I  ever . 
forget  what  the  first  flash  showed  me — an  angel 
bending  over  me,  to  save  ?  I  then  had  to  cheer 
and  comfort  one  whom  it  was  bliss  to  be  near. 
When  I  think  of  this,  and  then  look  round  on  the 
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CHAPTER  V. 

"  The  obscure  bird 
ClamourM  the  livelong  nigbt:  some  say,  the  earth 
Was  feverous,  and  did  shake." 

Shakspeare. 

On  the  following   morning   Montfort  continued 
his  letter : — 

"  I  was  mistaken  as  to  the  duration  of  the  storm  ; 
it  rpges  as  violently  as  ever.  But  as  I  awoke  my 
poor  friend  to  his  new  sorrow,  whilst  there  was  a 
pause,  we  both  distinctly  heard  the  cry  of  that  bird 
that  once  before  seemed,  if  not  to  rule  our  destinies, 
at  least  to  foretell  them.  It  required  a  very  little 
stretch  of  my  excited,  and  certainly,  as  I  know 
myself,  weakened  mind,  to  make  me  fancy  it  was 
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" '  Ay,  but  it  is  totnc  bird  that  we  have  beard 
before.  It  does  not  lie  now,  at  all  events.  Hoot- 
fort  !  there  are,  perhaps,  thoughts  which  we 
should  not  tell  aloud,  for  feu  of  even  laughing  at 
ourselves ;  but,  my  dear  Montfort !  you  can 
hardly  conceive  how  much  that  horrid  scream 
has  added  to  my  apprehensions! ' 

"  '  Man  yourself,  my  dear  Ernest  !  ' 

"'Iwill!  I  do!  but  if  he,  and  yon,  and  she 
whom  1  love  without  knowing  her,  all  die,  what 
shall  I  have  worth  living  for  ?  * 

"  *  Your  country,  at  least,  Ernest.' 
"'True!  and  I  lore  it:  but  that  is  a  cold  feeling 
to  be  the  only  one,  in  spite  of  what  the  philosophic 
fools  who  outraged  nature  in  Greece  and  Rome 
may  have  said.' 

"  This  conversation  took  place  whilst  Ernest  was 
hurriedly  dressing.  After  being  silent  for  a  while, 
be  continued,  '  I  thought,  by  this  time  I  should 
have  had  one  near  me  who  would  have  supported 
me  in  every  grief,  even  as  1  would  have  supported 
her — in  every  grief  except  what  would  then  have 
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as  I  have  mentioned  ?  Surely  there  was  per- 
fectly the  reverse  of  any  similarity  in  the  two 
scenes,  to  have  caused  an  association  of  ideas ; 
and  full  as  great  a  difference  is  there  between  our 
feelings  then  and  now.  Then — if  they  were  not 
all  peace,  it  was  only  because  disturbed  by  hopes 
and  joyous  anticipations  :  think  of  our  hopes  and 
anticipations  now !  Then — the  young  trees  lifted 
their  green  heads  into  the  sunshine,  if  not  in  per- 
fect stillness,  only  gently  waved  by  wooing  breezes, 
the  storm  as  little  feared  as  felt ;  now — one  is 
again  bowed  and  bent,  whilst  yet  its  very  roots 
remain  shaken  from  a  former  violence,  and  the 
other  lies  crashed  and  broken  on  the  earth. 

"  Ernest  will  tell  thee  the  truth  about  me:  du 
not  fear  him  !  but  be  prepared  to  hear  him  say,  he 
sees  a  speedy  ending  to  my  voyage.  Heaven  only 
grant  that,  ere  it  be  over,  thou  mayst  be  safe  in 
the  port!" 

*  •  •  *  • 

No  sooner  had  Emest  gone  on  his  harassing 
journey — harassing  alike  to  mind  and  body,  than 
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maniac  laugh,  and  the  maniac  roar;  bat  the  ma- 
niac leap  settles  all." 

Still  less  heeded  was  all  that  is  fair  or  noble  in 
art ;  and  he  hastened  on  to  Rome,  thinking  that 
there,  at  least,  he  might  meet  with  objects  which 
would  not  jar  upon  his  feelings. 

Venice  had  been  past  endurance.  Its  rain  has 
all  that  is  painful  in  decay,  and  nothing  that  is 
picturesque:  it  is  the  ruin  of  a  modern  house, 
whence  life  and  joy  are  just  departing,  and  over 
which  Time  hath  not  cast  its  hallowing  mantle. 
The  sigh  and  the  groan  yet  sound  in  our  ears,  and 
there  is  nothing  to  console  us  for  hearing  them : 
ruin,  appearing  through  the  distance  of  ages,  is 
like  a  huge  rude  object  seen  in  twilight,  or  from 
afar ; — it  may  look  grand  and  impretsi? e  through 
the  dusky  obscurity,  but  if  shown  too  clearly  to 
us,  all  that  is  harsh  and  cold  is  discovered,  and 
strikes  gratingly  upon  our  senses. 

But  notwithstanding  Montfort's  expectations  of 
finding  a  resting-place  at  Rome,  it  was  not  many 
days  after  he  had  first  entered  the  Sacred  City 
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kindred  thin  I  would  do  for  thee? — I  mint  not 
boast,  even  to  Maria !  bat,  I  think  not ! — sterner 
souls  they  had ;  but  stronger,  I  deny. 

"  And  if  I  deny  this  for  our  sex,  shall  I  not  do 
so  for  yours?  Amongst  them,  too,  were  those 
who  would  not,  for  a  moment,  have  hesitated 
between  death  and  a  giving  up  of  principle ;  but 
there  ends  the  likeness:  their  devotedness  in  Vir- 
tue's cause  all  might  have  admired,  but  who 
would  have  loved  it ;  whilst  thou  dost  force  th>t* 
who  will  not  practise  virtue,  to  yet  have  a  kindly 
feeling  towards  it?  No,  Maria!  although  »how* 
ing  a  perseverance — an  obstinacy  in  doing  right, 
which  they  scarcely  could  have  equalled,  thou  hast 
nothing  of  the  Roman  in  thee. 

"Still,  there  are  Roman  ruins  that  do  enter 
into  my  heart;  for  when  I  leave  their  proud 
though  shattered  seat  of  empire,  and  cue  to  low: 
Pompeii,  '  the  silent  city  of  the  dead/  I  (eel  that 
they  were  men — I  forget  all  in  tlietn  I  canris/t  k/y*, 
and  only  recollect  they  lived  and  feuffer';d  Jilt* 
ourselves:  in  the  street  of  the  tombs,  ikmt  hv 
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her  drooping  head  it  not  Roman,  bat  still  a  sister, 
—a  sister  in  the  relationship  of  goodness— a  girl, 
not  many  yean  older  than  the  young  sufferer, 
kisses  away  the  drops  of  agony,  cheers  the  feint- 
ing spirit,  points  to  the  skies,  and  tells  of  a  home 
where  there  are  no  partings,  and  sorrow  is  not  a 
guest—*  into  which  no  enemy  enters,  and  whence 
no  friend  departs/*— sings  so  sweet  a  song  of  hope 
that  the  sufferer's  writhings  turn  into  smiles,  and 
she  sinks  to  deep  on  the  bosom  of  one  angel  to 
awake  in  the  arms  of  another. 

"  Then  comes  the  turn  of  the  supporter.  So, 
before  a  cutting  blast,  first  one  lily  droops,  and 
then  another,  until  the  earth  is  left  bare  and  deso- 
late, and  those  who  are  on  it  wish  to  quit  so  lone 
a  place. 

"  But  who  was  she  in  the  vision  who  thus  turned 
pain  into  ease,  sorrow  into  joy  ?  It  is  one  who 
hath  done  more  than  this — fiur  more !  who  hath 

*  Sacrilege — stolen  from  a  parson's  sermon;  but  I 
would  '<  render  unto  Caesar"  if  I  did  not  fear  he  might  be 
displeased  at  my  mentioning  bis  name. 
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it  worn  *  and  *  wasted  as  I,  we  shall  require  no 
Amend  fines,  save  those  which  were  lit  within  us 
long  ag«v-rsk>wly  have  they  burnt,  but  surely,— 
tears,  at  least,  will  not  quench  them. 
,  "  Maria !  my  own,  on  earth  and  in  Heaven,  I 
am  dying — yes,  dying !  I  know,  I  feel  that  I  have 
not  long  to  live— nor  hast  thou.  Will  not  he 
whom  we  have  obeyed  to  the  best  of  our  poor 
abilities,  to  make  up  for  all  the  evils  we  have 
brought  upon  him,  consent  to  let  us  die  together  ? 
But  if  Maria  thinks  it  wrong  to  ask  him,  let  her 
not  do  so  on  my  account.  She  has  only  to  tell 
me  not  to  wish  it,  and  I  will  obey  her  as  far  as 
obedience  is  possible — I  will  not  seek  to  approach, 
but  only,  when  I  am  sinking  to  the  earth,  turn  my 
eyes  towards  her,  as  those  of  a  follower  of  the 
false  prophet  turn  towards  his  tomb. 

"  But  yet,  Maria,  if  I  might  be  allowed  to  come 
back  even  to  the  Alps,  it  would  be  a  blessing ; 
now  they  seem  to  me  to  thrust  their  frozen  heads 
rudely  between  us,  and  separate  us  more  than 
twice  the  distance  we  are  apart  would  do.    This 
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ndred  than  I  would  do  for  thee  .' — 1  most  not 
ist,  even  to  Maria!  but,  I  think  not'.— sterner 
souls  they  had  ;  but  stronger,  I  deny. 

'*  And  if  I  deny  this  for  our  sex,  shall  I  not  do 
bo  for  yours  ?  Amongst  them,  too,  were  those 
who  would  not,  for  a  moment,  have  hesitated 
between  death  and  a  giving  up  of  principle;  but 
ends  the  likeness:  their  devotedneas  in  Vir- 
cause  all  might  have  admired,  but  who 
have  loved  it ;  whilst  thou  dost  force  those 
will  not  practise  virtue,  to  yet  have  a  kindly 
feeling  towards  it?  No,  Maria!  although  show- 
ing a  perseverance — an  obstinacy  in  doing  right, 
which  they  scarcely  could  have  equalled,  thou  hast 
nothing  of  the  Roman  in  thee. 

"Still,  there  are  Roman  ruins  that  do  enter 
into  my  heart ;  for  when  1  leave  their  proud 
though  shattered  seat  of  empire,  and  come  to  lone 
Pompeii,  '  the  silent  city  of  the  dead,'  I  feel  that 
they  were  men — I  forget  all  in  them  1  cannot  love, 
and  only  recollect  they  lived  and  suffered  like 
ourselves :  in  the  street  of  the  tombs,  their  hu- 
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that  be  wrote  Maria  the  following  letter  from  die 
shores  of  the  Bay  of  Naples : — 

"Yon  may  think  it  strange,  Maria!  that  I 
should  give  up  Rome  for  any  other  place ;  for  so 
should  I  have  thought  a  few  days  ago  ;  bat  I  rood 
found  that  it  is  not  the  ruins  of  power,  that  suit 
with  the  ruins  of  happiness.  No !  as  I  gaxed  «p 
at  temple  and  tower — at  the  mighty  Coliseum, 
looking  not  made  with  hands,  but  born  with  the 
mountains — as  I  gazed  on  these,  lying  around  Use 
dying  lions  in  Time's  arena — my  heart  told  me  k 
had  nothing  to  do  with  them  ;  it .  told  me  a  far 
different  tale  ;  and  what  part  of  the  story  of  Rome 
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kindred  than  I  would  do  for  thee  ? — I  must  not 
boast,  even  to  Maria !  but,  I  think  not !— sterner 
souls  they  had ;  but  stronger,  I  deny. 

"  And  if  I  deny  this  for  our  sex,  shall  I  not  do 
so  for  yours?  Amongst  them,  too,  were  those 
who  would  not,  for  a  moment,  have  hesitated 
between  death  and  a  giving  up  of  principle ;  but 
there  ends  the  likeness:  their  devotedness  in  Vir- 
tue's cause  all  might  hsgre  admired,  but  who 
would  have  loved  it ;  whilst  thou  dost  force  thos4 
who  will  not  practise  virtue,  to  yet  have  a  kindly 
feeling  towards  it  ?  No,  Maria !  although  show- 
ing a  perseverance — an  obstinacy  in  doing  right, 
which  they  scarcely  could  have  equalled,  thou  hast 
nothing  of  the  Roman  in  thee. 

"Still,  there  are  Roman  ruins  that  do  enter 
into  my  heart ;  for  when  I  leave  their  proud 
though  shattered  seat  of  empire,  and  come  to  lone 
Pompeii,  *  the  silent  city  of  the  dead,'  I  feel  that 
they  were  men — I  forget  all  in  them  I  cannot  love, 
and  only  recollect  they  lived  and  suffered  like 
ourselves:  in  the  street  of  the  tombs,  their  hu* 
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reach  it,  1  shall  still  go  on  towards  you.  How  I 
shall  bear  travelling,  I  do  not  know,  but  1  think 
the  hope  of  seeing  you  once  again  will  tappa 
me  until  I  do  see  you ;  and  then,  perhaps,  tht 
flickering  flame  will  give  one  brighter  glare,  sod 
be  extinguished.  Be  prepared  for  this,  my  own ' 
"  What  do  we  not  owe  to  our  trne  and  ze&lom 
friend?  but  his  kindness  does  not  end  here,  form 
six  hours  after  the  courier  quits  with  this  letter,  he 
will  be  on  the  road  to  join  yon,  and  to  bring  yon 
to  me.     Oh,  Charles  !  to  briug  yon  to  me  '. ! ! 

"And  my  Charles  must  obey  this  friend  a 
every  thing  that  relates  to  his  travelling — that  it, 
if  he  would  attend  to  his  Maria's  most  anxwot 
wishes  ;  for  as  time  forbids  my  mentioning  them  ■ 
this  letter,  I  shall  fully  explain  them  to  Ernest 
The  offer  to  go  to  you,  and  the  thought,  were  both 
Ernest's  own ;  for  although  the  idea  instantly 
struck  me  also,  I  had  not  said  a  word  on  the  sub- 
ject when  he  insisted  on  being  allowed  to  do  sc 
To  value  this  offer  as  it  should  be  valued,  you  roost 
be  informed  of  what  he  gives  up ;  and,  strange  to 
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say,  it  is  With  the  utmost  pleasure  I  tell  you,  he 
gives  up  a  great  deal — that  is,  so  I  think:  bat  you 
know  women  ate  never  tired  of  magnifying  the 
importance  of  their  own  sex. 

94  However,  I  hardly  know,  if  that  should*  be 
called  'giving  up,'  for  which  I  am  convinced 
lie  feels  amply  repaid,  by  an  approving  look  from 
my  sweet  little  attendant,  Maria  Arnulph. 

"The  courier  cannot  begin  his  journey  for  another 
half  hour,  and  therefore  I  have  time  to  tell 
Charles  of  that  from  which  he  will  receive  sincere 
pleasure.  This  gives  me  another  gratification 
besides  the  informing  him  of  what  I  know  will 
please  him,  for  through  it  I  have  the  opportunity 
of  showing  the  delight  I  take  in  imitating  him  in 
every  thing,  as  he  will  not  refuse  to  believe  a  Act 
of  which  I  am  so  firmly  convinced—that  it  is  to  be 
like  hirti  I  enter  thus  deeply  into  the  feelings  of 
others  at  such  a  moment  as  this,  rather  than  from 
present  gratitude  to  Ernest,  or  regard  for  Maria 
Arnulph. 

"  And  if,  in  our  situation,  the  doing  so  may  seem 
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give  them  up,  became  I  know  what  I  hare  to  in- 
form you  of  will  be  a  source  of  rejoicing  to  you  on 
your  fiiend'f  account. 

"  But  in  one  respect  I  must  still  claim  credit — 
for  strictly  attending  to  your  wishes  as  to  the  female 
companions  I  threw  Ernest  amongst ;  and  I  de- 
serve it  the  more,  as  I  neither  held,  nor  hold,  the 
same  opinion  with  you  on  the  subject :  on  the  con- 
trary, I  feel  convinced,  that  he  would  have  dis- 
tinguished Maria  Arnulph  amidst  a  thousand; 
and  that  he  would  not  have  felt  the  least  regard 
for  her,  although  thrown  much  more  into  her  com- 
pany than  he  was,  had  she  not  been  suited  to  him 
in  tastes,  feelings,  and  abilities.  Indeed,  Charles ! 
it  is  detracting  sadly  from  the  dignity  of  the 
love  woman  inspires,  thus  to  set  it  down  to  an 
accidental  circumstance,  and  I  will  not  allow  you 
to  have  such  ideas. 

"  I  must  admit,  however,  that  my  obeying  you 
in  this  respect,  was  a  matter  of  no  trouble  to 
me,  as  Maria  Arnulph,  the  most  opposite  of 
any  of  my  acquaintance  to  the    description  of 
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own,  is  Ernest  can  possibly  hare ;  and  were  he  not 
eminently  suited  to  these,  he  never  would  hare 
had  a  chance  with  her.  One  thing,  however,  I 
must  admit — I  made  a  point  of  doing  that  which  I 
otherwise  very  probably  might  have  done— of 
telling  Ernest  of  Maria's  constant  kindness  and 
affection  for  me ;  and  it  required  very  little  rea- 
soning for  a  person  already  inclined  to  love,  to 
prove  to  himself,  that  she  who  was  true  and 
affectionate  to  one,  would  be  true  and  affectionate 
to  another. 

"  Although  I  have  confined  Ernest's  reward  for 
his  goodness  to  us,  to  a  look,  I  fancy  he  is  of 
opinion  that  he  has  received  something  still  less 
equivocal.  When  I  thanked  him,  from  an  over- 
flowing heart,  he  replied,  casting  his  eyes  on  the 
ground,  *  I  have  already  been  richly  repaid.' 

"  I  asked,  in  a  way  he  fully  understood, '  By  my 
gratitude  alone,  Ernest!' 

€t  *  No !  that  would  be  ample  payment  for  any 
such  sacrifice  of  my  feelings,  but  I  have  been 
overpaid,  most  infinitely,  by  what,  you  must  par-  , 
don  me  if  I  say,  I  value  still  more.' 
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"•What!  aqd  you  not ? *  came  ftom her  warm 
young  heart,  as  she  threw  herself  into  my  arms. 

"  She  then  begged  my  pardon  for  what  ahe  had 
done.  '  And  does  Maria  beg  pardon  for  showing 
kindness  to  one  who  requires  it  more  than  any 
other  mortal?1  I  then  added,  'Bat  hare  yon 
thought,  Maria,  of  the  great  difference  of  your 
ages?' 

14 '  Oh ! f  replied  she,  when  I  at  length  got  her 
to  speak  plainly,  '  if  he  loves  me,  I  would  rather 
hare  him  than  any  one  else  in  the  world/ 

" '  If  he  loves  you  ?  did  you  really  not  hear  his 
last  speech  to  you?' 

"The  girl's  only  answer  was,  hiding  her  burning 
face  in  my  lap ;  and  I  shortly  left  her  in  the 
society  of  her  own  feelings ;  at  that  moment  so 
perfectly  sufficient  to  her  happiness,  that  she 
wished  for  no  other — not  even  for  his  who  had 
caused  them. 

"  Now,  surely,  my  Charles  will  not  tell 
Ernest  of  all  this  when  they  meet,  for  he  must 
know,  that  Maria  Arnulph  never  could  forgive 
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to  believe  them  to  be  very  small  in  reality ;  and  my 
occasionally  doing  the  same  thing,  shows  I  some- 
times agree  with  him.  And  now,  in  this  spirit,  I 
ask,  if,  considering  what  I  wrote  to  tell  of,  I  have 
not  sank  my  own  situation  in  that  of  our  friends, 
as  much  as  even  Charles  ever  did  ?  Say,  that, 
throughout,  it  looks  like  an  effort ;  but  is  there 
no  merit  in  making  such  an  effort  ?  I  might  have 
made  it,  but  I  could  not  have  succeeded  in  it,  had 
not  my  mind  been  acted  on  in  a  way  which  seems 
to  me  almost  supernatural — not  by  an  owl  in  a 
chimney,  or  a  hollow  tree,  Charles !  but  by  a 
thought  that  told  me  I  was,  in  doing  so,  best  pleas- 
ing him  whom  it  is  no  less  my  duty,  than  it  is  my 
highest  delight,  to  please. 

"  Besides,  the  knowledge,  that,  if  we  are  alive, 
we  must  meet  within  a  certain  number  of  days, 
has  roused  a  mind  which,  it  seemed  to  me  before 
nothing  earthly  could  rouse.  Have  I  attributed 
my  present  excitement  to  the  right  cause,  or  is  it 
only  what  has  been  called  '  a  lightning  before 
death  ?  '     Oh  !  my  own  !    my  own !    surely  we 
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to  drive  the  dart  deep  enough,  where  there  wee  so 
little  left  to  offer  resistance.  The  very  thought  of 
neeting  again,  which  at  first  supported  them  so 
delusively,  had  alone  nearly  cut  off  all  their 
hopes:  it  was  like  the  sudden  cessation  of  a  mighty 
wind  from  bearing  on  a  gallant  vessel ;  the  re-action 
is  so  great,  that  it  ends  all  doubts  at  once,  by 
burying  her  in  the  waves. 
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daring,  it  may  need  to  be  chastised,  I  will  bid  him 

remember,  that  there  are  others  mentioned  in  our 

tale,  with  whose  fates,  I  would  fain  hope,  he  is 

interested :  and  would    also  bid  him  know,  that, 

although  we  have  had  little  else  than  gloom  lately, 

the  relater  is  by  no  means  all  gloom. 

*  *  •  * 

A  young  lady  sat  in  a  bower  of  roses  (I  'm  not 
quite  sure  about  the  roses,  but,  if  they  were  not 
there  on  such  an  occasion,  they  ought  to  have 
been)  at  the  hour  young  ladies  love  so  much 
— the  hour  at  which  this  young  lady  had  so  often 
been  made  love  to  by  the  "  silent  worship  of  the 
heart ;"  which  must  be  the  most  talkative  silence 
in  the  world,  it  says  such  a  number  of  sweet  things : 
"  Pale  the  young  thing  looks,  but  '  passing 
lovely !'" — "pale,"  says  my  reader,  "for  her 
friends'  and  mistress's  loss ;  for  it  is  Maria  Arnulph 
waiting  her  lover's  approach."  Nay,  gentle  reader ; 
if  you  bethink  you,  I  never  told  you  that  that 
mistress  was  lost :  and,  oh !  'tis  she  herself— the 
good,  the  beautiful,  our  own  Maria !   Death,  even 
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but  as  if  to  render  her  quite  poetic  justice  for  thai 
wonderful  effort  of  temper  shown  some  wretched 
months  back,  in  not  throwing  the  lamp  at  the 
little  page's  head,  that  same  page,  beautifiil  as 
ever,  ran  in  to  tell  her,  "  A  horseman  was  riding 
like  a  fury  up  the  opposite  way."  It  is  thought 
that  now  Maria  might  probably  have  remarked, 
"  What  a  very  pretty  boy  that  is!"  if  she  had  had 
time;  bot  before  her  heart  could  give  more  than  one 
or  two  good  bumps  against  her  bosom,  her  lips 
were  otherwise  engaged ;  and  that  bosom,  heart 

and  all,  was  locked  in  the  arms  of — — 

the  reigning  Prince  of  Hapsburg,  who,  having  pre- 
viously sent  an  ambassador,  in  all  due  form,  to 
seek  for  him  an  alliance  with  the  Imperial  House, 

through  a  union  with  the  Young  Queen  of  H , 

had  been  accepted  by  the  Emperor,  with  the  full 
consent  of  the  States,  and,  if  the  truth  must  be 
told,  with  that  of  the  Queen  herself. 

Now  I  dare  say  my  readers  are  in  a  great  rage 
with  Maria,  and  abusing  the  poor  thing  for  want 
of  constancy,  breach  of  faith,  broken  vows,  &c.  &c. 
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and  that  my  most  gentle  readers  are  by  far  the  mod 
violent;  whereas  this  was  one  of  the  most  sensible 
acts  of  her  life ;  and  it  is  too  bad  to  be  abased  for 
doing  what  is  reasonable.  I  declare  I  will  not 
allow  her  to  be  called  such  shocking  names  with 
impunity!  and  the  Spiritual  Conrt,  I  can  tell  yon,  mj 
mistresses,  is  a  dangerous  matter  to  meddle  with ! 
When  Maria  found,  (after  being  constant  to  Mont- 
fort  a  much  longer  time  than  most  people  would,' 
that  to  marry  him  was  impossible,  she  consented 
TCrr  wisely,  to  marry  the  Prince  of  Hapsburg,  whict 
was  possible ;  thereby  gratifying  the  wishes  oi 
ber  father,  of  the  people,  and,  as  aforesaid,  ol 
herself.     This,  in  net,  was  her  only  chance,  and 
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is,  indeed,  deceased ;  or,  as  you  would  say,  in 

plain  terms,  gone  to "  but  these  terms  are 

plain  enough. 

Should  my  readers,  however,  not  be  convinced 
by  the  above,  in  my  opinion,  very  satisfactory 
reasons,  we  had  p&rhaps  better  listen  quietly 
together  to  what  the  pair  are  saying. 

We  left  them  in  each  other's  arms,  where  people 
seldom  talk  much  for  the  first  minute  or  two.  At 
length  the  Prince  said, "  And  art  thou  mine — now, 
truly  mine — my  own,  for  ever,  Maria?" 

Amidst  Maria's  sobs  was  faintly  heard — "  For 


ever." 


"  And  will  it  be  believed,  that  a  Queen  and  an 
Emperor  sought  to  give  up  their  throne  for  my 
sake?" 

"  And  is  it  so  hard  to  believe,  Charles !  that 
there  should  be  two  persons  who  prefer  happiness 
to  pomp  or  power  ? 

"  But  will  Maria  ever  be  able  to  reconcile  you 
to  that  state  which  she  knows  you  dislike  so 
much?* 
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ike  only  thing  that  erer  reconciled  that  step  to 
his  conscience,  however  much  he  wished  it,  was 
his  eencemng  himsdf  caDed  upon  to  do  so  by  the 
strongest  of  all  voices — the  voice  of  nature.  And, 
ok,  Charles !  if  any  thing  can  ever  make  us 
aot  regret  our  stations,  it  must  be  the  kindly 
feslings  all  the  people  have  shown  towards  us. 
They  seemed  to  enter  into  our  very  romance  with 
enthusiasm,  and  sought  a  means  of  avoiding  for 

* 

us  the  laws  which  they  themselves  had  made." 
"Can-  I  ever  bear  any  but  good  feelings  to 
those  who  have  given  me  such  a  gift  ?  Oh,  you 
know  if  this  is  ever  to  be  forgotten !  We  should 
have  both  been  better  pleased  if  the  only  crown 
ever  again  to  touch  this  dear,  dear  head,  were  my 
crown  of  flowers ;  but — " 

"  But  Charles  will  not  refuse  his  Maria  what- 
ever crown  she  wears, "  said  the  girl,  with  a 
smile  of  bashful  triumph.  Pressing  her  to  his 
heart  again  and  again  was  the  only  answer  she 
could  receive  to  such  a  speech :  but  when  he  could 
speak  he  said,  "  Do  I  hold  in  my  arm?  she  who 
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There!"  said  she,  pointing  to  an  arbonrata 
little  distance:  "be  only  went  away  in  order  to 
let  ns  meet  alone." 

"Bleaahimfor  that  too!  'tis  so  Eke  him!  n 

u  But  yon  moat  never  call  him  by  such  a  name 
again  to  me,  Charles  !** 

"  What  moat  I  call  him,  then?"  said  Montfart, 
smiling. 

"  Does  he  notcall  yon  his  son?  and  what  do  I 
call  him?" 

"  But  I  will  not  call  him  my  father  until  Maria 
gives  me  a  real  right  to  do  so." 

"And  do  yon  think,  Charles,  it  will  be  ne- 
cessary to  use  any  such  means  to  force  me  to 
that  ?  "  said  Maria,  without  the  least  shame  in  the 
world :  and  Montfort,  so  far  from  appearing 
astonished  at  her  impudence,  caught  her  in  his 
arms  again,  and  gaye  her  a  thousand  kisses :  until 
at  length  Maria  drew  back  a  little — just  as  much 
as  modesty  required ;  but  not  one  bit  more— and 
said,  "  Come,  Charles !  come :  let  us  go  to  my 
father." 
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'  I  have  forgotten  him,  indeed !  hut  ho  wil 
forgive  me." 

Whilst  the  lovers  were  settling  this  little  affair, 
they  were  both  nearly  laid  prostrate,  for  with  one 
bound  the  monster  Li  dashed  in,  and  sprung  w&h 
his  huge  paws  on  Montfort's  back  ;  and  soon  In 
arms  that  had  so  lately  been  around  a  differ*! 
form,  were  hugging  his  shaggy  sides. 

Li  continued  to  show  his  uncouth  love  in  such  in 
uncouth  way,  that  Charles  was  obliged  (or  cho* 
to  think  he  was  obliged)  to  again  support  the 
lady  for  fear  of  her  being  upset :  "  Even  Mam, 
said  he,  as  she  hung  upon  his  arm,  just  sufficiently 
to  feel  that  it  was  about  her  waist,  "  can  scarcel; 
tell  what  were  my  feelings  when  1  embraced 
last." 

"  Did  he  overtake  you,  then,  when  he  follow 
you  ?  " 

"  Yes !  and  I  stopped,  and  got  off  to  him ;  and 
then  told  him  he  must  go  back  and  do  that  which. 
oh,  thank  God !  it  will  now  be  the  object  of 
life  to  do— take  care  of  Maria." 
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They  found  the  Emperor  so  pale  and  trembling, 
that  his  daughter  was  quite  frightened,  and  eyen 
Montfort  looked  a  little  alarmed  as  he  held  his  almost 
powerless  hand.  "Nonsense,  you  silly  girl ! " 
said  her  father,  "  it  will  be  over  in  a  moment." 
And  when  he  had  leant  his  bead  upon  her  shoulder 
for  a  little  while,  he  had  gained  strength  enough 
to  press  them  once  more  into  each  other's  arms. 
"  Take  her,  Montfort ! — take  her.  It  is  the  only 
gift  I  have  to  give,  worthy  of  you  !  " 

I  am  not  good  at  describing  raptures — I  never 
was.  How  should  I  be?  —  I  never  feel  them 
myself.  I  make  it  a  rule  not  to  let  any  thing 
disturb  my  own  equanimity :  then  how  should  1 
understand  the  vagaries  of  another  ?  Besides,  the 
first  tumult  of  happiness  was  not  the  happiness 
Maria  and  her  lover  longed  for :  they  knew  these 
could  not  last — they  did  not  wish  them  to  last : 
they  longed  to  exchange  their  rending  grief,  not 
for  joys  as  fierce,  but  for  a  peaceful  resting  on  each 
other's  affections — I  hardly  know  how  to  express 
it — for  the  repose  of  loving.     This,  in  their  most 
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violent  moments,  seemed  to  them  the  greatest  u 
earthly  blessings  ;  and  this  they  found  at  length. 

I  have  relied  on  my  reader's  sagacity  for  find  in 
out  that  the  meeting  of  the  lovers  took  place  w 

B .  Some  of  the  good  citizens  were  astonished 

to  think  the  Court  should  go  to  a  summer  n 
dence  at  such  a  time  of  the  year ;    for  the  I 
had  not  yet  woke  from  her  wintry  trance,  nolwith 
standing  my  little  flourish  about  the  roses.  But  w 
should  citizens  know  about  sentiment  ?  They,  ] 
souls  !  could  not  make  out  why  their  Young  Qo* 
should  choose  to  walk  about  leafless  woods  roth 
than  sit  at  home  in  a  fine  palace,  and  make  1m 
comfortably.     "  Comfortable  love  !  "  Oh,  pre 
me!     Whoever  joined   the   two  words   togeihet 
before  *.     Maria  laughed  heartily  at  it  when  Modi 
fort  some  time  afterwards  heard  the  story, 
told  her  of  it. 

But,  however  strange  they  might  have  thoiujlii 
their  pet's  fancy,  they  did  not  doubt  that  it  wai 
correct,  for  now  they  all  felt  as  if  each  individually 
had  assisted  in  promoting  the  only  object  that 
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could  have  made  her  happy,  they  loved  her  so 
much  the  more,  that  they  could  not  believe  in  her 
doing  any  thing  that  was  even  absurd.    Surely,  it 
is  one  of  the  most  evident  bounties  of  the  Creator, 
that  we  cannot  help  loving,  and  therefore  receiving 
joy  from,  those  to  whom  we  do  good.    So  con- 
vinced were  they  Maria  must  be  right,  that  I 
should  not  wonder  if  she  proved  the  innocent 
cause  of  many  a  cold  and  sore  throat  to  those 
to  whose  good-will  she  owed  so  much,  for  I  have 
little  doubt  all  the  city  damsels  will  insist  on 
being  made  love  to  in  a  similar  manner  for  the 
future. 

The  courtiers,  too,  who  professed  to  have  senti- 
ment, (but  they  made  a  slight  mistake — it  was 
only  sentimentality) — were  also  at  a  loss  to 
account  for  such  a  fancy.  A  (what  they  called) 
love  of  nature,  they  thought  quite  correct  in 
summer,  when  one  is  obliged  to  ride  about  woods 
and  lanes  for  the  fashion  of  the  thing ;  but,  in 
winter,  quite  out  of  place. 
The  fact  is,  the  lovers  had  chosen  to  meet  in  a 
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spat  so  sadly  endeared  to  them,  as  it  did  nut  delay 
the  event  a  single  hour,  and  it  seemed  like  turning 
their  past  sorrows  into  joy.  Besides,  although 
lovers  are  very  fond  of  talking  of  flowers,  and 
Spring,  and  "  Love,  whose  month  is  ever  Msy,' 
I  believe  they  seldom  know  exactly  what  time  of 
the  year  it  is.  Winter !  what  cared  they  for  winter ! 
When  winter  was  in  their  souls,  it  stripped  these 
scenes  of  all  their  loveliness :  but  now.  the  sum- 
mer within  had  shed  upon  them  "  beauty,  life,  ai 
light."  This  I  am  quite  sure  of,  that  when  3 
and  Montfbrt  visited  their  haunts  again— 
she  sat,  with  her  arm  through  bis,  looking  at  tl 
view  whose  fadiDg  beauties  they  had  watched  i 
a  memento  mori — or,  sometimes,  leaning  on  i 
shoulder,  and  crying  for  joy  in  that  very  I 
where  she  had  shed  far  other  tears — they  neiihti 
of  them  felt  it  the  least  cold.  Papa  was  of  a  dif- 
ferent opinion,  and  was  always  scolding- 
will  when  too  happy — about  their  doing  such  s 


thingi 


This  occurred  so  often  that  he  at  leni 
[  believe  you  like  to  hear  me  scold,  or  y 


would  not  so  continually  do  wrong.' 
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And  ought  I  not  to  like  it?  Have  I  heard 
you  scold  for  many  months  ?  "  replied  Maria,  kiss- 
ing him. 

The  only  retort  the  Emperor  could  think  of, 
was,  a  "  threat"  to  get  them  married  as  soon  as 
possible,  and  then  there  would  be  an  end  of  their 
romance.  But  even  in  this  idea  he  was  afterwards 
obliged  to  own  he  had  been  mistaken,  for  it 
seemed  as  if  their  romance  had  only  then  began, 
precisely  where  that  of  most  other  persons  ends. 

The  doctors  had  tried  to  frighten  the  Emperor 
by  talking  to  him  of  the  violent  change  the  Young 
Queen's  manner  of  life  had  undergone  all  of  a 
sudden,  and  the  possibly  violent  effect  this  might 
have  upon  her  constitution; — from  being  taken 
from  one  scene  to  another  in  a  state  that  gave 
exercise  neither  to  her  mind  nor  body — to  running 
through  the  wintry  woods  at  a  rate  that  nearly 
tired  Li  himself.  But  they  did  not  succeed  in 
frightening  him  much,  for  he  was  too  well  con- 
vinced her  disease  had  been  in  the  mind  alone ; 
and  when  she  came  back  to  him  from  their  walks 
vol.  in.  o 


i« — jr,  i  ae  » 


s  ma.  t&e  jwg  tread  of  m  fair;— * 


C  aes  mpum  ■»  ham  Eke  a.  dram,  he 
e  wari  — ■  if  ha  hid  hied    mi 
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And  why  should  I  not,  after  all  you  have 
suffered  ?" 

"  I  aeed  not  explain  why  you  should  not ;  but 
I  know  you  have  not9' 

"  1  believe  you  are  nearly  right,  although  I  feel 
astonished  at  it  myself." 

"  That  I  can  understand,  for  it  is  my  own  feel- 
ing repeated.  I  cannot  but  be  surprised  that  I 
who,  a  little  while  ago,  thought  I  was  never  to 
hope  again,  should  now  feel  as  if  1  were  never  to 
fear  again.  The  current  of  our  feelings  has  indeed 
changed,  and  sets  onward  now  as  headlong  as  it 
did  before  in  the  opposite  direction;  but  this 
should  not  be,  Charles  I" 

I  own  1  have  been  so  hard  upon  the  dear  old 
sun,  in  the  way  of  similes,  that  1  ought  to  have 
more  conscience  than  to  go  to  him  again  so  soon — 
and  yet  I  must.  By  the  way,  I  read  a  review  the 
other  day,  which  seemed  to  say,  that  when  once 
an  object  has  been  seized  upon  as  a  simile  by  one 
author,  no  other  has  a  right  to  touch  it,  although 
he  should  place  it  in  a  new  light ;  but  the  writer 
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should  have  recollected  them  k>  only  one  set  of 
sun,  moon,  and  stars  for  the  use  of  tlie  whole  of  as; 
and  what  would  even  Homer  himself  bare  dene, 
had  he  been  deprived  of  them,  and  they  wen  til 
appropriated  before  hia  day  ?  For  nay  own  part, 
I  really  could  not  get  on  at  all  witboat  fin—,  and 
therefore  without  scrapie  I  proceed  to  nay, — 

If  the  former  situation  of  my  hero  and  heroine 
was  a  sunset,  where  each  moment  left  less  of  fife 
and  light,  and  where  it  teemed  certain  that  death 
would  as  full  sorely  follow  the  one  as  night  the 
other,  their  present  was  the  glowing  sonrise  of  in 
eastern  sky,  where  strength  and  beauty  come  or 


m   TOUKO   QUBSH*  149 

44 1  ooce  thought  a  laugh  would  tell  you  the 
contrary — that  I  was  not  Maria." 

"  What  dots  the  mean?" 

"  Why  I  used  sometimes  to  be  in  a  dreadful 
fright  leit  you  thould  fancy  me  too  serious." 

"  I  seldom  found  you  serious  except  on  serious 
occasions,  and  never  when  I  did  not  think  it  be- 
came  you." 

w  Ah  r  said  Maria,  smiling,  "  that  speech 
would  have  made  me  very  happy  some  time  ago ; 
but  you  don't  think  I  care  about  it  now,  do  you  ?" 

Maria's  laugh  affected  her  father  differently. 
He  did  not  make  any  remark  at  the  time,  but 
went  out  of  the  room  without  speaking,  and  so 
quietly,  that  they  did  not  observe  him*  When  he 
returned,  he  took  his  daughter  in  his  arms,  and 
said,  "  Oh,  my  child !  I  have  heard  you  laugh 


once  more." 


And  how  they  did  run  about !  the  cold,  clear, 
inspiriting  air  was  so  enjoyed  by  them,  that  both 
agreed  they  did  not  wish  even  for  May.  As,  on 
a  frosty  morning,  with  only  Li  for  an  attendant, 


■*»  «  a«  fcr  think; 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

"  If  thon  think'ft  I  am  too  quickly  woo, 

1 11  frown,  and  be  perrerse,  and  say  thee  nay, 

So  thou  wilt  woo :  but,  else,  not  for  the  world." 

Shakipeare. 

And  in  their  walks  Maria  and  Montfort  often  en- 
countered a  pair  to  the  full  as  happy  as  they  were — 
so  happy,  that  even  after  contemplating  the  exalted 
and  exalting  love  of  the  former,  I  can  look  upon  the 
affection  of  the  latter  with  delight ;  ay,  and  feel  as 
much  confidence  in  what  has  undergone  no  real 
trial,  as  in  that  which  has  been  tried  in  the  fire. 

Ernest  and  Maria  Arnulph   could    not    meet 
with  such  open  and  acknowledged  joy  as  their 


net  zreariy  z 

But  eisi  xh~.s  •  op  mmT~ 
concealment,  was  qnidkh 
and  Maria,  although  they 
they  owed  to  their  two 
acted  as  if  they  sought  to 
mical  way  to  themselre 
other :  and  owing  to  tbeii 
soon  the  opportunity  be  s 

"  Miss  Amulph,"  said 
make  you  believe  that  tht 
is  such  a  one  as  yon  desi 
loved  another — it  hat  loi 
rent,  so  that  perhaps  'tis  i 
if  that  was  mv  n™™™ 


THE   TOUNG    QUBSJT.  153 

in  any  mortal's  goodness  so  implicitly  as  it  trusts 
in  yours — I  thought  I  never  should,  with  one  ex- 
ception, put  trust  in  woman's  honesty  of  purpose 
and  faith  again ;  and  she  whom  I  excepted  had 
proved  hers  beyond  the  doubting  of  suspicion  her- 
self: but  oh,  Miss  Arnulph  !  only  say  you  return 
the  feelings  I  bear  you,  and  I  would  not  ask,  1 
would  not  have  from  you  such  proofs  as  your  mis- 
tress has  given,  if  they  could  be  mine  without  your 
suffering  one  moment's  pain.  Do  not,  for  Heaven's 
sake,  reply  to  me  now :  Montfort  shall  tell  you  all 
that  has  happened  to  destroy  my  confidence  in 
your  sex ;  then  think  of  what  I  now  say  to  you, 
and  you  will  be  convinced  bow  much  I  must  love 
her  who  has  thus  had  power  to  change  my  very 
soul." 

Miss  Arnulph,  however,  showed  she  was  deter- 
mined to  speak,  although  she  found  a  great  diffi- 
culty in  doing  so,  and  was  desired  not.  Seeing 
her  about  to  make  the  attempt,  Ernest  said, 
"  Oh,  will  you  not  hear  Montfort  first?" 

"  I  do  not  require  it,  I  know  all.  I  will  not 
keep  you  in  suspense  for  a  moment." 
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:  from  his  lips,  "  1  am  peculiarly 

I  Arnulph,  you  may  now  surely  ex- 

■l  1 1  to  inc  as  if  you  were  speaking  to  a. 
1  ii — 1  mean,  you  may  wait,  and  calm 
ml,  and  collect  your  thoughts;  or  stay 
iilvt,  and  write  to  me  ;  for  now  I  can  bear 
liftg." 

1  as  he  said  this,  Ernest  drew  her  trembling 
I  through  his,  and  led  her  towards  the  villa  ; 
'the  more  you  call,  the  more  1  won't 
ic,'  is  sometimes  the  motto  of  Miss  Arnulph's 
its  converse,  'the  more  you  don't  call,  the 
I  will  come,'  is  occasionally  acted  on: 
I  now,  Maria,  prompted  rather  by  gratitude  fur 
■nest's  generous  delicacy  and  regard  for  her 
than  by  sheer  obstinacy,  proceeded, 
n  spite  of  him,  to  explain   what  those 


;  it  to  you,"  said  she,  in  a  voice  very  low, 
rt,  on  the  whole,  more  distinct  than  might  have 
.■:ii  expected,  "  to  explain  myself  so  tliat  it  may 
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it  ww  once  given  to  another,  and  cruelly  used.  Do 
not  think  that  such  can  ever  be  my  idea :  oh  !  if 
I  am  thought  worthy  to  be  the  means  of  really 
binding  np  so  noble  a  heart  as  I  know  yours  to 
be,  I  shall  indeed  think  that  I  have  not  lived  in 
Tain:  I  only  ask  to  be  assured  that  that  heart 
bas  not  been  given  to  me  solely  because  it  has 
been  so  injured — that  it  would  have  been  mine, 
if  we  had  met,  though  it  had  never  been  so 
uaea. 

"  My  beloved  girl !  for  mine  you  shall  be ! 
your  mind  is  perfect ;  it  has  the  exact,  the  very 
same  thought  mine  had." 

Miss  Arnulph  did  not  laugh  at  the  very  modest 
reason  Ernest  had  given  as  a  proof  of  the  per- 
fection of  her  mind,  because  that  mind  was  too 
agitated,  notwithstanding  the  long  speech  she  had 
made,  to  think  of  it;  but  she  replied,  with  evi- 
dent delight,  "Then  you  do  approve  of  what 
I  have  said  ?" 

"  Can  I  but  approve  of  it,  when  it  shows  me 
how  highly  you  value— I  fear,  too  highly — that 
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which  you  would  have  given  to  yourself,  fw 
yourself,  and  from  no  adventitious  circumstance! 
But  how  shall  Emest  (and  will  not  his  Maria  call 
him  by  that  name,  henceforth,  and  for  e*w!| 
bring  this  conviction  to  her  V 

"  Not  by  leaving  me,  Ernest !" 

But,  as  I  before  declared,  I  cannot  descnbt 
raptures.  This,  however,  was  the  pair  the  Yovog 
Queen  and  Montfort  so  often  met ;  and  I  lca« 
any    one    to    judge    if    it    was    not    a    happy 


Next  tothe  principal  personages  mentioned  is  Ml 
history,  the  individual  made  happiest  by  the  thuuc:  b* 
of  Maria's  approaching  marriage  was  the  Counts 

of  A ,  for  to  her  care,  as  they  knew  it  would 

please  her,  was  consigned  the  weighty  matter  ot  in 
wedding-dress.  And  never  did  mortal  feel  more  im- 
portant under  any  trust.  She  seemed  to  think  u 
of  much  the  same  nature  as  when  some  gifted 
statesman,  a  nation's  hope,  is  singled  out  to  total 
the  vessel  of  the  state  through  storms  thai  tfaaata 
it  with  wreck,     Maria's  own  taste  would  have  led 
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her  to  prefer  that  dress  in  which,  strange  as  it  was, 
she  had  won  her  lover's  heart,  if  it  could  hare 
been  so  managed  that  she  should  be  seen  in  it  by 
him  alone.  But  the  truth  is,  she  would  not 
willingly  have  delayed  the  ceremony  one  single 
hour  for  any  dress  in  the  world— as  will  appear 
from  the  following  conversation :— "  I  have  ever 
looked  upon  it  as  such  an  utter  impossibility  that 
Maria  should  be  my  wife/'  said  Montfort,  "  that 
until  she  is  so,  I  shall  always  dread  something  may 
yet  prevent  it.  But  you,  Maria !"  continued  he, 
looking  quite  jealous,  "  are  so  happy  now,  that 
you  do  not  seem  to  care  about  it." 

"  Charles !  you  must  ask  my  forgiveness  for 
that  speech!  For,"  said  she,  turning  away  her 
blushing  face,  "  if  you  could  look  into  my  heart, 
you  would  find  the  same  foolish  dread  there/' 

His  pardon  was  not  long  delayed,  for  this  sin  of 
impatience  is  one  seldom  visited  with  any  very 
heavy  punishment  by  young  ladies. 

The  Countess  of  A did  sometimes  a  little 

annoy  Maria  with  the  fuss  she  made.     "  I  was 
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tempted  to  aak  her  to-day,-  aid  the  his,  "  if 
*e  had  not  better  crash  me  with  the  wcmat  of 
aO  the  crown  jewel*  at  once." 

«  Then,  if  yon  bad  done  no,  I  naoaldha*egi*t> 
y*w  a  ■enlfiay  far  H.  Yon  know  the  old  lady  if 
food  of  job  in  ber  way." 

"Ob.  then,  Charles!  amcy  1  hare done k,  sod 
give  aw  my  suualmg  now." 

*  y'  " !  I  «hafl  find  rn  — j  aaal  a—  m  nV 
»  by  and  bye,  that  I  will  not  eonjare  ap  as 


"I  nun*  have  my  wiah,  dear  Cnwdea !  nryw 

have  oat  scolded  me  once  since  yon  one  back  to 

oie  :  and  it  gives  me  so  roach  more  eoondenre  in  m> 
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"  I  fear  you  will  always  bate  it  after." 

"  That  I  will  not,  I  am  determined !  For  if 
nothing  eke  will  do/'  continued  she,  with  a  laugh, 
"  I  will  behave  so  bad  that  yon  cannot  possibly 
Mt  me  hare  it." 

"  What  ?  Will  not  letting  a  woman  always  hire 
her  own  way,  please  her?" 

"  Not  if  she  has  the  true  feelings  of  a  woman. 

I  dare  say  I  shall  like  to  have  it  often,  if  I  can; 

but  I  would  not  always  have  it,  for  the  world. 

Can  you  think  I  would  not  wish  to  feel  that  I  am 

a  wife  r 

#  *  «  *  * 

"  But,"  said  the  happy,  the  married  Maria, 
looking  quite  in  a  pet,  "  indeed,  my  father !  you 
are  very  foolish,  very  ill-natured,  and  very  un- 
reasonable r 

"  Why  ?  For  not  letting  you  do  the  most  un- 
reasonable thing  in  the  world  ?" 

"  But  I  maintain  that  it  is  the  most  reason- 
able thing  in  the  world." 

Now  Maria's  "  most  reasonable  thing  in  the 


■    **.    r- 1 
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who  said,  "  You  shall  not  beat  her  for  telling  the 
troth :  I  believe  yon  have  just  as  little  sense  as 
she  has." 

"Well,  then,  if  Maria  can  go  with  perfect 
safety,  I  do  not  think  she  can  be  more  anxious 
than  I  am." 

*  Why,  certainly,  I  do  not  think  there  can  be 
any  real  danger.  Bat  what  makes  you  wish  to  go 
there  so  much,  Maria?  Do  you  think  the  old 
lady  will  insist  on  Montfort's  kissing  you  again?" 

"  If  she  does,"  said  Montfort,  "  I  am  sure  we 
won't  give  her  so  much  trouble  as  we  did  last 
time — shall  we,  Maria  ?" 

Maria  gave  her  husband  quite  a  romping  push, 
and  pulling  her  father's  ear,  kissed  him,  and  said, 
"  Now  do  be  good,  and  let  us  go !" 

"  Well,  I  believe  if  Montfort  does  not  mind 
risking  a  good-for-nothing  wife,  I  must  run  the 
chance  of  getting  rid  of  a  troublesome  daughter." 

"  Then,  Charles,  you  will  not  refuse,  I  know?" 

"  Not  if  you  let  me  go  first,  to  see  that  it  is 
quite  safe." 


walk  to  tfe  nek!" 

"  Yes,  if  Maria  pm 

in  that  valley  again." 

"  There  will  be  no 

nnleaa  yoa  ahonld  aga 

of  coaDtcnnace." 

Even  Maria  Anmlph 

friend  was  telling  her 

"he  was  going  to  do. 

little  minir  said  the  1 

tnde  for  my  making  Et 

when  yon  know  be  did  i 

Bnt  Miss  Armtlph  sol 

"  Well,  I  declare  yoi 

1  'H  beg  Ernest  to  be  crc 

you  to  many  him  for  tl 
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go,  they  hardly  gave  him  an  opportunity  of  re- 
calling it,  for  the  next  morning,  Maria,  Montfort, 

aad  lion,  were  on  their  way  to  D ,  travelling 

as  last  as  hones  could  take  them. 

The  old  shepherdess  happened  again  to  be 
alone,  and  was  delighted  to  see  Montfort,  who  had 
put  on  his  peasant's  dress;  and  also  greeted  Li 
most  cordially,  but  did  not  know  Maria  in  her 
female's  clothes. 

"  Why  have  you  not  brought  your  dear  little 
brother  with  you  ?"  said  the  kind  old  dame,  after 
making  her  best  curtsey  to  the  lady  before  her. 

"  And  so  I  have,  mother/'  replied  Montfort. 

"  Where  is  he  then  ?"  said  she,  looking  round 
her. 

Montfort  pointed  to  Maria,  who  at  the  same 
moment  asked,  "  What,  don't  you  know  little 
Paolo,  whom  you  were  so  kind  to,  mother?" 

"  Why,  no,  sure !   Yes,  'tis !    But  it  can't  be !" 

"  It  is  indeed,"  returned  Maria,  taking  her  hand; 
and  here  followed  an  explanation.  But  when  she 
was  convinced  on  this  point,  they  had  only  got 
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lupon  earth  whether  I  choose  it  or  no; 
fr,  Charles,  I  might  not  choose  it." 
msense  my  wife  can  talk  when  she 

■  oblige  her  husband  though,  as  he 

t  bear  any  one  who  always  trie*  to 

■  in  what  I  mean  is,  that  to-day  you 

b  sense,  and  as  much        sense, 

[   promise   only  to  think  when  it  is 
[necessary  :    and  to  be  as  great  a  goose 

■  a  good  boy !" 
r  they  Bettled  with  the  old  dame  that 
o  go  on  their  expedition  up  to  the  peaks 
b  was  preparing  dinner  for  them.  And 
trio  went,  runniug  and  scrambling 
ria  was  out  of  breath,  and  her  husband 
i  to  put  his  arm  about  her  waist  and 
r  op  the  hill. 
Is  not  recorded  that  the  old  lady  had  made 
i   embrace  again,  (although   she   afterwards 


to  be  op— d  Id  ice 
Wwdf  ian>  then,  an 
b— nfcl  wife  to  bis 
KadtT  tad  so  lone:,  1 
what  to  Milt  of  it,  i 
wagwt  receive  some  1) 
be*  it  tfccav  which 
situs*. 

Nevertheless,  when  1 
>W  wUto  Mum  oogi 
■■shift,  she  aid,  "V 


■'  Win-  »  is  Muii  so 
"  So .'  bat  I  am  so 
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trait,  for  perhaps  no  scene  through  which  they 
had  passed,  with  the  single  exception  of  their 
but,  would  have  had  a  more  powerful  effect  on 
them.  To  that  hut  they  had  formed  many  a 
scheme  for  going  when  the  country  became  more 
settled ;  but  at  present  Montfort  would  not  have 
risked  Maria  there,  even  if  they  could  have  ob- 
tained their  father's  leave. 

When  they  returned  to  the  cottage,  their  hostess 
had  got  them  a  delicious  dinner  of  mountain  fare, 
to  which  they  sat  down  with  something  of  their 
their  old  appetites. 

"  Do  you  recollect,  mother/'  said  Maria,  "  that 
when  last  I  was  here,  you  said  you  thought  I 
had  a  better  appetite  than  my  brotlier— and  that 
it  made  us  laugh  a  good  deal  ?  I  mean  to  show  you 
it  is  not  a  bit  diminished  !" 

"  And  do  you  recollect,"  said  Montfort,  "  what 
a  scolding  you  gave  me  because  I  would  not  let 
little  Paolo  wash  his  feet  ?" 

"Well!  and  I've  a  great  mind  to  scold  you 

VOL.    III.  H 
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again/'  said  she,  laughing,  "  for  it  was  very  ill- 

natured." 

■ 

"  He  was  afraid,"  returned  Maria,  "  it  would  be 
discovered  we  were  in  disguise,  as  my  face  and 
hands  were  stained." 

"  Ah,  my  dears !  you  might  have  trusted  the 
old  woman.  But  is  this  sweet  young  lady  really 
our  Young  Queen  V9  said  she,  turning  round  to 
Mont  fort,  as  if  she  could  hardly  yet  believe  it. 
"  Why,  bless  me,  Miss,  I  ought  to  call  you  '  Your 
Majesty!'" 

"  No !  you  ought  not  to  call  me  any  such  thing, 
mother !  unless  you  wish  me  to  think  I  have 
offended  you." 

"  Why,  I  shall  never  be  able  to  make  my  good 
man  and  the  boys  believe  that  such  a  thing  has 
happened  to  us  when  they  come  home." 
I  "I  hope  this  will  serve  in  some  measure  to  con- 

vince them,  mother !"  said  Maria,  putting  a  purse 
of  gold  into  the  old  dame's  hands,  "  which  you 
must  accept  for  my  sake ;  and  you  must  let  us 


V 
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know  what  we  can  do  to  make  you  more  comfort- 
able and  more  happy." 

Montfort  was  obliged  to  join  his  entreaties  to 
Maria's  to  make  her  take  the  money,  as  she  said 
it  was  happiness  enough  for  her  and  hers  to'have 
relieved  them  in  any  respect.  When  they  con- 
tinued to  insist  on  it,  she  asked  with  the  greatest 
simplicity,  "  But,  my  dears  !  do  you  think  you 
have  got  enough  for  yourselves  ?  because  you  know 
you  are  only  just  beginning  the  world,  and  they 
say  it  requires  a  plenty  of  money  to  live  down  in 
.  the  towns  ;  and,  may-be,  when  you  come  to  have 
a  family  growing  up  about  you n 

"  No,  no,  dear  mother !"  hastily  interrupted 
Maria,  who  did  not  seem  to  enjoy  the  speech  near 
so  much  as  Montfort  did,  "  we  have  got  plenty 
for  ourselves ;  and  you  will  make  us  unhappy  if 
you  do  not  take  that,  and  let  us  know  what  we 
can  do  for  your  family." 

"  Oh,  you  can  do  nothing  more !  for  neither 
of  my  boys  wish  to  leave  the  mountains,  as 
they  have  both  got  sweethearts  here.    This  will 
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make  Albert  flo  happy,  for  he  has  long  been  pro- 
mised to  his  cousin,  but  we  were  too  poor  to  let 
them  marry  yet — but  now  we  shall  have  plenty, 
and  to  spare." 

"And  do  you  wish  him  to  marry?— do  yon 
approve  of  his  choice  ? "  asked  Maria. 

"I  often  tell  him  that  she  is  too.  good  for 
him." 

"Ah!  but  I  dare  say  she  does  not  think  so: 
you  know  women  seldom  value  themselves  high 
enough"  —  giving  a  significant  glance  at  her 
husband. 

I  have  often  remarked  how  much  more  there  is 
in  the  female '  character  than  in  man's,  of  what 
some  philosophers  have  been  pleased  to  denominate 
selfishness — a  sort  of  selfishness,  however,  that 
puts  its  opposite  to  the  blush— which  opposite  is, 
a  fine-spun  citizen-of-the-world  philanthropy,  so 
drawn  out,  that  it  rests  on  all  alike,  and,  alike, 
does  good  to  none.  I  mean,  that  women  apply 
their  own  situations  to  those  about  them,  much 
more  than   men    do ;  and,   by  their  doing  so, 
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sympathy,  charity,  and  all  manner  of  kindness,  is 
called  up  in  them  for  persons  who  are  circum- 
stanced like  themselves.    This  feeling  extends  not 
otily  to  situations  similar  to    their  own,  but  to 
those  they  are  liable  to  be  placed  in — nay,  to 
those  which  it  was  ever  possible  they  should  have 
been  placed  in :  for  which  reason  I  never  can  join 
in  the  heartless  laugh  against  old  maids  for  their 
fondness  for  patronising  Lying-in  Societies.     It 
proceeds  from  a  feeling  that  does  not  deserve  the 
laugh  of  every  silly  fool — that  is,  it  would  not,  if 
such  laugh  could  do  any  harm. 

The  moment  any  thing  about  love  and  marriage 
was  mentioned,  Maria  became  much  more  inte- 
rested than  she  had  been  before,  and  asked  a 
number  of  questions  on  the  subject.  Montfort 
also,  I  must  acknowledge,  although  I  have  just 
been  speaking  rather  in  abuse  of  men,  had  so  much 
of  this  woman's  feeling  in  him,  that  he  instantly 
resolved,  even  before  he  saw  Maria's  eagerness , 
to  do  every  thing  in  his  power  to  make  the  young 
couple  happy — or  miserable,  as  the  case  might  be — 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


"  Oh !  there  is  sweetness  in  the  mountain  air 
And  life,  that  bloated  ease  can  never  hope  to  share/' 

Byron, 


As  soou  as  Montfort  and  Maria  were  alone,  the 
young  wife  said,  "  If  we  can  make  two  other 
hearts — not  as  happy  as  ours,  for  that  is  impos- 
sible!—but  happy,  will  it  not  add,  if  any  thing 
can,  to  our  own  felicity  ?" 

"  Maria  !  you  are,  in  truth,  as  you  told  the  old 
lady  just  now — too  good  for  me ! " 

"  I  am  no  such  thing :  and  you  know  your 
feelings  on  the  subject  were  exactly  the  same 
as  mine,  for  I  saw  them  in  your  face."  When 
Montfort  elevated  his  eyebrows,  as  much  as  to 


say,  "  Did  you  indeed?"  she  added,  "Ah,  my 
Charles  '.      I    have    read    far  dearer  things  tb«e, 
and  in  this  very  place,  too,  wben 
thought  so:   but  can  you  guess   why  I  wished  to 
much  lo  help  to  put  away  the  dinner-things  !" 

"  Yes !  for  the  sake  of  looking  rustic  and  cot- 
tage-like." 

"  If  you  had  said  '  housewife-like,'  it  would 
have  been  a  better  word  ;  for  in  my  first  lo»e- 
tboughts,  it  always  used  to  he  one  of  my  motf 
haunting  fancies,  to  live  in  humble  life  with  you, 
and  be  obliged  tu  get  my  husband's  dinner,  and  do 
;dl  sorts  of  work  for  his  comfort  and  bap  pi  lies*. 
And,  only  think  !  I  used  to  live  upon  these  fanc» 
at  a  time  when  Charles  had  not  one  thought  of 
me  !  for  you  know  you  were  ungnllant  enough  to 
let  me  fall  in  love  first." 

"  I  believe  that  must  be  a  story,  Maria!  because 
I  cannot  now  conceive  such  a  thing  as  a  time  when 
1  did  not  love  you.  How  could  I  have  lired  .' — 
row  could  I  have  breathed  without  it  ?  " 

'  Bui  there  must  have  been  such  a  tin 
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a,  laughing   at  his  enthusiasm,   "  for  there 
i  time  when  you  had  not  seen  me." 

"That  hardly  proves  it,  my  girl!  (here  Maria 
■tared)  for  you  will  allow  that  I  must  always  have 
been  a  visionary— (here  Maria  nodded  assent) ; 
and  when  I  first  saw  you,  I  only  found  the  reality 
of  what  I  had  long  seen  and  loved  in  my  hn ... 
sweetest  day-dreams" — (here  Maria  looked  sulky- > 
"  That  ought  to  be  very  flattering,  BO  doubt  !  " 
said  she,  "  to  be  told  I  realise  your  beau  iiltal ; 
but  I  beg  you  to  understand  I  am  not  one  bil  flat- 
tered at  it.  I  want  no  fine,  visionary,  unsubstantial 
love,  from  you  ;  but  a  good,  honest,  hourly  arlV-i- 
tion,  that  is  much  too  strong  to  live  or  die  from 
mere  fancy." 

"  And  have  you  got  it '!  " 

"  Ay,  thank  Heaven  !  if  ever  mortal  bad  !  " 

And  Maria  was  silent  Tor  a  few  minutes.  She 
then  said,  "But  tell  uie,  Charles'  when  were 
you  first  sure  you  loved  my  own  real  self?  for  I 
want  to  have  nothing  to  say  to  y.un  in. 


178  THE    YOfXO    Ql  EEN. 

"That  I  cannot  do,  Maria!  Love  did  not 
knock  me  down  with  a  sledge-hammer ;  but  he 
trlid  into  my  heart  so  quietly  that  I  did  not  know 
he  was  there  until  I  found  I  bad  no  heart  left.  1 
do  not  deny  that  your  beauty  first  attracted  me, 
but  it  was  the  feminine  sweetness  with  which  you 
bore  your  hardships  and  misfortunes,  which  made 
me  love  you  ;  though  at  what  precise  moment  1 
cannot  say :  but  this  I  know,  that  it  mutt  bme 
been  before  the  grand  fight,  for  when  I  saw  \m 
seeking  to  save  meat  the  risk  of  your  own  life,  the 
feeling  that  was  then  in  my  heart  was  not  a  net 
feeling." 

"  Oh,  then !"  said  Maria,  looking  quite  dis- 
appointed, "  I  could  not  have  loved   you  r. 
before  you  loved  me." 

"  And  why  do  you  wish  to  make  out  the  con* 
trary  ?  I  thought  women  never  chose  to  do 
I  hat." 

"  Nor  should  they,  Charles !   but  my   case 
different  from  all  others.     I  Bbould 
credit  for  only  loving  you,  when  I  saw  you  Joi 


die 
iocfa 
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me,  as  I  am  sore  any  woman  in  the  world  would 
have  done  that :" — (Montfort  smiled,  bat  never- 
theless drew  himself  up  an  inch  higher)  "  but  it 
seems  to  me,  that  I  owed  yon  so  much,  I  ought  to 
have  given  you  my  heart  first,  without  knowing 
that  a  return  would  be  made  for  it :  and  so,  I 
am  sure,  I  did,  whatever  you  may  choose  to  say 

if 


"And  do  you  think  it  was  a  gift  worth  having  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  do !  for  you  have  taught  me  its  value, 
by  giving  your  own  in  return  for  it." 

"  You  must  prove  you  loved  first,  before  you 
can  assert  that." 

"  I  did,"  said  she,  quite  fiercely. 

Maria  seemed  now  (to  borrow  a  pretty  saying 
from  our  transatlantic  brethren.  Can  it  be  possible 
that  this  phrase  and  Washington  Irving  belong 
to  the  same  land  ?)  determined  to  "  go  the  whole 
hog,"  for  she  entered  so  thoroughly  into  the  spirit 
of  ruralising,  that  she  entreated  Montfort  to  let 
them  sleep  at  the  cottage. 

"  Nonsense !"  said   Montfort,   afraid  to  allow 
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speech,  fcryoa  will  Dot  do  00;  bat  1  know  what 

you  were  going  to  My." 

"  I  won't  beg  any  more  about  it,  but  1  wish 
soch  bad  weather  would  come  on  that  we  could 

not  go  back  to  D ,"  replied  Maria,  in  a  tone 

which -showed  his  laugh  had  taken  effect. 

And  strange  enough  to  say,  Maria  had  her  wish 
before  long,  although,  at  the  time  she  spoke,  there 
was  no  appearance  of  rain.    Mootfort  also  had  his 
wish,  for  he  was  just  as  glad  of  the  excuse  as  she 
was ;  and  when  he  saw  the  nice  clean  coarse  sheets 
upon  the  bed,  and  how  comfortable  the  delighted 
old  dame  had  made  the  son's  room  look,  he  had  no 
one  fear  left  about  his  wife's  catching  cold — the 
only  thing  he  had  really  thought  of,  although  he 
did  not  venture  to  tell  her  so,  as  she  would  have 
abused  him  so  much,  and  overwhelmed  him  with 
so  many  reasons  why  the  thing  was  impossible. 
I  may  as  well  inform  my  reader  here,  although  it  is 
somewhat  out  of  place,  that,  on  consulting  the 
authorities,    I   do   not    find   it    mentioned   that 
Montfort  slept  in  the  fire-place ;   which   Maria 
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ought  to  have  insisted  on,  in  order  to  recall  ail  (as* 
old  associations.  I  am  rather  im-li^fd  to  tank 
Lion  enjoyed  that  comfortable  berth  alone,  * 
knowing  that  his  mistress  wag  now  quite  safe,  k 
might  have  ventured  to  lie  so  far  from  her  door; 
which,  after  all,  was  not  mora  than  two  or  thm 
yards :  and  quite  sure  am  I  that,  if  so,  he  made  ■ 
good  use  of  it  after  the  glorious  scramble  whieh 
he  had  amongst  the  rocks  during  the  day,  far, 
from  his  having  been  so  long  cooped  up  in  a  cay, 
he  had  thought  it  necessary  to  take  a  double  por- 
tion of  exercise  on  this  occasion,  in  order  to  asks 
up  lee-way. 
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thinking  you   answered    'Yes'    with    all   your 
heart." 

"  That,  mother,  I  am  sure  I  did,  although  he 
cannot  tell   how   I  found  it  out,  for  he  had 
never  told  me  so,"  said  Maria,  as  Montfort  drew 
her  towards  him  and  kissed  her,  not  caring  one 
bit  about  the  old  lady's  presence.    This  made 
Maria  exclaim,  "  For  shame !"  but,  on  being  ap- 
pealed to  by   Montfort,   their  hostess  decided 
there  was  no   shame  in  it — by  which  decision, 
although  it  was  against  her,  Maria  did  not  seem 
to  think  herself  the  least  ill-treated  ;  on  the  con- 
trary, I  should  fancy,  she  took  it  to  be  as  infallible 
as  the  Pope's,  for  whenever  this  little  occurrence 
happened  again,  she  never  gave  any  more  trouble 
with  her  appeals. 

However,  the  old  lady  took  her  part  on  ano- 
ther subject,  and  said  to  her,  "  As  I  am  an  old 
married  woman,  and  you  are  a  very  young  one, 
I  must  give  you  some  advice,  and  tell  you  how 
you  are  to  manage  your  husband,  so  as  always  to 
have  your  own  way/' 
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'  for  I  assure  you  he  is 


*'Oh,  do  !"  said  Maria, 
very  bard  to  manage." 

•'  Then  yon  have  only  to  attend  to  one  thing 
*  never  to  contradict  him, 

"  Why,  then  I  shall  always  let  him  hav 
way." 

"  No  such  thing  '.  you  will   always  have 
if  you  attend  to  what  I  say.     When  men  are  con- 
tradicted, they  only  become  more  obstinate  in  the 
wrong  ;  but  when  they  appear  to  be  given  way  tc 
they  are  easily  coaxed  into  any  thing." 

Montfort  thought  this  perfectly  correct ;   but 
Maria  said  she  would  try  the  plan,  but  added. 
"  If,  however,  my  husband  still  will  not  be  (raii- 
able,  I   will  bring  him  here  for  you   to  giv* 
another    good   scolding   for   me,    as  1 
nobody  else  can  do  it  so  well." 

"  Don't  you  believe  her,  mot  Im 
can  scold  as  well  as  any  body." 

"  Ah  !  my  dears!    I  don't  think  you  will  have 
much  scolding  between  you.     If  you 
be  good,  you  may  depend  you  will  a 
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happy.  But,  my  dear  young  lady,  you  are  look- 
ing much  better  than  I  should  have  thought  to 
find  you ;    for  it  was  not  many  months  ago  that 

my  husband  came  home  from  D and  told  me 

our  Young  Queen  was  dying." 

"  And  I  believe  he  told  you  true,  mother  V 

"  But  what  could  have  been  the  matter,  as  you 
look  so  well  now  ?" 

Maria  leant  her  head  upon  Montfort's  shoulder, 
who  answered,  "We  thought  we  were  to  have  been 
separated  from  each  other  for  ever,  mother.'* 

"  Then  you  were  not  much  better,  I  reckon. 
Poor  souls  !  but  was  this  your  father's  doing  V9 

"  Oh,  no !"  said  Maria,  with  her  head  quite 
erect  at  the  bare  mention  of  such  a  thing ;  "  my 
husband  is  the  only  person  in  the  world  my  father 
ever  wished  me  to  marry.  He  prefers  him  as  a 
son,  to  the  greatest  king  upon  eurth.  And  he 
would  have  given  up  his  throne  for  our  sakes  if  I 
had  not  been  allowed  to  be  his  wife  without  it." 

"  And  so  he  ought,  dear  man !"  said  the  old 
dame,  kindling  into  enthusiasm  ;  "  and  little  would 
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he  be  fit  to  govern  other  people,  had  he  not  feeling 
enough  to  prefer  his  own  child's  happiness  to  every 
thing  else  in  this  world." 

Maria  and  Montfort  were  delighted  with  the 
sentiment,  and  still  more  so  with  the  unceremonious 
and  naive  manner  in  which  it  was  expressed. 

"  You  must  come  and  pay  me  a  visit,  and  see 
my  father,"  said  the  former,  "  for  I  am  sure  you 
would  be  a  wonderful  favourite  with  him." 

"  Ah  !  they  would  laugh  at  the  old  shepherdess 
in  fine  company  down  in  the  towns." 

"  Would  they  1"  said  Maria ;  "  I  should  like  to 
see  them  do  so !" 
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"  And  so  we  will,  mother, "  said  Maria ;  u  I  'U 
promise  you  that." 

And  now  I  must  close  this  evening's  conversa- 
tion, for  fear  of  putting  my  reader  as  sound  asleep 
as  was,  long  ere  this,  our  friend  lion,  although 
it  did  not  really  finish  until  quite  late  for  moun- 
tain hours.  But  notwithstanding  that  Maria  and 
her  husband  have  retired  to  their  humble  but 
comfortable-looking  bed-room,  I  cannot  part  with 
them  altogether.  Don't  be  alarmed,  reader!  I 
will  only  draw  the  curtain  the  least  bit  on  one  side 
in  the  world. 

At  this  hour  of  the  twenty-four  it  was  Maria's 
habit  to  state  all  her  little  grievances,  and  to 
give  her  husband  that  sort  of  oration  which  I  be- 
lieve husbands  in  general  call  after  the  name  of 
the  canopy  under  which  it  is  usually  delivered. 
So  fond  was  she  of  doing  this,  that  it  was  quite  a 
disappointment  to  her  when  she  could  not  think 
of  a  fitting  subject;  and,  strange  to  say,  this 
was  precisely  Montfort's  taste:  and  often,  when 
she  did  not  begin  at  her  accustomed  time,  he 


.*£  **k.  '*  Well,  has  my  girl  nothing  to 
Eiits  of  to-night  V  and  if,  after  thinking 
rSil*.  *i<  «as  obliged  to  confess  that  ehe  had 
«.  :w  wv*U  add.  "  then  she  is  an  ill-natured 
.ac,  Msd  1  we\  loTe  her — if  I  can  help  it." 

:>*".  *X  rt^*eti  there  ns  no  occasion  for  hi» 
i.T^  tie  ^aescan :  "  Xow,  my  Charles !"  and 

irt.  -ji  Hr.s.'.  son  murmuring  voice  in  which  » 
.-«.i=  wai«  betiear  complaint  when  she  know 
;;  »  tv  »il".  ';.-T^d  fox  her  slightest  tone  not  to 
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"  What  did  she  mean  then  ?" 

"  Why,  she  meant  that  she  had  so  long  had 
watching  her  bed  one  whom  she  was  foolish 
enough  to  doat  upon — but  whom  she  should  not 
doat  on,  he  treats  her  so  ill — that  she  could  not 
sleep  happily  if  she  knew  he  was  not  near  her." 

"  But  now  my  girl  mnst  explain  what  I  chose 
to  think  she  meant." 

"  No,  I  shan't  do  that ;  but  don't  you  own  that 
it  was  too  bad  of  you  ?" 

"  And  can  she  forgive  such  wickedness  ?  or,  is 
it  past  that?  Can  she  forgive  it,  and  will  she 
promise  to  sleep  as  sweetly  in  the  offender's  arms 
as  when  he  watched  her  slumbers,  stedfastly  and 
silent,  like  a  star?  Will  she  promise  this,  or 
must  he  get  out  of  bed,  and  sit  by  her  pillow  all 
night,  to  please  her  ?  " 

"  Why,  I  could  not  let  bim  do  that,  bad  as  he  is, 
for  fear  he  should  catch  cold.  You  know  that  is 
my  only  reason,  don't  you  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  any  such  thing ;  I  know  the 
contrary.   Ato  I  to  have  another  lecture  for  that  ?  " 


"  No,  I  amafraidof  teaching  himtotallM  \ 
if  I  scold  him  when  he  speaks  the  truth."       <>■ 

The  next  day,  after  oaring  luxuriated  ««■»> 
and  whey,  and  fresh  flowers,  and  avnatiVA  ] 
magnificent  views,  and  all  that  makei  *»  tss*  ! 
ing  amidst  monntains — after  having  takamaV 
fecuonate  leave  of  their  dear  old  woman,  MHai 
their  promise  of  visiting  her  every  year,  sad  » 
ceived  hers  that  the  young  couple  should  bo  a» 
ried  as  soon  as  ever  they  wished  it,  liana  ad 
Montibrt  were  going  down  the  hill,  still  a 
on  a  point  which  they  had  at 
to  visit  the  scene  of  Lion's  heroism  or  no.   TV" 
had  purposely  avoided  it  on  the  previons  day,  » 
they  knew  that  at  all  events  it  would  make  then 
serious;   which,  although  by  no  means  alwsw 
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^and  was  armed :  nor  had  her  husband  anv  uii 

her  account,  for  be  thought  he  and  Li,  in  such  a 

cause,  would  be  a  match  for  any  thing  that  could 

come  against  them;    but   they  were  in  doubt 

whether  they  should  receive  most  pain  or  pleasure 

from  going  there.    "  It  seems/9  said  Montfort, 

"  almost  an  injustice  to  dear  Li  not  to  do  so.  I 

wonder  if  he  would  recognise  the  spot?"    This 

overcame  any  little  reluctance  that  had  remained, 

and  decided  the  case,  and  in  the  most  convenient 

way,  too,  as  a  carriage  had  been  ordered  to  meet 

them  just  below  the  spot  on  the  previous  evening ; 

to    which  order  Maria,  however,  had  added  a 

secret  clause,  viz.  "  that  if  they  did  not  come  at  a 

reasonable  hour,  it  was  to  return  for  them  the 

next  day."    This  Montfort  was  not  aware  of  until 

he  urged  the  alarm  it  might  create,  as  an  objection 

to  their  staying  the  night  at  the  cottage. 

The  ground  where  Li's  exploit  was  performed 
was  not  so  marked  as  to  be  instantly  known  again, 
and  they  were  rather  afraid  they  might  find  some 
difficulty  in  making  out  the  exact  spot.    As  they 
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band  was  armed ;  nor  had  her  husband  any  on 
her  account,  for  he  thought  he  and  Li,  in  such  a 
cause,  would  be  a  match  for  any  thing  that  could 
come  against  them;  but  they  were  in  doubt 
whether  they  should  receive  most  pain  or  pleasure 
from  going  there.  "  It  seems,"  said  Montfort, 
R  almost  an  injustice  to  dear  Li  not  to  do  so.  I 
wonder  if  he  would  recognise  the  spot  ?"  This 
overcame  any  little  reluctance  that  bad  remained, 
and  decided  the  case,  and  in  the  most  convenient 
way,  too,  as  a  carriage  had  been  ordered  to  meet 
them  just  below  the  spot  on  the  previous  evening ; 
to  which  order  Maria,  however,  had  added  a 
secret  clause,  viz.  "  that  if  they  did  not  come  at  a 
reasonable  hour,  it  was  to  return  for  them  the 
next  day."  This  Montlbrt  was  not  aware  of  until 
he  urged  the  alarm  it  might  create,  as  an  objection 
to  their  staying  the  night  at  the  cottage. 

The  ground  where  Li's  exploit  was  performed 
was  not  so  marked  as  to  be  instantly  known  again, 
and  they  were  rather  afraid  they  might  find  some 
difficulty  in  making  out  the  exact  spot.     As  they 
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ivi'ie  walking  on,  and  talking,  they  wen:  s 
alarmed  by  an  angry  growl  from  1. 1  ■ 
his  bail  bristled  up,  and  bis  tail  lushing  his  w 
stood  a  liltie  way  before  them.  It  ivaa  so  suildto, 
that  Maria  eoidd  not  help  starting;  but  she  »*s 
instantly  re-assured  nheu  she  felt  .M onttbn 'a  ann 
around  her.  For  a  moment,  the  hearing  of  tbe 
MBtuned  that  bold]  danger-confronting  air, 
which  had  so  much  struck  Maria  once  before;  dw 
iKKt,  he  appeared  somewhat  ashamed  of  his  grand 
looks,  for  he  immediately  discovered  the  c 
their  alarm  to  be  only  Li's  announcement  that 
lie  had  recognised  the  spot,  and  that  be  had  beta 
the  first  of  the  party  to  do  so.  But  that  moment 
was  not  lost  upon  Maria. 

As  soon  us  Montfort  spoke  lo  Li 
back,  and  thou  round  them  once  or  twice, 
glOfflilrg  Reliance.  When  Maria  called  him  t 
h it,  and  caressed  him,  he  wagged  his  tail, 
kept  his  ears  erect,  looking  proudly  about  him  o 
every  side,  nor  ctbild  Uiey 
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They  now  easily  traced  out  the  different  objects 
which  had  struck  them.  "  'Tis  strange,"  said 
Montfort,  "  how  clear  and  perfect  the  recollection 
of  every  thing  is  in  my  mind,  where  one  would 
expect  nothing  to  remain  but  indistinct  images  of 
horror!  There  I  first  observed  the  ground 
trampled  ;  there  saw  hair  upon  the  bushes  ;  there 
I  stood  when  I  called  to  you ;  and  here  I  found 
the  pool  of  blood — and,  great  God  of  Heaven  ! 
thought  it  was  yours !  " 

It  will  not  seem  strange  to  many,  that  Maria 
was  less  affected  at  the  scene  of  her  danger  than 
Mont  fort.  Had  they  been  transferred  to  the  spot 
where  he  was  wounded,  their  feelings  would  have 
been  exactly  reversed.  I  do  not  mean  that  her 
heart  did  not  overflow  with  thankfulness  for  her 
wonderful  protection,  but  that  it  was  of  a  far 
different  nature  to  what  it  would  have  been,  had 
Montfort  there  undergone  a  similar  danger,  and 
experienced  a  simitar  mercy. 

Maria  then  pointed  out  the  path  by  which  she 
had  brought  Li  up  the  rock  to  where   Mc.jit.fi.it 
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found  them — Li  al)  the  time  giving  sign*,  &:'.  to 
be  misunderstood,  that  he  recognised  every  spal. 
Here  Usey  Bat  down  ;  sod  the  hero  of  the  scene 
had  to  undergo  many  embracings  and  hucgings, 
for  they  tried,  by  every  means  they  could  think 
of,  to  make  him  understand  that  such  he  « 
and  they  were  fanciful  enough  to  think  they  b 
succeeded.  "  Look  at  her,  lit"  said  Mo: 
holding  his  head  towards  Maria's  face,  and  p 
mg  at  her, — "  you  saved  her  for  me  1 " — and  again 
were  both  hugged  together  to  his  bosom  for  (he 
hundredth  time. 

At  length,  Montfort  said,  "  But,  my  < 
Li  the  only  one  to  whom  we  should  feel  ; 
m  this  place  ?  "  Now,  for  this  question,  or  some- 
thing like  it,  the  wife  had  anxiously  waited  for 
some  time.  The  feeling  was  in  her  bosom  long 
before,  but  she  did  not  mention  tt  in  her  usual 
manner,  because  sbe  so  much  wished  her  husband 
to  do  it  first.  Never — never  did  sbe  feel  so  sensibly 
the  bliss  of  being  loved,  as  when  she  knew  MonUbrt 
was  thanking  God  for  the  gift  which  He  had  given 
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him. — I  am  inclined  to  think  Maria  was  right  in 
one  of  her  reasons  for  wishing  to  revisit  this  scene 
—  "  that  it  would  make  them  more  thankful  for 
the  happiness  they  now  enjoyed,  and,  therefore, 
belter." 

But  even  here  they  could  find  a  subject  for 
mirth — ay,  and  laugh  about  it  loo  ! — nor  did  they 
laugh  the  less  because  they  had  just  been  praying. 
And  why  should  this  not  have  been  the  case? 
Were  they  to  be  satisfied  or  dissatisfied  at  having 
done  what  they  knew  was  right,  and  fUl  was 
soothing '?  It  was  this  which  I  most  admired  in 
them,  and  would  fain  have  most  imitated  by  others 
— that  although  they  were  both  sincerely  religious, 
they  never  thought  it  necessary  to  look  gloomy  and 
forbidding  on  that  account — on  the  contrary,  on 
that  account,  they  thought  it  necessary  to  look  tlte 
reverse.  To  them  it  would  have  appeared  more  in- 
telligible, had  their  natural  dispositions  happened 
to  be  the  opposite  of  what  they  were,  lo  have  af- 
fected mirth  and  joyous  happiness,  than,  their 
feelings  being  light  and  buoyant,  to  have  put   on 
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sadness.  Oh  surely,  surely,  they  who  do  so,  forget 
how  much  it  is  our  duty  to  win  each  other  to  be 
good. 

I  aiu  by  no  means  of  opinion  that  conscieutK 
puritans  will  not  have  their  reward;  I  am 
convinced  they  will,  because  they  are  consci- 
entious—but I  think  them  sadly  mistaken.  1 
look  upon  it  that  the  good,  who  have  the  power, 
should  consider  it  a  duty  to  spread  and  multiply 
innocent  attractions  and  amusements  around  them, 
and  to  partake  of  them — not  only  in  order  to  show 
others  that  it  is  the  happiest  as  well  as  the  wioert 
plan  to  be  like  them,  but  because,  by  so  doing, 
they  save  many  from  committing  sin;  for  the 
human  mind  craves  so  much  after  entertainment, 
that  where  it  has  no  opportunity  of  obtaining  it 
innocently,   it  will  seize  it  guiltily, 

"But,"  say  the  over-righteous,   "it   is  better 
to   go  to   the   house   of  mourning   than    io   the 


of  joy.' 


And 
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leeper  pur- 


poses;   but   it    is   nowhere  said   that  we    are  I 
"  live"    in   the   house   of   mourning,    and    in 
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And  the  Divine  Author  of  our  religion, 
lelf,  has  left  us  the  example  of  going  to  mar- 
i-feasts,  nor  did  he  ever  object  to  any  wljoiu 
Tound  there  because  they  went  to  them, 
[  have  no  desire  to  pass  off  what  I  have  now 
d  as  a  discovery  of  ray  own,  for  it  is  what  ho* 
i  constantly  told  us  by  the  best  and  wisest  of 
ikind  ;  but  really,  from  the  number  of  austere 
>ugh  worthy  persons,  one  sees,  it  might  easily 

mogined  it  had  only  just  been  made. 
And  why,  let  me  ask,  (for  it  is  a  subject  which 
I  have  so  much  at  heart  that  I  cannot  help  re- 
turning to  it,)  should  man  be  the  only  created 
being  who  is  to  he  deprived  of  joy  and  gladness  in 
this  world?  If  they  study  nature,  or  read  Paley, 
(which  is  pretty  much  the  same  thing,)  they  will 
find  what  a  large  portion  of  delight  a  beneficent 
Creator,  it  is  reasonable  to  believe,  has  bestowed 
on  each  of  His  inferior  animals.  And  should  they 
try  to  parry  this  argument  by  saying,  "  that  they, 
unlike  man,  have  no  other  happiness  to  look 
forward   to,"— this  answer  will  not  «rve  to  get 
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over  the  many  instances  Paley  bo  clearly  point* 
out,  in  which  the  Creator  must  hare  had  in  view, 
not  only  the  happiness,  but,  so  to  speak,  the  ten 
amusement  of  the  human  race. 

Even  inanimate  nature  is  against  them.  To 
harmonise  with  them,  the  flower  should  sigh, and  tbe 
tree  should  moan,  and  the  growing  com  should 
cry, "  Alack  !  alack  !  I  'm  only  bora  to  be  devout 
and  sure  to  be  thrashed  into  the  bargain. ': 

To  be  serious,  (for  perhaps  it  is  hardly  allowable 
to  treat  such  a  subject  with  levity,  as  I  hue 
done,)  this  constant  groaning  in  the  presence 
of  that  beneficent  Being  who  has  given  os, 
even  in  this  world,  so  many  more  smiles  than 
tears,  always  appears  to  me  like  reflecting  on  His 
judgment,  for  having  made  His  own  Creation  what, 
in  His  infinite  wisdom  and  goodness,  He  iras 
pleased  to  make  it—it  seems,  although  it  is  meant 
to  be  the  reverse  of  wicked,  akin  to  the  speech  of 
the  impious  wretch  who  said,  "  That  if  the  God  of 
the  Universe  had  consulted  him,  he  would  have 
told  Him  how  to  plan  His  work  much  better."     1 
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could,  as  an  Triah  fnend  of  mine  once  ob- 
to  me,  oblige  every    body   to   read   Paley 

)untarily,  and  when  they  began  to  forget  him,  to 
read  him  again, — 1  am  sure  there  would  then  be 
much  more  religion,  and  much  less  bigotry  in  the 
world.* 

So  far  were  my  bero  and  heroine  from  thinking 
it  proper  to  be  morose  for  religion's  sake,  that,  as 
I  have  already  asserted,  they  never  laughed  with 
more  delight  than  when  they  had  just  been  pray- 
ing— -which  assertion  I  might  have  spared  myself 
the  trouble  of  making,  had  my  reader  seen  them 
at  the  spot  where  Montfort  so  misbehaved  about 
Maria's  trousers. 

It  was  by  no  means  requisite  for  Maria  to  speak 

•  Some  thing*  in  the  puritan  system  I  do  uot  under- 
stand. Tin-  same  persons  who  would  dine  or  spend  nn 
evening  with  *  small  party ,  would  think  a  Urge  one  a  sin, 
and  a  ball  nn  abomination.  Thus  to  associate  with  the 
same  individuals  by  half  dozens,  is  right .  but,  by  dozens, 
not  Tight.  I  should  like  to  know  the  exact  number  where 
innocence  ends,  and  crime  begins ;  for  it  must  be,  accord- 
ing to  them,  n  mere  mutter  of  figure*.  Is  the  multiplica- 
tion-tabic,  then,  to  be  our  code  of  morality? 

I   have  known  one  who  would  go  to  a  dance,  but  would 
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of  the  subject  directly,  to  recall  it  to  her  com- 
panions mind  ;  but  she  alluded  to  it  with  a  laugh 
which  had  hardly  time  to  dimple  her  rosy  cheek*, 
before  Montfort's  well-bronzed  ones  were  moved 
to  a  moat  inelegant  degree.  "  Now,  « 
very  impudent  of  you  to  think  of  doing  such  a 
thing  ?  "  said  she. 

"  Not  at  all!  and   I  would  do  the  same  a: 
upon  a  like  occasion." 

"  Then  I  would  slap  your  face  well  for  yon 
though  it  would  not  be  quite  so  bad  now  I  am  yo 
wife.  But  I  must  acquit  you  of  any  intention 
impertinence  then,  for  a  more  innocent  sure  thi 
you  had  when  you  looked  tip  in  my  face,  I  nev 
in  my  life  saw." 

"  Ah !  it  is  very  well  to  laugh  at  it  no 


not  dance, —another  wlio  would  play  music  for  others 
dance  to,  but  would  not  join  in  the  dance. — and  a  tail 
who  would  dsoce  at  a  private  ball, but  not  at  a  politic. 

All  tin's,  tome,  is  unintelligible.  I  consider  r  •  cm 
menl  innocent  at  which  you  may  can/j  be  innoeral 
you  please  :  ilie  pouibility  of  turning  il  to  en  ill  does 
deprive  it  of  this  character,  because  it  is  Tcrj  potsibl* 
do  that  which  is  not  innocent  in  any  place  whaUoc1 
n  in  a  church. 
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was  in  a  dreadful  fright99  And  they  squeezed 
each  other9*  haodi  in  a  most  lover-like  style. 

Although  Montfart's  tragedy  look,  when  Li 
alarmed  them,  was  observed  by  Maria,  it  was  not 
until  they  had  been  some  time  on  the  road  home 
that  she  mentioned  it.  "Charles/9  said  she, 
"  look  at  me.  Now  look  as  6erce  as  yon  can." 
He  made  up  a  face  that  might  have  frightened 
the  very  Saracen's  Head  on  Snow  Hill.  "  No,  no, 
— I  don't  want  a  caricature.9' 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  fancy  ?  " 

u  Why/9  replied  Maria,  "  I  have  to-day  seen 
the  look  which,  if  it  did  not  win  my  heart,  told 
me  it  was  won.99 

When  Maria  had  explained  how  forcibly  she 
had  been  that  morning  reminded  of  his  appearance 
as  their  enemies  were  coming  to  attack  them,  she 
added,  "  Until  that  moment  I  thought  whatever 
spoke  of  blood  must  be  disgusting,  as  well  as 
terrible;  but  the  generous  resolve  to  die  in  de- 
fence of  a  weak  being  like  me,  made  it  less 
terrible  than  beautiful.  But  what,  in  the  name  of 
goodness,  is  the  man  blushing  about  ?  " 
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explained  to  him,  and  when  it  was  free  to  speak 
again,  he  said,  "  I  see  I  most  not  dare  to  doubt 
it!  and  I  think  I  should  be  little  inclined  to  do  so, 
if  I  did  dare" — at  which  the  hand,  whose  owner 
mow  seemed  quite  pacified,  resumed  its  original 
position,  and  Montfort  continued,  "The  only 
guess  I  can  pre  on  the  subject  is,  that  woman, 
feeling  her  defenceless  state,  is  naturally  inclined 
to  lore  that  most  which  she  thinks  can  defend 
her  best" 

"I  have  thought  of  that  myself;  but  how  can 
that  be,  when  (I  may  say  so  to  you)  I  had  not  at 
the  moment  one  thought  of  self  ?  " 

"  That  was  proved  to  me  indeed !  but,  if  He 
who  made  ua  has,  for  his  own  wise  purposes, 
placed  this  feeling  generally  in  woman's  bosom,  it 
may  be  felt  even  where  there  is  such  perfect  for- 
getfulness  of  self  as  there  was  in  my  own  girl  at 
that  moment."  Maria,  in  her  turn,  blushed  at  her 
husband's  praise,  just  as  she  used  to  do  twelve 
months  ago,  when  he  wasn't  her  husband." 

Both  husband  and  wife  always  chose  to  travel 
with  postilions,  because,  when  Maria  was  in  her 
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that  I  am/make  all  of  your  sex  whom  I  ought  to 
have  any  influence  over,  do  whatever  I  please  V 

"  Indeed,  I  belters  yoa  can !  But  yet,  I  uied 
to  have  any  own  way  sometimes,  in  our  wander* 

ing»." 

"  Ay,  bat  yoa  were  only  a  lover  at  that  time ! 
and  I  think  any  woman  most  be  very  silly  who  can- 
not manage  a  husband  better  than  a  lover,  whatever 
the  world  may  say  to  the  contrary.  Betides,  I 
don't  recollect  that  yon  ever  had  your  own  way 
even  then,  unlets  fears  on  my  account  made  you 
desperate,  and  therefore  determined." 

"  Why,  no !  To  say  the  truth,  I  do  not  recollect 
that  I  ever  had.  But  this  does  not  agree  with  the 
story  you  told  the  old  lady,  about  my  being  so 
hard  to  manage/' 

"  Oh !  there  was  no  harm  in  telling  a  little 
story  as  I  knew  neither  of  you  believed  I  meant 
what  I  said.  Hard  to  manage,  my  poor  Charles  ? 
Why,  you  are  such  a  goose,  that  I  may  do  whafc- 
ever  I  choose  with  you ;  and  I  do  not  always  exert 
all  my  power,  out  of  sheer  pity  for  you.19 

"  And  Heaven  grant,"  said  Montfort,  (squeezing 
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what  I  have  over  and  over  again  said,  that  Maria 
far  from  being  a  heroine — that  if  a  Queen,  she 
no  tragedy  Queen:    placed  in  situations  to 
call  forth  all  the  strength  of  her  character,  she 
could  not  help  sometimes  looking  heroic ;  but  it 
was  always  much  against  her  will.   And  let  not 
any  simpering   Miss,   who  at  present  seems  to 
think,  and  perhaps  really  does  think,  of  little  else 
than  dress  and  flirting,  triumph  over  her  too  much 
on  this  account,  for  she  may  yet  live  to  wonder  at 
her  own  exploits.     Great  occasions  prove  that  to 
be  in  us  (that  is,  in  some  of  us)  which  we  little 
dream  of  in  our  lighter  hours. 
.  But  it  is  not  virtue  only  that  is  brought  forth  in 
its  greatest  power  by  trials  and  sufferings ;  they 
have  the  same  effect  on  some  sorts  of  talent,  espe- 
cially the  poetic,  as  Tom  Moore  tells  us  in  speaking 
of  Byron.    Is  it  necessary  then,  that  a  poor  genius 
should  be  "  sear'd  by  the  autumn  blast  of  grief," 
before  he  can  sing,  as  a  young  bear  must  be  put 
on  a  hot  griddle  before  he  will  dance  ?    I  hope, 
however,  in  spite  of  his  being  a  Whig,  that  Tom 
Moore's  own  happiness  contradicts  his  assertion. 


CHAPTER  IS. 


Iw.fool 
Ti  «*>r  *i  -tat  I  *n  (Ui  at" 

Sintmu. 


M:-»tt>i.t  •*!  coe  Aw-  been  art  dtoobK^ 
nUT  iLTur*.  rai  «=**  tame.,  he  woald  not  »rAnc>*- 

-_--       !■■      ikn    ^  -     -  -t    ::    :    '..  ~    -       '  - 


the  rovno  quiix.  209 

After  dinner  Montfort  was  very  sleepy  indeed, 
and  lay  upon  a  sofa  with  his  head  on  his  usual 
pillow  on  such  occasions.  But  before  Maria  per- 
mitted this,  she  did  get  a  sort  of  confession  from 
him,  that  he  was  tired ;  which,  however,  he  after- 
wards declared  had  been  extorted  by  violence. 

"  You  shall  not  have  your  pillow  unless  you  tell 
the  truth,  and  own  you  are  fatigued/1 

"  I  will  have  my  own  pillow/'  said  he,  with  his 
eyes  shut,  and  his  mouth  scarcely  open. 

"  No!  not  unless  you  tell  the  truth.     I  will  not 
have  any  naughty  child's  head  on  my  lap." 
Give  me  my  pillow,  and  I'll  tell  any  thing." 
Then  say, '  I  am  tired.' " 
'  Then  say,  I  am  tired,' "  said  he,  repeating  her 
words,  and  at  the  same  time  pulling  her  down  upon 
the  sofa,  and  putting  his  head  in  her  lap,  partly  by 
force. 

" That's  only  half  a  confession.  But  I  can- 
not have  the  heart  to  turn  you  off  now,"  replied 
Maria,  as  she  leant  down  and  kissed  his  fore- 
head. 
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maintained  she  had  a  right  to  flirt  with  hex  on 
husband  as  much  as  she  pleased. 

Bat  Maria  and  MootJbrt  did  not,  became  they 
could  not  with  propriety,  lire  bo  much  to  then- 
selves  as  might  he  fancied  from  what  I  have  u 
yet  said  of  their  married  life.  They  were  not  slow 
to  acknowledge  all  they  owed  to  those  who  had 
entered  so  enthusiastically  into  their  came  ;  and 
their  gratitude  to  the  people  they  knew  was  moat 
pleasingly  shown  by  their  being  often  amongst 
them.     And  if  they  sometimes  went  to  the  public 

Minecades  of  sneremn?,  when  thev  would  u 
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her  hands  upon  his  head  ;  and  when  he  had 
finished,  rewarded  him  by  slipping  her  arms  down 
round  his  neck,  and  giving  him  a  kiss  :  "  You  arc 
my  own  dear,  good  child,  now  !  shall  I  carry 
my  babe  to  bed?" 

When  Maria  was  left  alone  with  her  book,  that 
book  was  quite  as  much  neglected  as  before. 
Often  did  she  repeat  to  herself,  "  Oh  !  this  is  the 
very  happiness  we  wished  for ! — the  very  hap- 
piness we  wished  for ! — what  a  blessed,  blessed 
change  !  Now,  in  his  absence,  I  am  at  peace 
and  scarcely  less  happy  than  in  his  presence, 
because  I  have  the  heavenly  certainty  that 
that  presence  will  soon  again  give  me  the  only 
joy  I  ever  wish  for : — were  ever  two  people  so 
happy  before?" 

Whilst  Maria  was  thus  soliloquising  her  own 
hippiness,  her  father  came  in  and  found  her  with 
tears  in  her  eyes.  It  did  not  need  a  second  glance 
to  tell  him  they  were  not  tears  of  sorrow  :  "  What 
has  my  thankless  girl  found  to  cry  about  now  I" 
asked  he. 
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"  And  if  it  is  the  nature  of  man  to  find  fault, 
pray  what  fault  does  your  husband  find  with 
you?' 

"  He  may  tell  you  himself,  if  he  pleases  ;  but 
my  private  opinion  is,  his  sole  cause  of  complaint 
is  precisely  the  same  as  yours — that,  whenever  be 
is  in  a  scolding  humour,  I  give  him  the  trouble  of 
racking  his  brains  to  find  out  a  cause  for  doing  so, 
because  I  am  so  good,  that  it  really  is  a  matter  of 
difficulty  to  discover  one." 

Even  when  they  did  feel  a  disinclination  to  go 
into  public,  the  effort  of  going  was  the  only  dis- 
agreeable part  of  it ;  for  once  there,  the  kind,  the 
protecting  smiles,  Maria  got  from  all  ranks,  never 
failed  to  delight  Montfort ;  nor  was  she  less  gra- 
tified to  find  her  preserver  as  highly  valued  by 
them  as  herself. 

One  evening  when  they  were  sitting  in  the  pub- 
lic gardens,  in  the  midst  of  the  crowd,  they  over- 
heard a  baker's  wife  say,  "  Our  dear  little  Queen 
looks  quite  happy  since  we  gave  her  the  husband 
of  her  heart." 
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"  Yes,  God  bless  her  !"  returned  her  beau,  u* 
keeper  of  a  beer-shop  in  lite  suburbs; — "wdl 
should  like  lo  know  to  whom  we  could  have  gwen 
her  that  deserved  her  so  well,  as  to  him  who  sa»oi 
tier  fur  us?" 

"  I  declare,  Maria!"  whispered  Moutfurt,  "I 
have  a  great  mind  to  run  and  kiss  the  dear  oW  Em 
lady." 

-'Then  if  you  do,  I'll  positively  kiss  her  beau 

But  the  conversation  of  the  pair  did  not  ni 
there.  The  beau  proceeded  to  say,  "  If  there  tm 
nothing  else  in  their  favour,  they  deserved  caci 
other  for  their  constancy." 

"  Yes,  that  they  did  ;  and  1  am  sure  I  deal 
wonder  at  their  falling  in  love — indeed  1  would 
not  have  answered  for  my  own  heart,  had  1  been  ia 
her  Majesty's  situation." 

Maria  would  have  lunl  a  good  laugh,  if  *hr  nut 
dared,  at  the  idea  of  her  MonLforl  making  such  t, 
conquest ;  but  nevertheless  she  n»=  gratified — nor 
is  there  any  princess  in  any  land  w ho  would  not 
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be  so   at  knowing  that  every  dairy-maid  thought 
the  object  of  her  choice  worthy  of  being  loved. 

These  public  exhibitions  were  less  distasteful  to 
them  because  they  were  never,  except  on  very 
particular  occasions,  obliged  to  goin  state.  The  Em- 
peror did  not  wish  it,  and  the  people  were  pleased  to 
see  the  young  wife  and  her  husband  walking  about 
in  the  midst  of  them,  with  no  other  attendant  than 
Li ;  who,  with  that  part  of  the  population  under 
twelve  years  old,  seemed  to  be  the  principal  per- 
sonage of  the  group. 

Sometimes  this  scanty  train  for  royalty  was 
1  ik' reused  by  the  presence  of  Charles  and  Miss 
Amulph  ;  and  if  this  did  not  often  happen,  it  was 
because  Maria  and  Montfort  had  not  forgotten, 
that  however  much  they  might  prefer  private  to 
public  walks  now,  they  were  still  more  anxious  for 
them  before  they  were  married. 

The  frequent  dropping  of  all  form  was  not  an 
innovation  on  what  the  imperial  family  had  been  ac- 
customed to  do,  for  tt  had  always  been  the  policy  of 
the  sensible  princes  of  that  House  to  retain  the 
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power  they  considered  it  necessary  they  shooU 
have,  as  well  for  the  good  of  the  country  they  g 
verned  as  for  their  own  safety,  bat  to 
fully  avoid  making  an  uncalled-for  exhi 
of  it  to  the  people.  If,  however,  there  was  nothing 
new  in  this  part  of  the  affair,  the  seeing  » 
married  couple  so  constantly  together 
known  to  have  happened  once  before  since  the 
empire  commenced— when  Maria's  mother  km 
a  young  and  happy  wife;  and  the  consequence 
was,  that  it  became  quite  the  fashion  for  wives  to 
love  their  own  husbands,  and  for  husbands  to  lot? 
their  own  wives  ;  which,  to  many,  appeared  ratlttr 
strange  at  first. 

On  the  anniversary  of  Maria's  escape,  it  was 
thought  necessary  to  give  a  grand  dinner  and  ball ; 
rather  to  the  annoyance  of  both  husband  a 
and  father  too  ;  for  they  wished  (o  have  spent  the 
day  quite  in  their  family  circle.  Maria's  fancy,  to 
be  sure,  travelled  off  to  their  dear  old  woman  of 
the  mountains— to  their  but,  to  the  lake, 
dozen  other  places  where  she  would  : 
passed  the  time  in  company  with  only  three  c 
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panions: — but,  to  tell  the  truth,  it  was  easier  for 
her  fancy  to  travel  over  mountains,  than  for  her- 
self to  do  so  in  tier  present  state. 

When  this  day  had  passed,  and  "the  feast  was 
over  in  Branksome  Hall,"  the  chief  hero  of  that 
feast  felt  as  unlike  a  hero  as  might  well  be— was  ac- 
tually afraid  to  meet  his  wife -who  waited  for  him, 
rather  wondering  he  did  not  come  to  her  :  but  lie 
had  no  notion  of  it. 

After  trying  to  walk  along  a  straight  line  running 
through  the  pattern  of  the  carpet,  in  which  opera- 
tion, from  over-anxiety  not  to  do  bo,  he  tripped 
a  little,  Montfort  shook  his  head  sorrowfully,  md 
said,  with  a  most  doleful  accent,  "  Oh!  this  will 
never  do  (" 

He  then  looked  into  a  mirror,  which,  from  his 
standing  beside  it  instead  of  directly  in  front,  gave 
him  an  incorrect  reflection  of  his  face,  the  mouth 
being  twisted  sadly  awry.  At  sight  of  tins  dread- 
ful apparition,  he  exclaimed  in  agony,  "Tipsy, 
did  I  say!  why  I'm  drunk,  positively  drunk! 
Good  Heavtns!  what  shall  1  do  ?  conceal  it  from 
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Maria  '  impossible  !  any  one  not  himself  drunk, 
would  see  it  a  mile  off :  why,  the  very  hoys  in  the 
street  would  hoot  at  me  ;  and  I  know  Maria  won't 
go  to  sleep  until  I  come.  And  what  roust  a  woman- 
that  is,  a  decent  woman — think  of  a  roan  iba!  u 
drunk,  horribly  drunk  ?  why.  that  he  is  a  brute! 
nay,  worse  than  a  brute  !  it  would  be  doing  an  in- 
justice to  a  pig  even,  to  compare  them  togethei 
1  am  never,  at  the  best  of  times,  worthy  of  Mam 
Then,  what  am  I  now  ?  Upon  my  word,  thal'i  » 
pleasant  thought!  I'll  go  to  the  Emperor,  to 
Ernest :  but  that  would  only  make  others  that  1 
love,  despise  me  too.  Very  pleasant,  again!  I 
believe  I  was  tipsy  once  before;  but,  oh,  bless 
me,  it  was  nothing  like  this! — nothing!  1  was 
reasonable  then — 1  could  even  talk  ;  but,  now,  it 
is  quite  different!  or,  at  least,  I  can  only 
speak,  and  that's  all.'  Couldn't  I  stay  here 
night!  and  perhaps  Maria  would  think  I 
asleep  by  mere  accident,  or  from  fatigue." 

From  the  foregoing  string  of  sentences,  utl 
in  rather  a  torrent,  for  one  who  could  "just  ai 
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•pd  that  >  all/9  I  must  extract  the  truth  for  my 
reader ;  and  it  amounted  to  this : — Montfort  had 
not,  upon  such  an  occasion,  been  able  to  avoid 
dijnking  a  few  glasses  of  wine  more  than  usual : 
they  had  not  really  made  him  tipsy  in  the  slightest 
possible  degree ;  but  they  had  made  him  fancy 
himself  so,  which  was  just  as  bad. 

As  the  bright  idea  entered  his  head,  that  Maria 
might  not  take  the  trouble  to  send  to  see  what  had 
become  of  him  if  he  did  not  go  to  her,  he  heard  a 
light  step  coming  up  the  room ;  and  the  mirror, 
which  had  discomposed  him  so  much  already, 
showed  him  his  wife  advancing  towards  him,  and, 
to  his  utter  confusion,  with  a  face  nearly  as  din- 
torted  as  his  own  had  appeared  to  be. 

"  Why,  how  is  this?  I  'm  sure  Maria  can't  be 
tipsy  too  ?" 

I  will  not  aver  that  Montfort  brought  the  idea 
out  quite  so  much  as  I  have  done  ;  but,  however 
great  might  have  been  his  wonder,  it  was  put  an 
end  to  by  a  tap  upon  the  shoulder,  which  made 
him  turn  round  his  own  rueful  countenance,  and  die- 


t  ukrp  Omu  I  in  : 
nougblo  faenbtSM: 
j  owlet  Ont  ranw 
:  tfiought  he  »m.«Jd 
i  be  Ujr  ibwiof  h»nv- 


roe.  but  Ui»  btyaar 
Kit,  tod  kicking  Md 
utnhW  faith,  "  Wbu 

moie  upty  tbaa  J  Mir 
ira  I  not  a*  wife,  far 

o«  right  to  tare  aeMi 


TU  .MMJM  OPIWi 


VU$ 


me  other  little  dwgn  is  h«r  bced ;  <b»t 
I  »j  nothing  1)  far  the  k*fce4q< 


the  light  bt&ee  h*  eye*  two  m  tht** 


two 


t* 


—  vt  d 


r 
r 


'Mi 


'J'2"2  THE    YOCHG    QLEE*. 

cover   that  Maria's  was   not  the  least  out  of  the 
nay,  either  from  drink  or  any  other  cause. 


,ghtr  » 

tiiiWil; 


"  What  makes  you  so  moody  -'  One  would  think 
you  did  not  like  our  gaiety, — perhaps  not  even  tfat 
occasion  of  it!"  said  Maria. 

"Upon  my  word,  they'd  Lhink  very  right!' 
plied  Montfort,  his  comprehension  of  herm 
stopping  short  at  that  part  of  her  sentence  which 
struck  most  upon  his  present  thoughts  ;  a  c 
stance  not   uncommon  with   persons  of  head! 
feelings. 

"  Well !"  returned  Maria,  with  a  langfe, 
nig  he  had  not  understood  her,  "  there  is  no  C 
of  your  spoiling  me  with  flattery  to-night :' 
seeing  Montfort  did  not  join  in  her  merriment,  * 
got  wnoni  too. 

"  Maria  !  now,  do  not  be   alarmed,"  said  1 
looking  in  her  face  in  a  most  alarming  manner,  ■ 
he  took  her  hand ;  "  do  not  be  frightened,  f  entreat 
you !  but,  I  believe,  I  am  tipsy." 

It  is  not  quite  clear  Montfort  expected  bis  wife 
to  faint  on  this  occasion,  or  that  he  was  annoyed 
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each  off  their  dressing-rooms,  there  were  also  t*n 
itmail  bed-room*,  in  which  were  beds  otdv  large 
enough  for  one  person.  These  were  intended,  1 
suppose,  is  case  of  quarrels,  or  sickness,  or  of 
inclination  leading  them  to  prefer  sleeping  alone.  1 
cannot  say  either  of  them  had  ever  before  bad  the 
slightest  chance  of  being  occupied;  but,  tn-nijl 
Montfort  insisted  on  going  to  his  ;  and  Maris 
length,  like  a  good  wife,  did  recollect  that  ! 
had  promised  to  obey.  Nevertheless,  this  freak 
appeared  so  very  unreasonable  and  ill-dined,  that 
she  could  not  help  Baying,  "  A  pretty  way  ihi: 
of  spending  such  an  anniversary  ?  "  bnt  when 
saw  the  pain  her  speech  gave  Montfort,  she  e< 
have  bitten  her  tongue  off;  and  she  threw  her 
arms  about  his  neck,  and  continued,  "  Well,  my 
own  goose  1  go  to  bed,  (though  yon  are  not  one  bit 
tipsy! )  and  I  will  so  laugh  at  you  to-morrow,  for 
your  foolish  fancy  !  * 

Montfort  did  as  he  was  bidden  ;  and  soon 
Maria  followed.     She  first,   however,  went   into 
his  room,  to  see  if  he  were  asleep,  and    perhaps 


*• 

feat 
thai 

could 

(w  her 
II,  my 

w,  for 

later 


THB    YOliSC.    Ol'EEN. 


BE 


with  some  other  little  design  in  her  head;  (but 
of  that  I  say  nothing!)  for  she  looked  quite  disap- 
pointed when  she  perceived  he  did  not  stir,  although 
she  passed  the  light  before  his  eyea  two  or  three 
times.  She  then  kissed  a  hand  that  lay  outside 
the  bed-clothes,  and  went  off  to  her  own  bed  in 
a  very  bad  temper. 

Now,  all  this  had  been  a  great  temptation  M 
.Mont fort,  for  be  was  no  more  asleep  than  I  am  . 
but  be  had  determination  enough  to  feign  being 
so,  and  to  let  Maria  go  away  under  that  impres- 
sion. Asleep,  indeed  !—  be  thought  he  should 
never  go  to  sleep  again !  and  he  lay  abusing  him- 
self, and  vowing  that  the  thing  waB  impossible, 
until  he  was  quite  sound. 

When  Maria  lay  down,  she  remained  tole- 
rably quiet  for  some  time,  but  then  bftgM 
tossing  and  tumbling  about,  and  kicking  and 
fretting,  until  at  last  she  grumbled  forth,  "  What 
nonsense  it  was  !  he  was  no  more  tipsy  than  I  am  : 
besides,  if  be  had  been,  am  1  not  his  witr,  tot 
better  for  worse  7  so  lie  bad  no  right  to  turn  me  out 
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of  his  bod.  Oh,  come  !  be  did  not  do  that*  tat 
he  turned  himself  out  of  mine  ;  which  u  joM  the 
same  thing !  hut  then,  dear  fellow  !  it  was,  be  Mid, 
because  he  was  unworthy  of  we  :  but  that's  ill 
nonsense  ;  and  so  1  '11  let  bin)  see."  And  wttliMl 
saying  another  word  (principally  because  she  bad 
nobody  to  say  another  word  to,  for  when  she  had. 
and  was  in  earnest  upon  any  subject,  sbe  kMoid 
missed  the  opportunity)  she  bounced  out  of  her 
owu  bed  in  the  dark,  and,  softly  opening  the  dta, 
crept  into  Mouttort's  without  waking  him — toy 
down  upon  the  hard  edge  of  the  mattress  i 
contentedly,  and  was  soon  sound  asleep. 

After  along  nap,  Moutfort's  hand  happi 
come  in  coutact  with  something  neither  so  li 
bo  cold  as  the  bed-post;  and  it  might  have  < 
mischief,  for  Maria,  knowing,  I  suppose,  thai  »tu* 
was  disobeying  orders,  gave  such  a  start,  that  erw 
was  near  tumbling  ofT  the  little  perch  she  had  h 
to  balance  herself  on  ;  though,  in  truth,  them-  n 
no  great  chance  of  her  falling  when  MontforV* 
was  so  near  her. 
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"  Are  you  displeased  with  me  V  said  Maria. 

"Displeased  with  you! — but  yes,  lam!  for 
your  goodness  to  me  makes  me  think  how  wry 
ill  I  have  behaved  to  you." 

"Do not  be  so  absurd,  Charles!  or  you  will 
put  me  quite  in  a  rage  ! ! !  " 

Notwithstanding  it  is  the  fashion  to  talk  about 
their  charitable  feelings,  I  maintain  that  women  tn 
the  most  merciless  set  iu  the  world,  for  they  oeni 
achieve  a  victory,  but  they  immediately  proceed 
to  torture  the  vanquished — like  so  many  Mo- 
hawks or  Clieroke  s.  And  thus,  the  MOBOHM 
Mont  fort  had  surrendered  at,  or  rather  without, 
discretion,  Maria  began,  in  the  usual  style:  "  Now, 
were  you  not  very  cruel  to  me  to  turn  me  out  of 
your  bed  for  nothing  /"—(The  little  stoiy-ttlln 
— why,  she  said  herself,  nut  Ian  minutes  ago,  that 
she  knew  this  was  not  the  case !) 

"Oh,  Maria  !  is  that  the  term  you  should  km  ' 

"  Well !  to  send  me  into  bed  alone,  then,  when 
you  knew  1  could  not  sleep  without  jOfl  '  " 

*'  But  what  was  my  motive  i  " 
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"  llow   can  I  tell  what  it  was? — to  get  i 
me,  I  suppose !  " 

"  You  know  whether  it  was  or  no ;  so  Ull  t 
truth." 

"How  should  I  know  the  truth?  you  don't 
love  me,  or  you  would  not  have  done  it." 

"  You  kuow  that  I  did  it  because  I  love  yoo  so 
much." 

"  A  pretty  way  that  is  of  showing  it! 

"  You  know  it  was  because  I  love  you  so  t 
that  I  could  not  beer  to  hold  you  in  my  amis  ■ 
time  when  I  knew  myself  to  be  unworthy  of  you." 

"Then,  at  that  rate,  if  I  am  to  believe  you,  I 
should  never  be  in  your  arms  at  all,  for  you  are 
always  telling  me  you  are  unworthy  of  me." 

"  But  then  Maria,  at  other  times,  tells  me,  1 
is  not  true — tells  me  that  I  am  worthy  of  1 
which  she  could  not  in  conscience  do  when  i 
knew  me  to  be  tipsy." 

"  Yes  I  could,  even  then." 

"  No,  she  could  not — for  she  must  never  say 
any  thing  that  approaches  in  the  slightest  degree 
to  what  she  knows  to  be  an  untruth." 
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*  "Whil?*  said  Maria,  not  liking  the  doctrine 
at  mil  in  this  very  extended  sense,  "ami  never  to 
tie'  allowed  to  tell  my  Charles  he  does  not  love 
me,  when  I  know,  all  the  time,  that  he  loves  me  a. 
didnsand  times  better  than  I  deserve?" 
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great  deal  of  walking  exercise  was  ordered,  which 
Montfort  attended  to  with  so  much  zeal,  that  she 
at  last  declared  she  believed  he  did  not  mean  to 
let  her  sit  down  at  all,  but  to  make  her  a  sort  of 
land-flying  Dutchman. 

In  fact,  quizzing  her  husband  quite  kept  up 
her  own  spirits — not  that  they  would  have  been 
liable  to  fail  had  she  had  no  much  excitement. 
"  I  shall  begin  to  think  I  really  am  of  some  value 
if  you  make  such  a  fuss  about  me/'  said  Maria. 

^Jfontfort  could  not  help  saying,  with  a  most 
provoking  look,  "  Beginning  to  think,  Maria  ! " 

"  Now,  Sir,  I  am  not  inclined  to  have  any  of 
your  impudence  to-day — and  if  you  give  me  more 
of  it,  I  will  be  unwell  immediately  ;  and  then  you 
must  say,  and  do,  whatever  I  like." 

"  Well,  if  you  will  promise  not  to  look  pale,  I 
will  not  only  say  and  do,  but  also  think,  whatever 
you  please.** 

"  Then  I  please  that  you  forthwith  think  this, 
— that  I  never  had  a  very  good  opinion  of  myself 
until  about  twenty  months  ago,  when  I  acquired 
such  from  the  worst  of  all  possible  reasons — seeing 
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how  much  I  was  valued  by  one  who  is  of  do  Met 
of  value  himself." 

If  the  reader  cannot  guess  what  has  been  (be 
matter  with  Maria  all  this  lime,  I  would  not  tell 
him  for  the  world. 

*  *  .    j.l.  •     *,_  c    %  ■  —  f- 

Women,  like  decoy-docks,  when  themselves 
caught,  act  with  zeal  against  their  former  Eneww 
and  allies ;  nor  was  Maria  an  exception  lo  ihi» 
rule.  Before  Ernest  ventured  to  press  bis  swt 
further  with  Miss  Arnulph,  he  asked  her  —  nisf 
if  she  thought  "  the  lady  was  yet  convinced  that 
he  loved  her  for  herself,  aud  for  herself  alone!" 
To  which  that  mistress,  instead  of  giving  way  tv 
the  strong  propensity  she  always  felt  to  laugh  at  a 
manifest  absurdity,  replied,  with  great  deoiureness, 
"Why,  1  fear  not,  Ernest!  that  is,  I  don't  doubt 
iier  being  convinced  that  you  love  her,  but  1  do  not 
think  she  can  return  it,  for  1  remark,  whenever  I 
abuse  you,  (which  I  do  very  often,}  ahe  always 
defends  you  ;  but  when  1  praise  you,  (which  1 
very  seldom,)  she  immediately  runs  away, 
this  convinces  me  that  site  caunot  boar  you,  but 
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tice,  and  nolhmg  else,  or  why  mh  she  ran 

>*Godblssrh*r!  AsiscnangeL" 

"  What !  for  running  away  the  ttoamt  yon  ire 
praised  f  Well,  I  declare  it  is  very  easy  to  be  an 
aagul»  IehaOmakeaflftttlegirbof  myacqnarat- 
attM  Men,  '#1  a  mnch  earner  age  than  I  was,  by 
tevfing  them  to  skip  off  like  antelopes  the  moment 
a  levers  wine  is  mentioned.  You  see,  Ernest, 
I  might  pusse  yon  oftener,  perhaps,  bat  I  really 
cannot  afford  to  lose  Maria's  services  and  society 
so  frequently." 

*  I  *m  sere  yon  wonld  do  whatever  is  good,  and 
whatever  is  kind  to  me." 

•*  Why,  I  have  not  been  married  so  long  as  to 
have  forgotten  who  did  every  thing  in  his  power 
to  help  me  to  my  hnsband ;  and  when  I  cease  to 
remember  it,  I  think  it  will  be  a  sign  that  that 
htfsbsnd  and  I  wish  ourselves  unmarried  •" 

"Yonr  Majesty  never  forgets  any  one's  merit, 
whatever  it  may  be,  eoreept  yonr  own." 

Cease}  Bfttst|  ttat  speech  is  too  much  like 
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what  little  dapper  Count  Aroheim  would  maki 
it  neither  becomes   my   friend,    Maria   Arnulph'f 
friend,  nor,  above  all,  my  husband 's  earliest  friend 
and  I  won' t  have  any  more  such  from  yon,  Mr 
Emest — 1  would  much  rather  have  something 
the   style   of  old  rough    Count    Dornbere's 
proving  looks,  which  always  seem  to  nv 
'  You  are  a  tolerably  good  girl,   after  all, 
of  what  they  do  to  spoil  yon."  " 

"Ay,    but,"   replied   Ernest,   not   much  lihns 
Maria's   comparison,   "  that  disuniting    Anihn;« 
would  make  such  a  speech  whether  he  thought 
true  or  no:  you  know  I  should  not." 

"  Worse  and  worse  ;  but  you  cannot  make 
vain ;  for,  whatever  you  may  say,  1  know  my  chief 
merit  with  you  will  remain,  the  being  Hsn 
ArnuJ|»h's  friend." 

"  No  !  it  is  not  your  chief  merit  ;  but  certain  I  v  it 
draws  my  feeliugs  towards  you  more  than  an? 
thing  else  could." 

"  Now  you  ere  the  honest  old  Count  again  : 
and,  to  reward  you,  1  (ell  you,  you  shall  haw 
my  consent  as  soon  as  you  choose  to  ask  it." 
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"  Oh,  that  I  were  as  sure  of  another  lady's 
consent ! " 

"And  what  makes  you  four  it?  Have  you  and 
Charles   been   out   listening   to   any   more   owls' 


"No!"  replied  Ernest,  smiling,  "and  if  all 
the  owls  in  the  world  hooted  in  my  ears  at  once,  I 
would  not  believe  one  of  them  whilst  your  voice 
bids  me  to  hope.  But  do  you  think  Miss 
Amulph  is  convinced  I  love  her  for  hersell,  ftod 
for  herself  alone  '?  " 

"  If  Bhc  says  she  is  not,  don't  you  believe  her, 
for  I  think  1  should  myself  have  been  very  likely 
to  tell  a  story  in  a  similar  case.  And  do  you  really 
suppose,  a  woman  who  herself  loves,  is  very  hard 
to  be  convinced  on  8uch  a  jwiuL ' " 

"Then  the  only  doubt  that  remains  is,  aa  to 
her  loving." 

"  That  she  has  owned  herself,  like  a  noble  girl, 
as  she  is  ;  and  it  is  much  greater  impertinence  in 
you  to  disbelieve  her  word  than  to  ImImm  k." 

"  And  your  Majesty  knows  1  bate  the  very 
thoughts  of  being  impertinent  to  a  lady." 
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*'  Then  what  do  you  fear?" 

"  As  I  am  determined  not  to  tell  you  an  un- 
truth, I  must  not  say  that  I  have  the  slights! 
possible  doubt  of  possessing  her  heart ;  bat  you 
are  aware  I  promised  to  wait  until  she  was 
convinced  that  she  has  mine — whole  and  Mi- 
di vide  d." 

"And  how  do  yon  intend  to  find  out  whether 
she  is  so  or  no,  unless  you  ask  her  :  Do  yon  expect 
her  to  bawl  out  before  the  whole  court,  '  Erne*;, 
I  am  quite  convinced  ?'" 

Ernest  admitted  that,  however  anxious  he  was 
to  hear  these  words,  he  did  suppose  it  likely  they 
would  be  proclaimed  from  the  house-up," 

"Then,  perhaps,  you  think  you  lack  opportu- 
nity to  ask  the  question  in  private  ?" 

"  Nay,  I  have  too  many  opportunities,  and  I 
miss  them  all  from  being  so  much  taken  i 
debating  which  is  the  best." 

"Shall   I   tell  you   the   troth,    Ernest' 
earliest  opportunity  is  the  best." 

'■  Oh  !  but " 

"  Oh,  but  |    What  do  you  mean  by  '  Ob,  bv 


I  declare  you  modest  lovers  are  the  greatest 
plagues  in  the  world  to  poor  women." 

"  Docs  your  Majesty  speak  from  experience  V 

"  IT,"  replied  her  Majesty,  laughing,  "  you 
were  only  half  as  impudent  to  Maria  Arnulph  as 
you  are  to  me,  I  will  answer  for  it  you  would  not 
be  in  doubt  long ;  and  I  won't  forgive  it  in  my 
case,  unless  you  are  so  forthwith." 

"  And  what  punishment  will  my  being  modest 
bring  upon  me  ? " 

'•  Why,  1  will  not  either  praise  you  or  blame 
you  to  Maria  (,for  i  do  not  believe  the  girl  cares 
which  it  is,  as  long  as  I  speak  of  you),  and  then 
she  will  really  think  you  are   in  disgrace  with 


"  And  so,  shall  1  be  in  disgrace  Kith  hei  ['.' 

"  Why,  1  will  not  answer  for  that;  but  I  am 
sure  I  shall." 

"  Well,  then,  under  your  Majesty's  gracious 
patronage,  I  will  be  impudent  on  the  very  first 
possible  occasion." 

"  Never  was  speech  made  more  apropos,  for 
here  comes  Maria,  and  1  am  going  away." 


"  Oh,  are  you  ?"  said  Ernest,  as  if  he  regretted 
it — nor  am  I  sure  that  he  did  not  do  so  for  the 
moment." 

*'  Yes,"  replied  Maria,   "  and    I    hold  yu«  I 
your  promise"     But  seeing  that  all  hie  confideni 
had  left  him,  that  he  looked  pale,  and  - 
laled   to  a  distressing  degree,   she  whispered, 
she  left  the  room,   "  Don'l    be    foolish,  my  del 
friend !" 

Miss  Arnulph  went  hnstily  up  to  her  lover  with 
far  more  than  her  usual  confidence ;  but  one 
glance  at  her  face  sufficed  to  tell  him  it  was  that 
additional  confidence  which  grief  makes  us  place 
in  ail  whom  we  know  to  feel  kindly  towards  us ; 
for  the  mind  in  this  state,  like  the  body  sinking 
under  an  oppressive  weight,  grasps  eagerly  at 
whatever  may  support  it.  This  glance,  too,  in- 
stantly made  Ernest  forget  his  own  fears. — 
"  Maria  in  grief!  and  at  a  moment  when  I  had 
determined  to  ask  her  the  question  on  which  all 
my  happiness  depends '." 

Even  this  speech  did  not  overcome  Maria'* 
confidence,  but  her  confidence  rase  above  it  ; 
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she  replied,  with  her  face  averted,  "  Oh,  Ernest ! 
indeed  you  need  not  ask  it.  But,"  she  was  going 
to  add,  "  I  have  great  cause  for  grief  now." 

This,  however,  could  not  but  be  interrupted; 
nor,  although  most  anxious  to  know  the  cause 
of  her  sorrow,  did  he  permit  her  to  proceed  until 
she  did  so  with  her  head  leaning,  making  no  effort 
to  move,  on  him  who  was  henceforth  to  be  her 
support  for  ever. 

She  then  continued, — "  My  poor  old  nurse ! 
one  of  the  few  upon  earth  who  loved  the  orphan !" 

"  Maria !"  exclaimed  Charles,  reproachfully, 
pressing  her  still  closer  to  his  heart. 

"That  is,  indeed,  ingratitude  for  what  I  do 
possess;"  returned  she.  "  But  she  has  just  died 
so  suddenly  that  I  could  hardly  reach  her  in  time 
to  receive  her  blessing." 

"  And  a  blessing  it  will  be  to  thee,  my  own ! 
for,  like  her  child,  she  had  goodness  that  always 
brings  a  blessing  with  it." 
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Miss  Amulph's  grief  for  the  humble  bat  faith- 
ful and  affectionate  friend  who  had  shown  her  « 
much  kindness  in  her  earliest  years,  «rben  the 
death  of  both  her  parents  made  it  most  needed, 
was  truly  sincere ;  but  no  one  will  suppose  it  H 
have  been  overwhelming  or  immoveable.  She 
had,  for  her  stay,  that  which  the  heart  most  loop 
for,  however  we  may  school  it — one  with  whom 
to  "cast  in  her  lot,"  for  joy  or  sorrow  ;  or,  rather, 
one  who  is  to  be  to  us  joy  or  sorrow — a  destiny. 
She  had,  too,  those  who  were  more  than  friends; 
for  ever  since  her  father  died  fighting  bis  coun- 
try's battles,  the  Emperor  had  treated  her  as  hi* 
child.  From  the  Young  Queen,  for  the  purpose 
of  her  education,  she  had  been  separated  until  the 

former  returned  to  V ,  with  a  heart  too  full  at 

first  to  admit  any  other  feeling ;  bnt  even  into  that 
heart  Miss  Amulpli  had  at  length  forced  herself 
by  her  affectionate  attentions,  and  now  she  lived 
there  rather  as  a  younger  sister  than  in  any  hum- 
bler situation ;  for  she  who  was  so  apt  to  forget 
her   rank  with  all  others,   was  not  likely  to   re- 
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member  it  with  the  orphan  whom  her  father  had 
placed  under  her  especial  care — with  the  at- 
tendant who  hod  watched  her  in  her  sorrows  so 
L]  —with  one  who  was  soon  to  be  the 
wile  of  her  husband's  dearest  friend.  Beside*, 
wt  all  like  to  patronise  now  and  tnen  ;  and  Maria 
llhat  is,  our  llarit — not  Ernest's,)  felt  quite  con- 
ceited when  she  saw  the  girl's  face  glow  as  she 
showed  bei  ijnv  mark  of  approbation  and  attach- 
ment. I  should  like  to  nan  petted  her  myself  in 
the  way  that  was  verv  common  with  Maria — to 
have  kissed  her  pretty  cheek — but  1  must  not  ray 
in  fur  fear should  find  it  out. 


: 

for-n 


You  are   an  u-lv.  cross,  ill-contrived,  good- 
tttU    thiagl    and    exactly   like  your 
mother;  and  therefore  I  OB&'l  abida  you!" 

'■  Now,  I  won't  b«v«  my  pi  i 
names, "  said  Man*. 

Her  babe,  indeed !"  raid  Mont  fort,  holding 
both  out  at  arms'  length  for  a  moment,  tu 
ol  111.  L 


"TC»  at  fc5t;  ^ 

*  f50"1  ™=oWst»«dillg  b. 
=■"■*'•     "tab.,, 

•  good  hmnoor. 

TioSrBd,..  Jj^Mbn 
=P"Mt  good  te.pe,.,  „ 

-Co«.  fc.  .  ph..  .„, 
ieaSM,«»  of  lis  for  be,,  fc 

f"1.' **•■■>  «ad  becoobig  „ 

■"*«»«»  »«fe  Li  Ii,d 
HkH., ^ 
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up  from  slipping  on  the  Boor,  and  Montfbrt  on 
the  other. 

"  There,  Li!"  said  he,  "  is  our  babe  for  you  ! 
Lore  her,  and  protect  her  as  you  did  her  mother ; 
and  we  will  love  our  Li  better  still,  if  that  be 
possible." 

Li  soon  obeyed  the  first  part  of  the  instructions 
so  well,  that  he  would  stand  for  ever  to  have  his 
palled  by  her. 


I  hate  a  good  mother!  I  mean,  the  woman  who 
puts  on  a  sad  and  care-worn  countenance,  gives  up 
ail  idea  of  trying  to  please  everybody  in  the  world, 
(her  husband,  of  course,  included,)  and  thinks  of 
nothing  from  morning  till  night  but  washing  and 
dressing  her  children. 

Let  it  not  be  thought  that  our  Maria  was  one  of 
such.  This  her  feelings  and  tastes  would  as  little 
admit  of  as  her  situation  in  life.  Instead  of 
allowing  her  to  think,  that  in  becoming  the  mother, 
she  might  forget  she  was  the  wife,  they  told  her  a 
far  different  story.    If  she  loved  her  child  as  well 
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lerefore  lowu 
.ire  !■:■  plBW 


;is  BVCT  mortal  mother  did  love,  she  therefore  li 
its  father  better,  and  Bought  the  more  I 
him  by  ei«ry  means  in  ber  powar,  and  to  make  inn 
life  pass  delightfully.  She  was,  in  truth,  more* 
lover  now  than  ever  she  had  been ;  and  as  soon  u 
she  had  quite  regained  her  strength,  she  used  W 
ride,  and  walk,  and  run  about  with  her  husband, 
nearly  as  much  as  she  did  before.  Nor  did  she 
find  this  interfere  with  the  most  anxious  and  t 
can  "'  ber  little  one. 


"•"•' 


It  may  be  supposed  that  their  own  extraordinary 
adventures  and  marriage  bad  tinged  the  minds  of 
Mont  fort  and  Maria  with  romance  ;  but  so  little 
was  this  the  fact,  that  they  were  both  decidedly 
of  opinion,  if  in  marriage,  we  gain  a  companion 
lor  our  hearts,  our  minds,  and  our  tastes,  it 
matter  of  small  moment  to  happiness  whether 
companion  comes  to  us  through  the  land  of  wild 
and  wonderful  exploits,  or  walks  up  and  knocks  si 
the  door  in  the  most  humdrum  way  possible — 
whether,  "  True  knight  or  lady  lair,"  prance  a 
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^n  war-steed  or  palfry,  or  whether  they  step  oat 
Of  the  stage-coach,  honestly  giving  a  shilling  to  the 
guard,  and  eighteen- pence  to  the  driver:— by  the 
way,  in  this  respect,  they  would  have  the  advantage 
of  all  Knights-Errant  that  1  ever  read  of,  who  were 
none  of  them  over  and  above  particular  about  set- 
tling their  bills — tbey  did  not  think  it  made  the 
slightest  difference,  whether  cruel  guardians  force 
lovers  to  run  away,   or  still  more  cruel  parents 
provokingly  give  their  full  approbation  and  con- 
sent ;  but  conceived  those  to  stand  the  best  chance 
of  permanent  happiness  who  were  so  fortunate  as 
to  6 x  their  choice  on  such  as,  if  they  were  not  in 
love,  they  would  have  thought  to  be  the  most  agree- 
able-companions  they  had  ever  met  with. 

In  their  castle- building  for  their  own  young  ladv, 
their  wishes  never  went  beyond  this  point ;  nor 
would  they  willingly  have  consented  to  her  suffer- 
ing, even  for  a  single  hour,  the  misery  they  had 

endured,  for  all  the  romance  in  the  world. 

•  •  •  •  • 

But  notwithstanding  Montfort  and  Maria's  spirits 


and  gaiety,  their  minds  were  tinged  by  all  ll 
suffered,  and  by  the  near  approach  and  < 
rontcinplaliun  <>f  death  for  such  a  length  of  time.  It 
was,  however,  an  autumn  tinge,   which,   though 
solemn,  added  only  beauty  ;  and  It  was  one  they 
hoped  never  to  lose.     "  Oh,  my  own!"  would  the 
young  wife  say,  "  Let  us  never  forget  it !     II  i 
lection  of  it  will  serve  to  keep  us  as  prepare 
as  we  humbly  trust  we  then  were.      And  will  this 
make  us  less  happy?     Oh,  no!  but  a  thousand 
limes  more  happy — for  how  shall  we  dare  to  enjoy 
life  if  we  are  not  fit  to  leave  it  r"      And  tben,  when 
OS  were  about  her,  and  all  her  treasures  near, 
(for,  iu  spite  of  what  she  said  she  did  not  lib 
,  i  afac  would  read  the  wretched   tattBJ 
hit)  written  to  each  aher,  to  briny  back    . 
press  upon  her  mind  the  feelings  of  that  | 
lime. 

But  though  both  were  determined  newel 
Set,  each  became  the  remembrancer  or  the  neat- 
beted  an  tins  subject,   just  according  to  the 
they  happened  to  be  in.     To  say  the  tiuUi,  I 
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wm  the  former  the  oftener  of  ike  two,  tactile  m 
not  by  any  means  always  soeh.  She  om»  day 
said,  in  answer  to  some  observation  ot"  Moaribrt'4 
about  their  child,  "  Bat  I  can  teU  too  what  would 
have  made  you  love  her  mote  still — if  I  had  die*i 
in  giving  her  life,** 

"Oh,  Maria!**  Mid  Moatfort,  repvoackraifty, 
looking  aghast  at  the  very  tlMaght*  of  such  % 
thing. 

To  which  she  replied,  "  And  is  the  lesson  lately 
taught  so  thrown  away  already  that  we  runmr* 
bear  to  talk  of  death  ?** 

Mootfort  answered  depreeatingry,  "  But,  Mana' 
if  I  do  not  like  to  think  of  the  destruction  of  my 
new-found  happiness,  may  it  not  be  fcwgiven !" 

"No,  Charles!  it  may  not  be  forgiven!  And 
yon  must  learn  not  to  thus  shrink  from  the  idea, 
lest  He  who  gave  that  lesson  should  see  it  necessary 
to  read  a  more  severe  one  still*  And  should  we  be 
afraid  to  reflect  on  what  wa  know  must  coma  ? 
You  are  not  afraid  to  think  of  your  own  death,  and 
must  not,  shall  not,  be  afraid  to  think  of  mi'" 
or  your  child's.** 


2-i-?  thi  kc.ig  itrm. 

M-:-tdbrt  tock  Mf  hand  beseechingly. 

-  V ; ,  ajy  Chutes  !  I  most  make  do  amp 
^i*e  here.  Yoo  most  do*  only  linn  bear  lb* 
trci  ta  nund  yotirseii,  bat  yon  mast  da  mwe— 

.  .  -  j;  --erect  my  ever  fcrgetrinz  whii  1  ft* 
j:«  reLiQi  yoo."" 

Aej  in  (be  evening  et  the  day  on  winch  tin 
■.■jtici^Kjjfi  bad  taken  place,  when,  her  babe  had 
See;:  broo^bt  to  Man*,  after  they  had  dined  n 
iheir  own  ri^i-ly  circle,  her  father  taking  a  nap  in 
r_i  chair,  asi  Li  soond  asleep  on  his  mat.  she  stoie 

er  u>i  **r  spec  Monitor! s  lap  with  "  the  thing' 
i  her  own.     Tbe  arm  that  was  not  abort 
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picture  was  not  now  a  true  one.  Maria  would 
press  Montfort's  band  to  her  bosom,  look  at  him — 
at  her  babe — at  her  father — at  her  dumb  protector 
— and  then  lay  her  head  down  again  upon  hit 
shoulder  with  a  sigh  of  thankfulness. 

At  one  moment  Montfort's  feelings  led  him  to 
try  to  kiss  the  little  sleeper  without  waking  her ; 
and  Maria,  who  was  rather  fearful  as  to  his  suc- 
ceeding in  the  attempt,  had  just  put  her  hand  upon 
his  head  in  order  to  guide  it  gently  to  its  object, 
when  she  was  startled  from  her  seat  by  hearing 
some  one  approach  the  door.  In  getting  up 
hastily  she  awoke  the  young  lady,  who  gave  a 
squall;  Li  bounced  from  his  mat,  nearly  over- 
setting a  table ;  and  the  Emperor  roused  himself 
and  shook  his  ears,  but  instantly  opened  his  eyes 
very  wide,  pretending  he  had  not  been  asleep  at 
all,  although  he  at  the  same  time  looked  rather 
cross  at  being  thus  disturbed — in  fact,  their  pre- 
vious quiet  was  at  once  converted  into  a  complete 
little  uproar.  Nevertheless,  the  intruder  whose 
approach  had  caused  this  sensation,  instead  of 
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i*ed  ungraciously,   was  greeted  with  a 
amile  of  delight  from  every  face,  (even  thntn 
hnd  been  beginning  to  look  cross,)  when  I 
nounced  the  return  of  Ernest-  and  his  you  in 
Mooming  bride,  fawn  Hub  wedding  t.jur.    And 

hardly  had  that  announcement  been  made,  whwi 
the  t'riir.ik-  friends  were  fast  locked  in  each  other's 
amis;  and  the  male,  shaking  hands  as  heartily  m 
Ftho  nen  uttala  had  just  escaped  some  t 
danger. 


a  mm 

■  be»- 
.ung«X 


And  D0«,  Maria,  rare  thee  well !  That  I  turn 
beguiled  of  many  a  weary  hour,  I 
thee  !  whether,  when  the  cold  and  chilling  world 
hung  heavy  on  a  sickened  heurt,  ur  when  1  vnu 
in  solitude  far  more  than  1  would  have  been — in 
either  case,  cut  oh",  for  awhile,  from  those  who 
•iloue  make  life  worth  the  trouble  of  living. 

Thou    bast  "Hung    forgetfulness    around    am,' 
when  to  do  so,  was  to  do  me  almost  tbe  grei 
earthly  good  :-not  that  1  suppose  my  lot  to  1 
ever   been  peculiarly  severe ;  but  surely  th< 
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against  its  kind  ?     What  should   equal  I 
c  of  a  heart  that  well  knows   by  wlw 
saved  from  this  fate?  and  hearts  there  are,  capa- 
ble of  feeling  deep  and  lasting  gratitude,  want 
are  likewise  capable  of  erring  fearfully  tth 
restrained  by  such  a  lie. 

Farewell,  then,  happy  wife  and  happy  mother, 
that,  when  my  soul  was  parched  and  wruiie;,  came 
like  a  beautiful  antelope,  playing  out  upon  the 
desert,  with  thy  little  fawo  gambolling  beside 
thee,  and  discovered  lo  me  where  lay  the  spring* 
in  winch  alone  my  safety  could  be  {blind. 

Hut  Maria  is  tome  a  reality:  I  have  muni 
up  her  virtues  and  her  amiabilities  with  thoe* 
I  have  loved,  and  those  1  (oh,  thank  God!) 
do  love,  until  I  can%ecarcely  distinguish  between 
them  ;  things  so  similar,  it  seems  to  me,  refuse  to 
be  separated.  That  I  have  not  exaggerated 
her  goodness,  witness  the  dead,  and  witness  the 
living!  1  have,  in  truth,  known  resignation  i 
the  prospect  of  an  early  death,  bw 
even  might  have  learnt  a  lesson,  exhibited  by  o 
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who  had  bo  soon  length  of  tine  allowed  her  to  pre- 
pore  for  the  gloomy  passage  of  the  tomb— ha? e 
known  a  seemingly  more  unnatural  forgetfulnet* 
<jf  self,  in  one  foil  as  young,  and  not  leas  fitted 
to  enjoy  life  and  to  bless  it;  and,  oh!  1  have 
known  her  nobler  qualities  as  well  as  her  more 
engaging — above  all9  her  generosity  of  heart! — 
excelled  by  the  living. 

If  there  be  sterling  gold  in  the  image  1  have 
net  up,  the  mines  from  which  I  drew  tlie  ore  did 
not  exist  only  in  imagination.  If  there  be  beauty 
in  that  image,  she  in  whose  likeness  1  fashioned  it 
is  yet  on  earth. 


END    OF    VOL.    III. 
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Page  88,  line  1,  for  '  one  that  I  brought  ud  a  num»*  ' 
read  ■  one  that  I  brought  op  of  a  puppy?        P  *  pyppy' 

Page  186,  line ,6 tfor  « permitted  the  means  of  doing  ' 
read  •  permitted  to  be  the  means  of  doing/  *' 


VOL.  II. 


Page  111,  line  5,  for  '  severe,'  read «  severely/ 
IJageaeff,  line i6  ,  for    'but  I'll  ask  him  to-morrow 
certainly/  read '  but  f  II  certainly  ask  him  to-morrow/ 

Page  276,  line  22,  for  *  to  where  the  locks  lav  '  ~~A 
'  to  where  the  lock  of  her  hair  lay/  y'    "* 
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the  btognphie*  (hot  have  been  prefixed  to  the  I 
Uoo»  of  men  of  genius."     ! 


THE  ROMANCE  OF  ANCIENT  HISTORY. 

First  Sens.- EGYPT. 
One  of  tbsbest  productions  of  tint  present  day. 


I„  ■ 


TO. 

,.  ptMl 


THE  CRUISE; 

OK.  A    PBOSPECT   OF  THE    WKS1    INDIAN     \ 
PELAGO, 

A  Tropin!  Sketch,  with  Notes,  Historic*!  utld  lltustrjt 
By  HOBEBT  SOGEWT  IX  NBAB. 

"  The  lyre  is  not  yet  quite  sik-nl.     Ii  break  upon  ih>  i 
TJid  then  with  u  sudden  burs!  of  melody,   that  make*   ui 
how  seldom  the.  fingers  ui  itianinition  sweep  ut«r  its  chor  — 
other  tiroes  Tux  Chcise  would  hare  been  rand  Witt  avidity  i 
we  are  not  sufficiently  sensitive  in  Ihia  *g*  of  political  a 
merit  to  appreciate  iti  quiet  «nd  eloquent  beauties    """ 

however,  has  no  reaaoti  lo  he  the  lei ":' 

Wherever  his  vivid  description  of  tb 
rend,  he  will  place  a  seed  of  pleasure  xhieb  muai  in 
up  to  maturity.    His  volume  is  *  son  of  poetical  i 
IV est  Indian  Islands  "-     It**. 

Till. 

i  Vols,  price  lt>s.,  similar  to  the  Edition*  of  Byron  an 

THE  SONGS  OF  ENGLAND  AND  BCOTLAN 

The  Editor  has  carefully  collated  the  different  teit».  and  si 
by  the  original  readings:  be  bus  curt-full?  availed  himself  nt 
Ishours  of  the  several  Bdittn  and  Comment itofa  uortb  sin" 
and  believes  be  shall  be  the  means  of  making  even  mora 
known  the  mam  exquisite  lyrics  thtt  the  poets  of  Great 
scattered  with  ■  wanton  profusion,  and  present  even  lo  tbi 
■be  antiquarian  reader  severs]  sung*  of  great  merit  omii!#i: 
most  popular  Anthologies. 


